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PREFACE 


The present selection of llazlitt s critical essays has been 
planned to serve two important purposes. In the first place 
it provides the materials for an estimate of the character 
and scope of hlazlitt’s contributions to criticism and so 
acquaints students with one of the greatest of English 
critics. And in the second place, what is perhaps more 
important, such a selection, embodying a series of appre¬ 
ciations of the great English writers, should prove helpful 
in the college teaching of literature. There is no great \ 
critic who by his readableness and comprehensiveness is V 
as well qualified as Hazlitt to aid in bringing home to \ 
students the power and the beauty of the essential things \ 
in literature. There is in him a splendid stimulating energy J 
which has not yet been sufficiently utilized. 

The contents have been selected and arranged to piesent 
a chronological and almost continuous account of English 
literature from its beginning in the age of Elizabeth down 
to Hazlitt’s own day. the period of the romantic revival. 

To the more strictly critical essays there have been added 
a few which reveal Hazlitt's intimate intercourse witli 
books and also with their writers, whether he knew them 
in the flesh or only through the printed page. Such vivid 
revelations of personal contact contribute much to further 
the chief aim of this volume, which is to introduce the 
reader to a direct and spontaneous view of literature. 

The editor’s introduction, in trying to fix formally Haz¬ 
litt’s position as a critic, of necessity takes account of his 
personality, which cannot be dissociated from his critical 
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practice. The notes, in addition to identifying quotations 
and explaining allusions, indicate the nature of Mazlitt's 
obligations to earlier and contemporary critics. They con¬ 
tain a body of detailed information, which may be used, 
if so desired, for disciplinary purposes. The text here em¬ 
ployed is that of the last form published in llazlitt’s own 
lifetime, namely, that of the second edition in the case of 
the Characters of Shakespeare’s Plays, the lectures on the 
poets and on the age of Elizabeth, and the Spirit of the 
Age, and the first c<Iition of the Comic Writers, the Plain 


Speaker, and the Political Essays. A slight departure from 
this procedure in the case of the essay on “Elia" is ex¬ 
plained in the notes. “ My Eirst Acquaintance with Poets,” 
and “Of Persons One Would Wish to Have Seen” are 
taken from the periodicals in which they first appeared, as 
they were not republished in book-form till after Hazlitt's 
death, llazlitt’s own spellings and punctuation arc retained. 


To all who have contributed to the study and apprecia¬ 
tion of Hazlitt, the present editor desires to make general 
acknowledgement—to Alexander Ireland, Mr. W. C. ITaz- 
htt. Mr. Ihrrell. and Mr. Saintsbury. Mention should also 
be made of Mr, Nichol Smith’s little volume of llazlitt’s 
Essays on Poetry (Blackwood’s), and of the excellent 
treatment of Hazlitt in Professor Oliver Elton’s Survey of 
English Literature from 1780 to 1830. whicli came to hand 
after this edition had been eomplcted. A debt of special 
gratitude is'owing to Mr. Cdover ami Mr. Waller for their 
splendid edition of Hazlitt’s Collected Works (in twelve 
vohnnes with an inde.x. Dent 1902-1906). All of Hazlitt’s 
quotations have been identified with the help of this edi- 
t.on. References to Hazlitt’s own writings, when eited by 
voKime and page, apply to the e.lition of Clover and Waller 
Fma ly I wish to express my sincere thanks to Professor 
C. P. Krapp for his friendly cooperation in the planning 
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' and carrying out of this volume, and to him and to my col¬ 
league, Professor S. P. Sherman, for helpful criticism of 
the introduction. 

Jacob Zeitlin. 

February 20, 1913. 
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(Delivered at the Surrey Institution at the close of 1819.) 
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(2 volumes). 

1828-1830 Life of Napoleon Buonaparte (4 volumes). 

1830 Conversations of James Northcote. 

Death of William Hazlitt, September 18. 



INTRODUCTION 


WILLIAM HAZLITT 



Hazlitt characterized the age he lived in as “ criti cal, 
djda ctic, par a d^^-'i^^l; rnmantir **' It was the age of the 
Edinburgh Review, of the Utilitarians, of Godwin and 
Shelley, of Wordsworth and Byron—in a word of the 
French Revolution and all that it brought in its train. 
Poetry in this age was impregnated with politics; ideas 
for social reform sprang from the ground of personal 
sentiment. (Hazlitt .was born early enough to partake of 
the ardent hopes which the last decade of the eighteenth 
century held out, but his spirit came to ripeness in years 
of Teactfon in wHi'cTnhe Tattle for reform seemed a lost 
hope.} While the changing events were bringing about cor¬ 
responding changes in the ideals of such early votaries to 
liberty as Coleridge and Wordsworth, Hazlitt continued to 
cling to his enthusiastic faith,’ but at the same time the 
spectacle of a world which turned away from its brightest 
dreams made of him a sharp critic of human nature, and 
his sense of personal disappointment turned into a bitter¬ 
ness hardly to be distinguished from cynicism. In a pas¬ 
sionate longing for a better order of things, in the merciless 
denunciation of the cant and bigotry which was enlisted 
in the cause of the existing order, he.,resembled Byron. 
The rare union in his nature of the analytic and the emo- 



* Dramatic Essays, VIII, 415. 
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tional gave to his writings the very qualities which he 
enumerated as cliaracteristic of tlie a-e, and Ids consistent 
sincerity made his voice distinct above many others of his 

generation. 

Ilazlitt’s earlier years reveal a restless conilict of the 
sensitive and tlie intellectual. llis father, a friend of 
Priestley's, was a I'nilarian jireacher, who. in his vain 
search for liberty of conscience, had spent three years in 
America with his family. I’nder him the hoy was accus¬ 
tomed to the reading of sermons and )>olitical tracts, and 
on this <lry nourishment he seemed to thrive till he was 
sent to the Hackney I'heidogical C'ollege to begin his 
preparation for the ministry, llis dis^atisfactii>n thete \\a> 
not such as could he put into words—perhaps a hunger 
for keener sensations and an appetite for freer iiupury 
than was ojicn to a theological student even of a ilissenting 
church. After a vear at llacknev he withdrew to his 
father s home, where he found nothing more definite to 
do than to “ solve some knotty point, or dip in some 
abstruse author, or look at the sky. or wander by the 
pebbled sea-side." " 'I'his was probably the period of his 
most extensive reading, lie ahsorheil the l''.ngli>h novelists 
and essavists; he saturated himself with the sentiment of 
Rousseau; he studied Ikicon and Ilohhes and Iterkeley 
and Hume; he became fascinated, in l*urke, by the union 
of a wide intellect with a brilliant fanev aiul consummate 
rhetorical skill.'* though he called himself at this time 
dumb and inarticulate, and the idea of ever making lit¬ 
erature his profession had not suggested itself to him. he 
was eager to talk about the things he read, and in Joseph 
I^awcett, a retired minister, he found an agreeable com- 
panion. " A heartier friend or honester critic I never coped 


9 ii 


• ** 


On Living to ('Iiu-’s Silf." in Tabic Talk. 
On Reading Old Rooks,” pp. 344-45. 
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withal.” “The writins^s of Sterne. Fielding', Cervantes, 
Richardson, Rousseau, Godwin, Goethe, etc. were the usual 
subjects of our discourse, and the pleasure I had had, in 
reading these authors, was more than doubled.” ^ I low 
acutely sensitive he was to all impressions at this lime 
is indicated by the effect upon him of the meeting with 
Coleridge and Wordsworth of which he has left a record 
in one of his most eloquent essays, " My First Acquaint¬ 
ance with Poets.” Liut his active energies were concen¬ 
trated on the solution of a metaphysical problem \vhich 
was destined to possess his brain for many years: in his 
youthful enthusiasm he was grappling wilh a theory con¬ 
cerning the natural disinterestedness of the human mind, 
apparently adhering to the bias wliich he had received from 
his early training. 

But being come of age and finding it necessary to turn 
his mind to something more marketable than abstract 
speculation, he determined, though apparently without any 
natural inclination toward the art, to become a painter. 
He apprenticed himself to his brother John llazlitt, who 
had gained some reputation in London for his miniatures. 
During the peace of Amiens in 1802, he travelled to the 
Louvre to study ami copy the mastcr]>icces which Napoleon 
had brought over from Italy as trophies of war. Here, 
as he “ marched delighted through a quarter of a mile of 
the proudest efforts of the mind of man. a whole creation of 
genius, a universe of art,” *' he iml)ibcd a love of perfection 
which may have been fatal to his hopes of a career. At any 
rate it was soon after, while he was following the pro¬ 
fession of itinerant painter through England, that he wrote 
to his father of “ much dissatisfaction and much sorrow,” 


* “ On Criticism,” in Table Talk. 

^ Life of Hoicroft. Works, II. 171. n. 

® “ On the Pleasure of Painting,” in Table Talk. 
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of “ that repeated disappointment and that long dejection 
which have served to overcast and to throw into deep ob« 
sciirity some of the best years of my life.”^ 

When Hazlitt abandoned i)ainting, lie fell back upon 
his analytic gift as a means of earning a living. Not 
counting liis first published work, the Essay on the Princi¬ 
ples of Human Action, which was purely a labor of love 
and fell still-born from the press, the tasks to which he 
now devoted his time were chiefiy of the kind ordinarily 
rated as job work. He prepared an abridgement of 
Abraham Tucker's Light of Nature, compiled the Elo¬ 
quence of the British Senate, wrote a reply to Malthus’s 
Essay on Population, and even composed an elementary 
English Grammar. It would be a mistake to suppose that 
these labors were performed according to a system of 
mechanical routine. Hazlit^ impressed something of his 
personality on whatever he touched, llis violent attack on 
the inhuman tendencies of Malthus's doctrines is pervaded 
by a glow of humanitarian indignation. For the Eloquence 
of the British Senate he wrote a sketch of Burke, which 
for fervor of appreciation and judicious analysis ranks 
with his best things of this class. Even the ('irammar bears 
evidence of his enthusiasm for an idea. Whenever he 
has occasion to express his feelings on a subject pf popular 
interest, his manner begins to grow animated and liis lan¬ 
guage to gain in force and suppleness. 

But Hazlitt continued firmly in the faith that it was his 
destiny to be a metaphysician. In 1812 he undertook to 
deliver a course of lectures on philosophy at the Russell 
Institution with the ambitious purpose of founding a system 


MV. C. Hazlitt: Lamb and HacUtt (loooL p. 4^. The letter in 
winch these phrases are to he found is dated 1703 hy Mr W C 
Hazhtt. hut the present writer has given a detailed statement of 

OctXrig written in 1803. See Nation, 
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of philosophy “ more conformable to reason and experi¬ 
ence ” than that of the modern material school which 
resolved all thought into sensation, all morality into the 
love of pleasure, and all action into mechanical impulse.’’ ^ 
Though he did not succeed in founding a system, he proba- 
bly interested his audience by a stimulating review of the 
main tendencies of English thought from Bacon and Hobbes 
to Priestley and Godwin. , 

At the conclusion of his last lecture, Hazlitt told the 
story of a Brahmin who, on being transformed into a 
monkey, “ had no other delight than that of eating cocoanuts 
and studying metaphysics.” ” I too,” he added, “ should 
be very well contented to pass my life like this monkey, 
did I but know how to provide myself with a substitute 
for cocoanuts.” But it must have become apparent to Haz¬ 
litt and his friends that he possessed a talent more profitable 
than that of abstract speculation. The vigor and vitality 
of the prose in these lectures, compared with the heavy, 
inert style of his first metaphysical writing, the freedom 
of illustration and poetic allusion, suggested the possi¬ 
bility of success in more popular forms of literature.'. He 
tried to work for the newspapers as theatrical and parlia¬ 
mentary reporter, but his temper and his habits were not 
adaptable to the requirements of daily journalism, and 
editors did not long remain complacent toward him. He 
did however, in the course of a few years, succeed in 
gaining admission to the pages of the Edinburgh Review 
and in establishing an enviable reputation as a writer of 
critical and miscellaneous essays. Even in that anonymous 
generation he could not long contribute to any periodical 
without attracting attention. Readers were aroused by his 
^old .paradox and by the tonic quality of his style. Editors 
appealed to him for “ dashing articles,” for something 

• XI. 26. 
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“ brilliant or striking ” on any subject. Authors looked 
forward to a favorable notice from llazlitt. and Keats 
even declared that it would be a conipensation for being 
damned if llazlitt were to do the damning. 

, , In bis features of 1 lazlitt’s personality may 

j be plainly recognized, and these reveal a triple ancestry. 

I He claims descent from Montaigne bv virtue of bis original 
■ observation of humanity with its entire accumulation of 
custom and prejudice; be is akin to Rous seau in a high- 
strung suscei)tibility to emotions, sentiments, and ideas; and 
he is tinged with a cynicism to which there is no closer 
parallel than in the maxims of La Rochefoucauld. The 
union of the p]nloso]>her. the enthusiast, and'the man of the 
world is fairly unusual in literature, but in llazlitt's case 
the union was not productive of any sharp contradictions. 
■ ^is_cp nun.Qn sense served as a ballast to bis buoyant emo¬ 
tions; the jiat.urM strength of Ins feelings loosened the 
bonds which attached him to bis favmite theories; his 
c ynicjsu j. by shariieuing his perception of the frailty Tf 
human nature, i^rcvented his philanthrojuc dreams from 
imposing themselves on him for rcalitv.J^ 

1 ' 'rii c anal ytical inanifoslcd itself ii, llazlitt proco- 
j ciously in the study of human nature.^ 11c characterized 
sonic of his schoolmates disdainfully as “ fit only for fighting 
like stupid dogs and cats,” and at the age of twclve.^vhile 
on a visit, he communicated to his father a caustic sketch 
of some English ladies who "require an Horace or a 
Shakespeare to ilcscrihe them," and whose “ ceremonial ttn- 
sociality made him wish he were hack in America. Mis 
\ metaphysical studies determined the direction which his 
phservatioii of life should take. l|e became a remarkable 
■anatomist of the constitution of human nature in the 
abstract, viewing the motives of men's actions from a specu¬ 
lative plane. Ele excels in sharp etchings which bring the 
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outjine of a character into bold prominence. He is happy | 
in defining isolated traits and in throwing a new light on 
much used words. “ Cleverness/’ he writes, “ is a certain 
knack or aptitude at doing certain things, which depend 
more on a particular adroitness and off-hand readiness than 
on force or perseverance, such as making puns, making 
epigrams, making extempore verses, mimicking the com¬ 
pany, mimicking a ‘style, etc. . . . Accomplishments are 
certain external graces, which are to be learnt from others, 
and whicli are easily displayed to the admiration of the be- 
, holder, dancing, riding, fencing, music, and so on. . . . 
i Jalen t is the capacity of doing anything that depends on' 

! application and industry, such as writing a criticism, making 
Ip speech, studying the law.” ® These innocent looking 
definitions are probably not without an ironic sting. It 
requires no great stretch of the imagination, for example, 
to catch in Hazlitt's eye a sly wink at Lamb or a disdainful 
glance toward Leigh Hunt as he gives the reader his idea 
of cleverness or accomplishment. 

Haz litt’s definitions often startle and give a vigorous 
buffet to our preconceptions. He is likely to open an essay 
on “ Good-Nature ” by declaring that a good-natured man 
is “ one who does not like to be put out of his way. . . . 
Good-nature is humanity that costs nothing;”'® and he 
may describe a respectable man as ” a person whom there 
is no reason for respecting, or none that we choose to 
name.” " Against the imputation of paradox, which such 
egressions expose hinvto, he lias written Itis own defence, 
applying his usual analytical acuteness to distinguish be- 
tw^n originality and singularity.*- The contradiction of 

^ Table Talk, “On the Indian Jugglers.” 

Round Table. 

" “ On Respectable People,” in Plain Speaker. 

“ On Paradox and Commonplace,” in Table Talk, 
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a common prejudice, which always passes for paradox, is 
often such only in appearance. It is true that an ingenious 
person may take advantage of the elusive nature of language 
to play tricks with the ordinary understanding, but it is 
equally true that words of themselves have a way of im¬ 
posing on the uninquiring mind and passing themselves off 
at an inflated value. No process is more familiar than 
that by which words in the course of a long life lose all 
their original power, and yet they will sometimes continue 
to exercise a disproportionate autliority. T hen comes the 
original mind, wliich, looking straight at the thing instead 
of accepting the specious title, discovers the incongruity 
between the pretence and the reality, and in the first shock 
of the disclosure annoyingly overturns our settled ideas. 
This is the spirit in which Carlyle seeks to strip off the 
clothes in which humanity has irrecognizably disguised 
itself, and it is the spirit in which Robert Louis Stevenson 
tries to free his old-world conscience from the old-world 
forms. To take a more recent parallel, it is the manner, 
somewhat exaggerated, in which Mr. G. K. Chesterton 
examines the upstart heresies of our own agitated day. 
There would be nothing fanciful in suggesting that all these 
men owed a direct debt to Hazlitt—Stevenson on many 
occasions acknowledged it.*^ Hazlitt was as Ijgn ^^i „an tl 

** HazHtt’s Tabic Talk was included by Stevenson in a youthful 
Calalogus Librorum Carissimorum. It is interesting that at the 
same time that Carlyle was composing S'nr/ur Resartus, Hazlitt 
should have penned this bit of savage satire. “ It has been often 
made a subject of dispute, What is the distinguishing characteristic 
of man? And the answer may, perhaps, be given that he is the 
oaly animal that dresses. . . . Swift has t.aken a good bird’s-eye 
view of man’s nature, by abstracting the habitual notions of size, 
and looking at it in great or in little: would that some one had 
the boldness and the art to do a similar service, by stripping off the 
coat from his back, the vizor from his thoughts, or by dressing up 
some other creature in similar mummery I It is not his body alone 
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s^nc^re as any of thefti. Though the opening of an essay 
may appear perverse, he is sure to enforce his point before 
procejeding very far. He accumulates familiar instances 
in such abundance as to render obvious what at first seemed 
p^rajioxical. He writes “ On the Ignorance of the L 
Learned ” and makes it perfectly clear that no person knows 
less of the actual life of the world than he whose experience 
is confined to books. On the other hand he has a whole¬ 
hearted appreciation of pedantry: “ The power of attaching 
an interest to the most trifling or painful pursuits, in 
which our whole attention and faculties are engaged, is 
one of the greatest happinesses of our nature. ... He 
who is not in some measure a pedant, though he may be 
a wise, cannot be a very happy man.” Tlicsc two exam¬ 
ples illustrate Hazlitt’s manner of presenting both views of 
a subject by concentrating his attention on each separately 
and examining it without regard to the other. On one 
occasion he anatomizes the faults of the dissenters, and on 
another he extols their virtues. “ I have inveighed all my 

that he tampers with, and metamorphoses so successfully; he tricks 
out his mind and soul in borrowed finery, and in the admired costume 
of gravity and imposture. If he has a desire to commit a base 
or a cruel action without remorse and with the applause of the 
spectators, he has only to throw the cloak of religion over it, and 
invoke Heaven to set its seal on a massacre or a robbery. At one 
time dirt, at another indecency, at another rapine, at a fourth, ran¬ 
corous malignity, is decked out and accredited in the garb of 
sanctity. The instant there is a flaw, a ‘ damned spot' to be con¬ 
cealed. it is glossed over with a doubtful name. Again, we dress 
up our enemies in nicknames, and they march to the stake as 
assuredly as in jaii Benitos. . . . Strange, that a reptile should wish 
to be thought an angel; or that he should not be content to writhe 
and grovel in his native earth, without aspiring to the skies! It 
is from the love of dress and finery. He is the Chimney-sweeper on 
May-day all the year round: the soot peeps through the rags 
and tinsel, and all the flowers of sentiment!” Aphorisms on 
Man. LXIV, Works, XII, 227. 

Round Table, ‘‘On Pedantry.” 
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life against the insolence of the Tories, and for this I have 
the authority both of Whigs and Reformers: but then I 
have occasionally spoken against the imbecility of the 
Whigs, and the extravagance of the Reformers, and thus 
have brought all three on my back, though two out of the 
three regularly agree with all I say of the tlurd party. 

The strange thing is not that he should have incurred the 
wrath of all parties, hut that lie should show surju ise at the 

result.. 

\;ery .often^IIazlitt’s rcllcctions are the generalization of 
his personal experience. I hc essay “ (hi the Oisadvantages 
of Intellectual Superiority ” is but a record of the trials 
to which he was exposed by his nnubid sensitiveness and 
want of social tact, and amid much excellent advice “ On 
the Conduct of Life,” there are passages which merely 
reflect his own marital misfortunes. I t is not so much that 
he is a dupe of his emotions, but in his view of life he 
attaches a higher importance to feeling than to reason, and 
so provides a philosophic basis for his strongest prejudk'cs. 
" Custom, passion, imagination,” he declares. " insinuate 
themselves into and intluence almost every judgment wc 
pass or sentiment wc indulge, and are a necessary help (as 
well as hindrance) to the human understanding; to attempt 
to refer every question to abstract truth and precise det'uii- 
tion, without allowing for the frailty of jnejudice, which 
is the unavoidable consequence of the frailty and imper¬ 


fection of reason, would he to unravel the whole wch ami 

texture of human understanding and society.” 

# 

ICis this infusion of passion and sentiment, the adilition 
of the warm hreath of his |)crsonal experience, that gives 
the motion of life to his analytic essays, and a deep and 
solemn humanity to his alistract speculations. Ilazlitt felt 


‘‘“Knowledge of the World,” Xll, 307. 
” On Prejudice,” Xll, 396. 
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life with an intensity which reminds us of a more spacious 
age. ■" What a huge heap, a ‘ huge, dumb heap/ of wishes, 
flioughts, feelings, anxious cares, soothing hopes, loves, 
joys, friendships, it is composed of! How many ideas and 
trains of sentiment, long and deep and ititense, often pass 
through the mind in only one day’s thinking or reading, 
for instance! How many such days are there in a year, 
how many years in a long life, still occupied with something 
interesting^ still recalling some old impression, still recurring 
to some difficult question and making progress in it, every 
step accompanied with a sense of power, and every moment 
conscious of the ‘ high endeavour and the glad success! ’ ” 
What an exultant sense of power over the resources of 
life! What an earnest delight in the tasting of every 
pleasure which the senses and the intelligence afford! His 
enjoyments comprehended the widest range of sensations 

and activities, fje loved nature, he loved books, he loved 

* 

pictures, he loved the theatre, he loved music and dancing, 
j He loved good talk and good fellowship; he loved an idea 
and anyone who was susceptible to an idea. He also loved 
a spirited game of rackets, and though he hated brutality, 
' he has left us a very vivid and sympathetic account of a 
prize-fight. Above all he loved the words truth and justice 
and humanity, j With such sensibilities, it is no wonder 
that his last words should have been “ I have had a happy 

life.’' 

As the phrase is ordinarily understood, Hazlitt’s dying 
expression might seem unaccountable. Outwardly few 
authors have been more miserable. Like the great French 
sentimentalist with whom we have compared him, a sus¬ 
picious distrust of all who came near him converted his 
social existence into a restless fever. He had the gift of 
interpreting every contradiction to one of his favorite prin- 

” Table Talk, “ On the Past and Future." 
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ciples as a personal injury to himself, and in the tense state 
of party feeling then prevailing, the opportunities for 
taking offence were not limited. Hazlitt was one of the 
chief marks singled out for abuse by the critics of Govern¬ 
ment. To constant sclf-tormentings from within and per¬ 
secution from without, there was added the misfortune of 
an unhappy marriage and of a still more unhappy love 
affair which lowered him in his own eyes as well as in the 
eyes of the world. Frpm.the point of view of the practical 
man, Hazlitt’s life would be declared a failure. 

4 

I The result of Hazlitt’s hard experiences with the realities 
of life was to confirm him in a devoted attachment to the 
All his high enthusiasms, his sanguine dreams, his 
purest feelings continued to live for him in the past, and 
j it was only by recurring to their memory in the dim dis- 
^ tance that he could find assurance to sustain his faith. In 
Hhe past all his experiences were refined, subtilized, trans- 
jfigured. A sunny afternoon on Salisbury Plain, a walk 
with Charles and Mary Lamb under a Claude Lorraine 
sky, a visit to the Montpelier Gardens where in his child¬ 
hood he drank tea with his father—occurrences as common 
as these were enveloped in a haze of glory. Aiul rarer 
events, such as a visit to the pictures at Burleigh House, 
or to the galleries in the Louvre, tender visions of feminine 
grace and sweetness, were touched in the recollection with 
a depth and pathos which subdued even the most joyous 
impressions to a refined melancholy.(' In^np other English 
I writer is this rich sentiment of the past so eloquent, and 
( »Q-Qn e was better qualified to describe its sources.) " Time 
takes out the sting of pain; our sorrows after a certain 
period have been so often steeped in a medium of thought 
1 and passion, that they ‘ unmould their essence *; and all that 
remains of our original impressions is what we would wish 
^ them to have been. . . . Seen in the distance, in the long 
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perspective of waning years, the meanest incidents, en¬ 
larged and enriched by countless recollections, become inter¬ 
esting; the most painful, broken and softened by time, 
.soothe.”^® The “Farewell to Essay Writing” is per- 
, fumed with the odor of grateful memories from which the 
\vriter draws his ” best consolation for the future.” He 
almost erects his feeling for the past into a religion. 
“ Happy are they,” he exclaims, “ who live in the dream of 
their own existence, and see all things in the light of their 
own minds; who walk by faith and hope; to whom the 
guiding star of their youth still shines from afar, and into 
whom the spirit of the world has not entered! . . . The 
world has no hold on them. They are in it, not of it; and 
S a dream and a glory is ever around them! ” 

B_ut this impassioned sentiment for the past was only a 
refuge such as Byron might seek among the glories of 
by-gone ages or amid the solitary Alpine peaks, where 
It was possible to regain the strength spent in grappling 
with the forces of the actual world and return newly nerved 
to the battle. For fi ghting was Hazljtt's more proper ele- 
ment . He cou ld h^te >y.i.th_ the same intensity that he loved, 
and his hatred was aroused most by those whom he regarded 
as responsible for the overturning. of his political hopes. 
Clitics had' played the most important part in his early 
education. In his father’s house he had absorbed the spirit 
of protest, accustomed himself to arguing for the repeal 
of the Test Act, and to declaiming against religious and 
political persecution. At the age of twelve he had written 
an indignant letter to the Shrewsbury Chronicle against the 
mob of incendiaries which had destroyed the house of 
Priestley, and as a student at Hackney he showed sufficient 
self-reliance to develop an original ” Essay on Laws.” The 
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defence of the popular cause was with him not an academ ic 
exercise, but a religious principle. " Since a little child, I 
knelt and lifted up my hands in prayer for it.”-” The 
emotional warmth of his creed was heightened by the read¬ 
ing of Rousseau, and in Napoleon it found a living hero on 
nvhom it could expend itself^ r 

An uncompromising attachment to certain fundamental 
principles of democracy and an unceasing devotion to Na- 
PqIcqii constitute the chief elements of llazlitt’s political 
character. He sets forth his idea of representative govern¬ 
ment exactly in the manner of Rousseau when he |)roclaims 
that ” in matters of feeling and common sense, of which 
each individual is the best judge, tlie majority are in the 
right. ... It is an absurtlity to supjiose that there can 
be any better criterion of national grievances, or the proper 
■ remedies for them, tlian the aggregate amount of the actual, 
dear-bought experience, the honest feelings, and heart-felt 
, wishes of a whole people, informed and directed by the 
greatest power of understanding in the community, un- 
!. biassed by any sinister motive.’* =' llazlitt was not a repub¬ 
lican, and, he disapproved of tl^‘_L;topian rhapsodies of 
i ShgUcy. woven as tliey seemed of mere moonshine, without 
I applicability to the evils that demanded immediate reform. 
But he did insist that there was a power in the people to 
change its government and its governors, and hence grew 
; his idolatry of Napoleon, who. through all vicissitudes 
I remained the “ Child and Champion of the Revolution;’ the 

hero who had shown Europe how its established desiiots 
could be overthrown. 

The news of Waterloo plunged llazlitt into deep distress, 
as if it had been the shock of a persona! calamity. .Xccord- 
'ing to Haydon, “ he walked about unwashed, unshaven, 
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hardly sober by day, always intoxicated by night, literally 
for weeks.” But his disappointment only strengthened his 
attachment to his principles. These remained enshrined 
with the brightest dreams of his youth, and in proportion as 
the vision faded and men were beginning to scoff at it as 
a shadow, Hazlitt bent h'rs energies to fix its outline and 
prove its reality. “ I am attached to my conclusions, he 
says, “ in consequence of the pain, the anxiety, and the 
waste of time they have cost me.” His doctrines con- 
taiaed nothing that was subversive of social order, and their 
ujliiuate triumph lends the color of heroism to a consistency 
which people have often interpreted as proof of a limited 
horizon. It is at least certain that he did not put his con- ^ 
science out to market, and that his reward came in the form j 
of the vilest calumny ever visited upon a man of letters. 

These were the most infamous years of the Quarterly 
Review and Blackwood’s Magazine, both of which had 
been founded as avowed champions of reaction. Their pur¬ 
pose was to discredit all writers whose politics or tlie 
politics of whose friends differed from the Government. 
Everybody knows of the fate which Keats and Shelley suf- 


He tells of an experience in crossing the Alps which he intends 
should be symbolic of his whole life, brom a great distance he 
thought he perceived Mont Blanc, but as the driver insisted that it 
was only a cloud, “ I supposed that I had taken a sudden fancy for 
a reality. I began in secret to take myself to task, and to lecture 
myself for my proneness to build theories on the foundation o 
my conjectures and wishes. On turning round occasionally, 
ever, I observed that this cloud remained in the same place, an 
I noticed the circumstance to our guide, as favoring my first sug¬ 
gestion ; for clouds do not usually remain long in the same place. 
We disputed the point for half a day, and it was not ti le 
afternoon when we had reached the other side of the da e o 
Ncufchatel, that this same cloud rising like a canopy over e 
point where it had hovered, ‘ in shape and station proudly emmeni. 
he acknowledged it to be Afont Blanc. ’ Notes of a oitni 
Through France and Italy. Works, IX, 296. 
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fered at their hands, chiefly because they were friends of 
Leigh Hunt, who was the editor of a Liberal newspaper 
which had displeased George IV. Even the unoffending 
Lamb did not escape their brutality, perhaps because he 
was guilty of admitting Hazlitt to his house. The weapons 
were misrepresentation and unconfined abuse, wielded with 
an utter disregard of where the blows might fall, in the 
spirit of a gang of young ruffians who knew that they were 
protected in their wantonness by a higher authority. In 
the chastened sadness of his later years Lockhart, wlio 
was one of the offenders, confessed that he had no personal 
grudge against any of Blackwood’s victims, in fact that he 
knew nothing about any of them, but that at tlic request 
of John Wilson, his fellow-editor, he had composed “ some 
squibberies . . . with as little malice as if the assigned 
subject had been the court of Pcki!i.” The sincere regret 
he expressed for the pain which his jokes ” had inflicted 
ought perhaps to be counted in extenuation of his errors. 
It may be true, as his generous biographer suggests, that 
his politics and his feud with many of these men was an 
affair of ignorance and accidental associations in Edin¬ 
burgh,” that under different circumstances “ he might have 
been found inditing sonnets to Leigh Hunt, and supping with 
Lamb, Maydon, and Hazlitt.” meanwhile irreparable 

mischief had been done to many reputations, and the life 
of one man had been sacrificed to his sportiveness.-^ 

Tlic signal for the attack on Hazlitt was given by the 
Quarterly in connection with a review of The Round Tabic, 
Hazlitt s first book. The contents of this volume were 

Andrew Land’s Life of Lockhart, I, 63. 128-no. 

"‘John Scott, the editor of the Loudon Mofiaciue. was killed in 
a duel arising from his retaliatory attacks on Lockhart and the 

«f Criticism. Sec Loudon Maqazxnc. 11 . 500. 

III, 76, and “Statement” prefatory to number for Ecbruaryl 
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characterized as “ vulgar descriptions, silly paradox, flat 
truisms, misty sophistry, broken English, ill humour and 
rancorous abuse/’ A little later, when the Characters of 
Shakespeare’s Plays seemed to be finding such favor with 
the public that one edition was quickly exhausted, the Quar¬ 
terly extinguished its sale by " proving that Mr. Hazlitt s 
knowledge of Shakespeare and the English language is on 
a par with the purity of his morals and the depth of his 
understanding.” The cry was soon taken up by the 
Blackwood’s people in a series on the Cockney School of 
Prose. Lockhart invented the expression “pimpled Haz¬ 
litt.” It so happened that Hazlitt’s complexion was unusu¬ 
ally clear, but the epithet clung to him with a cruel tenacity. 
When an ill-natured reviewer could find nothing else to say, 
he had recourse to “ pimpled essays ’’ or “ pimpled criti¬ 
cism.” The climax of abuse was reached in an article 
entitled “ Hazlitt Cross-Questioned.” which a sense of de¬ 
cency makes it impossible to reproduce, and which resulted 
in the payment of damages to the victim. Even the pub¬ 
lisher Blackwood speaks of it, with what sincerity it is not 
safe to say, as disgusting in tone, and Murray, who was 
the London agent for the Magazine, refused to have any 
further dealings with it. But the harm was done. Hazlitt 
could not walk out without feeling that every passer-by had 
read the atrocious article and saw the brand of the social 
outcast on his features. 

In an atmosphere like this, it is scarcely to be wondered 
at if Hazlitt’s temper, never of the amiable sort, should 
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April, 1817. 

January, 1818 ^ __ . ... ^ 

“ 1 have been reading Frederick Schlegel. . . . He is like 
Hazlitt, in English, who talks pimples^a red and white corruption 
rising up (in little imitations of mountains upon maps), but con 
taining nothing, and discharging nothing, except their own u- 
mours.” Byron’s Letters, Jan. 28, 1821 (ed. Prothero, V, iQi)* 
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liavc become embittered, nor is it strange that he should 
sometimes, throngli ignorance, have committed the fault of 
which his enemies had been guilty in wantonness. Not con¬ 
tent with retaliating tlie full measure of malice upon the 
heads of his immediate assailants, he turned the stream of 
his abuse upon Sir Walter Scott, whom he singled out delib¬ 
erately as the towering head of a supposed literary con¬ 
spiracy. Me is creilited with remarking: “To \y<\y these 
fellows in their own coin, the way would be to begin with 
W'alter Scott, and have at his cluni]) foot.” VT'ry mean- 
spirited this sounds to us, who are ac(|uainted with the 
nobility of Scott’s character and who know with what mag¬ 
nanimous wisdom he kept himself above the petty alterca¬ 
tions of the day. Hut for Ilazlitt, Sir Walter was the 
father-in-law and friendly ])atron of J(din Lockhart, he was 
the person who had thrown the weight of his powerful inllu- 
ence to make John Wilson Professor of Moral Philosophy 
at the Lhiiversity of Edinburgh! lie did not carry his 
prejudice against the .Author of Waverley. 

In some instances ilazlitt was consciously the aggressor, 
h is ^ta^ks were never,wanton, lie denounced Words- 
wortli and Coleridge and Southey because they were rene¬ 
gades from the cause which lay nearest to his heart. Their 
apostasy was an tin forgivable olTence in his eves, and his 
wrath was (iroportioned to the atlmiration which he other¬ 
wise entertained for them. It is true that he treated their 
motives hastily and unjustly, hut none of his opponents set 
him the example of charity. In the earlier years of their 
acfpiaintance Coleridge had spoken td' Ilazlitt as a "think¬ 
ing. observant, original man.” one who “ sav^.,things that 
arc his own in a way of his own." -" wh^^s after their 

“"Charles and Mary Cowden Clarke’s Ri'collccfioiis of Writers 

147. 

“"Joseph Cottle: Rcniinisccmcs of Samuel Taylor Coleriiltje. 465. 
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estrangement be discovered that Hazlitt was completely 
lacking in originality. Wordsworth, being offended at llaz- 
litt's review of the “ Excursion,” peevishly raked up an old 
scandal and wrote to Haydon that he was not a proper 
person to be admitted into respectable society." Perhaps 
Hazlitt was not as ” respectable ” as his poet-friends, but 
he had a better sense of fair play. At any rate, in a com¬ 
plete balancing of the accounts, Hazlitt s frequent displays 
of ill-temper are offset by the insidious, often unscrupulous 
baitings which he suffered from his opponents. 

\ (Naturally his bitterness was extended to his reflections 
on m ankind in general.) He felt as if the human race had 
wilfully deceived his sanguine expectations, and he poured 
out his grievances against its refractoriness, taking revenge 
for his public and his private wrongs, in a passage in 
which high idealism is joined with personal spite, in which 
he has revealed himself in all his strength and weak¬ 
ness, and involved his enemies in a common ruin with 
himself. It concludes the essay “ On the Pleasure of 
Hating”: 

” Instead of patriots and friends of freedom, I see nothing 
but the tyrant and the slave, the people linked with kings 
to rivet on the chains of despotism and superstition. I see 
folly join with knavery, and together make up public spirit 
and public opinions. I see the insolent Tory, the blind 
Reformer, the coward Whig! If mankind had wished for 
what is right, they might have had it long ago. The theory 
is plain enough; but they are prone to mischief. ‘ to every 
good work reprobate,’ I have seen all that had been done 
by the mighty yearnings of the spirit and intellect of rnen, 
‘ of whom the world was not worthy,’ and that promised 
a proud opening to truth and good through the vista of 
future years, undone by one man, with just glimmering of 

Haydon’s Correspondence and Table Talk, II, 32- 
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understanding enough to^fcel that he was a king, but not 
to comprehend how he ciuild be king of a free people! I 
have seen this triumph celebrated by poets, the friends of 
my youth and the friends of man, but who were carried 
away by the infuriate tide that, setting in from a throne, 
bore down every distinction of right reason before it; and 
I have seen all those who did not join in applauding this 
insult and outrage on humanity proscribed, hunted down 
(they and their friends made a bye-word of), so that it 
has become an understood thing that no one can live by his 
talents or knowledge who is not ready to prostitute those 
talents and that knowledge to betray his species, and prey 
upon his fellow-man. ... In private life do wc not see 
hypocrisy, servility, selfishness, folly, and impudence suc¬ 
ceed, while modesty shrinks from the encounter, and merit is 
trodden under foot? How often is ‘the rose iduckcd from 
the forehead of a virtuous love to plant a blister there!* 
What chance is there of the success of real passion? What 
certainty of its continuance? Seeing all this as I do. and 
unravelling the web of human life into its various threads of 
meanness, spite, cowardice, want of feeling, and want of 
uiulerstanding, of indifference towards others and ignorance 
of ourselves—seeing custom prevail over all excellence, 
itself giving way to infamy—mistaken as I have been in 
my public and private hopes, calculating others from 
myself, and calculating wrong; always disappointed where 
I placed most reliance; the dupe of friendship, and the 
fool of love; have I not reason to hate and to despise 
myself? Indeed T do; and chiefly for not having hated and 
despised the world enough.’* This is not exactly down¬ 
right cynicism ; it is more like disappointment, beating its 
head frantically against the wall of circumstance. Yet 
through his bitterest utterances there is felt the warm senti- 
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merit that, “ let people rail at virtue, at genius and friend¬ 
ship as long as they will—the ve^ names of these disputed 
qualities are better than anything else that could be sub¬ 
stituted for them, and embalm even the most angry abuse 
of them.” •*- 

It is no wonder that Hazlitt has never been a popular! 
favorite. With a stronger attachment to principles than! 
to persons, lavishing upon ideas or the fanciflil creations ofj 
art a passionate affection which he grudgingly withheld, 
from human beings, stubbornly tenacious of a set of po¬ 
litical dogmas to which he was ready to sacrifice his dearest 
friends, morbidly sensitive to the faintest suggestion of a 
personal slight, and prompter than the serpent to vent 
against the aggressor the bitterness of his poison, he plays 
the role of Ishmael among the men of letters in his day.? 
The violence of his retorts when he felt himself injured 
and his capacity for giving offence even when he was not' 
directly provoked, begot a resentment in his adversaries! 
which blinded them to an appreciation of his genuine worth. I 
At best they might have assented, after his death, to the 
sublime pity with which Carlyle, from his spiritual altitudes, 
moralized upon his struggles. ” How many a poor Hazlitt 
must wander on God’s verdant earth, like the Unblest on 
burning deserts; passionately dig wells, and draw up only 
the dry quicksand; believe that he is seeking Truth, yet 
only wrestle among endless Sophisms, doing desperate 
battle as with spectre-hosts; and die and make no sign! ” 
We must appeal to the issue to determine whether Haz- 
litt’s battle was altogether against spectre-hosts, and whether 
in his quest for truth and beauty he has drawn up nothing 
but quicksand. But at least Carlyle’s expression recognizes 

Characteristics, CCCVII. 

Characteristics,” in Carlyle’s Critical and Miscellaneous Es^ 
says (Chapman and Hall, 1898), III, 32. 
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the earnestness of liis ])iirpose and the l)ravcry with which 
he maintained the condict, 

1 Hazlitt gave himself freely and without reserve to his 
reader. By his side Leigh Hunt appears aiTected. De 
Quincey theatrical, Lamb—let us say discreet. Affec tation 
ajul discretion were equally alien to ilazlitt's nature, as 
tlicy_ concerned either his personal conduct or his literary 
exercises. Iii_ regard to every impression, every prejudice, 
every stray thought that struggled into consciousness, his 
practice was, to use his own favorite ([notation, 

“To pour out all as plain 
As downright Sliippcn or as old Montaiync." 

i He has drifted far from the tradition of Addistm and 
^ Steele with which his contemporaries sought to associate 
him. There was nothing in him of the courtier-like irrctce 
employed in tlic ^ood^luiniorcd ro])roof of iiniuiportnnt 
(Vices, of tlic iiuliilfjcnt. cotulesccinlint; admonition to the 
“gentle reader,” particniarly of the fair sex. In llazlitt'.s 
‘''C essay was an instrument for the expTessTon of 
serious thought and virile pas.sion. ' He lacked indeed the 
temperamental halance of Lamh.. His insight into human 
nature wa.s intellectual rather than sympathetic, j Though 
as a philosopher he understood that the weh of life is of 
a mingled )'arn. he has givem us none of those rtire glimpses 
of laughter ending in tears or of tears .suhsiding in a tender 
smile which are the sources of Ltuub's depth and his charm. 
The same thing is true of his humor. Hg relished heartily 

others and had a most wholesome laugh; 
but m himself there is no real memi^nent, only an ironic 
realization of the contrasts of life.) \\hcn he writes, the 
smile which sometimes seeks to overpower the grim fixity 
of his features, is frozen before it can emerge to the sur¬ 
face. He lacks all the ingratiating arts which make a 
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writer beloved. But if one enjoys a keen student of the; 
intricacies of character, a bold and candid critic of human 
imperfections, a stimulating companion full of original ideas 
and deep feelings, he will find in Hazlitt an inexhaustible 
source of instruction and delight. Hazlitt has long ap¬ 
pealed to men of vigorous character and acute intellect.{ 
men like Laiiclor, Froyidc. Walter Bagehot. Robert Louis 
Stevenson, and Lrnest_j.Ienley, who have either proclaimed 
his praise or flattered liim with imitation. Bv the friend 
who knew him longest and was better cpialificd than any 
other to speak of him, he has been pronounced as “ in his 
natural and healthy state, one of the wisest and finest spirits I 
breathing,” 

% 

II 

s 

The discovery in the seventeenth century of the Greek 
treatise “ On the Sublime,” attributed to Longinus, with its 
TnsiSIred appreciation of the great passages in Greek lit¬ 
erature so different from the analytic manner of Aristotle, 
gave a decided impulse to English criticism. It was at the 
same time that ^iglish prose, under the influence of French 
models, was developing a more familiar tone than it had 
hitherto been acquainted with. The union of the enthusiasm 
of L ongin us wit h this moderated Trench prose resulted in 
tiL?«.£racefuI prefaces oi Dryden, which remained un¬ 
matched for more than a century. The Longinian fire, 
breathed upon too by the genius of Shakespeare, preserved 
the eighteenth century from congealing into the utter 
formalism of pseudo-Aristotelian authority. Though they 
did not produce an even warmth over the whole surface, 
the flames are observed darting through the crust even 
where the crust seems thickest. It is significant that Dr. 

Letter of Elia to Robert Southey," Lamb’s Works, ed. Lucas, 

I, 233. 
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Johnson slioiikl exclaim with admiration at tlie criticism of 
Dryden, not because Drydcn judged according to rules but 
because his was the criticism of a poet. .\nd he singles 
.out as the best exam])le of such criticism the well-known 
ai)preciation of Shakespeare, the very passage which Haz- 
litt later (pioted as “ the best character of Shakespeare 
that has ever been written.’* Tlie high-])riesl of classi¬ 
cism wavered frecpicntly in his allegiance to some of the 
sacred fetishes of his cult, and had enough grace, once 
at least, to si>cak with scorn of the “ cant of those who 
judged by princijdes rather tlian by perception." 

Hut to judge by perception is a comi>aratively rare ac¬ 
complishment, and so most critics continued to eniplov the 
foot-rule as if they were measuring Hat surfaces, while 
occasionally going so far as to recognize the existence of 
certain mountain-peaks as “ irregular beauties." In a more 
or less conscious distinction from the criticism of external 
rules there developed also during the eighteenth century 
what its representatives were pleased to call metaphysical 
criticism, to which we should now probably apply the term 
psychological. This consisted in explaining poetic effects 
by reference to strictly mental processes in a tone of calm 
analysis eminently suited to the rationalistic temper of the 
age. It methoclically traced the sources of grandeur or 
of pathos or of humor, and then illustrated its generaliza¬ 
tion by the practice of the poets. It could thereby pride 
Itself on going back of the rules to the fundamental laws 
of human nature. Karnes’s Elements of Criticism, written 
in 1761. became a work of standard reference, though it 
did not impose on the great critics. In commending it 
Dr. Johnson was careful to remark, " I do not mean that 
he has taught us anything; but he has told us old thiners 
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in a new way.” But in general Karnes was considered 
a safer guide than the enthusiastic Longinus, who through¬ 
out the century was looked upon with distrust. “ Instead 
of shewing for what reason a sentiment or image is sub¬ 
lime, and discovering the secret power by which they alYect 
a reader with pleasure, he is ever intent on producing 
something sublime himself, and strokes of his ozvn elo¬ 
quence.” So runs the complaint of Joseph Warton.^^ The 
distrust was not without ground. The danger that the 
method of Longinus in the hands of nngifted writers would 
become a cloak for critical ignorance and degenerate into 
empty bluster was already apparent.’^^ Only rarely was 
there a reader who could distinguisli between the false and 
the true application of the method. Gibbon did it in a 
passage which impressed itself upon the younger critics 
of Hazlitt’s generation. “ I was acquainted only with two 
ways of criticising a beautiful passage: the one, to shew, 
by an exact anatomy of it, the distinct beauties of it, and 
whence they sprung; the other, an idle exclamation, or 
a general encomium, which leaves nothing behind it. 
Longinus has shewn me that there is a third. He tells me 
his own feelings upon reading it; and tells them with such 
energy, that he communicates them.” That vital ele¬ 
ment, the commentator’s power of communicating his own 
feelings, constituting as it does the difference between 
phrase-making and valuable criticism, did not become prom¬ 
inent in English literature before the nineteenth century. 

The official criticism of the early nineteenth century as 
represented by the Edinburgh and Quarterly Reviews, de¬ 
al ® Johnson, ed. Birkbeck Hill, II, 89. 

** Essay on the Genius and Writings of Pope, I, 170. 

See an essay by John Foster on “Poetical Criticism,” in 
Critical Essays, ed. Bohn, I, 144. 

Gibbon’s Journal, October 3, 1762. Miscellaneous Works, ed. 
1814, V, 263. 
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rives its descent directly from the ei^^htcenth. Wdiatever 
the Ciovernment mii;lit have tlionj:^]it of the (>olitics of the 
Edinburgh, its literary outlook remained iincxccptionahly 
orthodox. s “ Essay on r.cauty " is a direct copy 

of Alison's ■■ lA^ay on 'I'aste." Much as Dr. Johnson in 
the [)rcceding age. Jeffrey prided himself on the moral 
tendency of hi> criticism—a morality which consisted in 

9 * 

censuring the life of Hums and in exalting the virtuous 
insij)idities of Maria Ihlgeworth’s taIo> as it might have 
been do!ie by any faithful minister of the gospel. To be 
sure he cannot he said to have held tenaciously to the 
old set of canoiis. riiough he stanchly with^'tootl the 
new-fangled ])oelic practices of Wordsworth and of Southey, 
he bowed before the great po]>ularity c)f Scott anil l>yron, 
even at the cost of some of his favorite maxims. In his 
writings the solvents of the older criticism are best seen 
. at work. Jeffrey both by instinct and training was a 
lawyer, and his position at the head of the most respected 
|)criodical formed a natural lemi)tation to a dictatorial 
manner. He was a judge who tried to uphold the literary 
constitution but wavered in the face of a strong popular 
opposition. When the supi>ort of precedent failed him. 
he remained without any firm conviction of his own. While 
his poetic taste was (piite adeiiuate to the appreciation of 
a Samuel Rogers ora Harry Cornwall, it was incomparably 
futile in the perception of a Wordsworth or a Shelley. In 

m 

a t^assage composed at the end of his long editi^rial career 
in 1829. he unconsciously announced hi^ own extinction 
as a critic; 

“ Since the lieginning of our critical career, we have 
seen .1 wist deal of beautiful poetr\’ jiass iutii t^bhvion, in 
spite ot our feeble ellorts to recall or retain it in remem¬ 
brance. I'hc tuneful (|uartos of Southey are already little 
better than lumber:—and the rich melodies of Keats and 
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Shelley,—and the fantastical emphasis of W'ordswortli,— 
and the plebeian pathos of Crabbe, are melting fast from the 
field of our vision. The novels of Scott have put out his 
poetry. Even the splendid strains of Moore are fading 
into distance and dimness, except where they have been 
married to immortal music; and the blazing star of Byron 
himself is receding from its place of pride. We need say 
nothing of Milman, and Croly, and Atherstone, and Hood, 
and a legion of others, who, with no ordinary gifts of 
taste and fancy, have not so properly survived tlieir fame, 
as been excluded by some hard fatality, from what seemed 
their just inheritance. The two who have the longest with¬ 
stood this rapid withering of the laurel, and with the 
least marks of decay on their branches, are Rogers and 
Campbell; neither of them, it may be remarked, voluminous 
writers, and both distinguished rather for the fine taste 
and consummate elegance of their writings, than for that 
fiery passion, and disdainful vehemence, which seemed for 
a time to be so much more in favour with the public.”'*^ 
But the authority of Jeffrey did not long remain un¬ 
challenged. His unfortunate “ This will never do ” be¬ 
came a by-word among the younger writers who were 
gradually awaking to the realization of a n^y spirit in 
criticism. The protest against the methods of the dic¬ 
tatorial quarterlies found expression in the two brilliant 
monthly periodicals, Blackwood’s and the London Maga¬ 
zine, founded respectively in 1817 and 1820. In these no 
opportunity was neglected to thrust at the inflated pre¬ 
tensions of the established reviews, and, though the animus 
of rivalry might be suspected of playing its part, the blows 
usually struck home. There is an air of absolute finality 
about Lockhart 's “ Remarks on the Periodical Criticism of 

Review of Mrs. Hemans’s Poerns, Edinburgh Review, October, 
1829. Jeffrey’s Works, III, 296. 
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England.” and his characterization of Jeffrey in this article 
is a bold anticipation of the judgment of posterity.^- The 
editor of the London Magazine writes with ei|iial assur- 
aiice, “ \Vc must protest against considering the present 
taste as the standard of excellence, or the criticisms on 
poetry in the E<IinI)urgh Review as the voice even of the 
I j)resent taste. " I he test of critical eligibility in this age 
j is an appreciation of \\ ordsworth and a proper understand- 
I ing of Coleridge his prophet, and it is by virtue of wliat 
: inspiration they drew from these oracles that John Lock- 
\ hart ,and John Scott became better qualified than Jeflfrey 
^ or Gifford to form the literary opinions of the public. 

/ Coleridge more than any other person was responsible 
for bringing about a change in the attitude of literature 
toward criticism. As Ilazlitt puts it with his inimitable 
vividness, he “ threw a great stone into the standing pool 
of ciiticism, which splashed some persons with the mud, but 
which gave a motion to the surface and a reverberation to 
^the neighbouring echoes, which has not since subsided."-'^ 
Whether his ideas were borrowed from the C.ermans or 
evolved in his own brain, their importance for English 
literature remains the .same. Coleridge’s service lay in 
asserting and reasserting such fundamental principles as 
that a critical standard is something quite distinct from 
a. set of external rules; that the traditional opposition be¬ 
tween genius and laws was based on a misconception as to 
the function of the critic; that all great genius necessarily 
worked m accordance with certain laws which it was the 
function of the critic to determine by a study of each par¬ 
ticular work of art: that art, being vital' and organic 
assumed different shapes at different epochs of human cul- 

filock'U'ood's Mijffticinc. 11 , (jto-tc). 

281 (March. 1820). 

** Spirit of the Age, “William Godwin." 
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? ture; that.Qnly the spirit of poetry remained constant, while ( 

* * ' i 

'its iorm was molded anew by each age in accordance with , 

» 

the demands of its own life; that it was no more reason- t 
able to judge Shakespeare’s plays by the practice of Sopho- 

4 

cles than to judge sculpture by the rules of painting. “ O! ' 
few have there been among critics, who have followed with 
the eye of their imagination the imperishable yet ever 
wandering spirit of poetry through its various metempsy¬ 
choses ; or who have rejoiced with the light of clear per- 
' ception at beholding with each new birth, with each rare 
^avafar^ the human race frame to itself a new body, by 
assimilating materials of nourishment out of its new cir- 
I cumstances, and work for itself new organs of power appro- 
^priate to the new sphere of its motion and activity.” 

Tids rai-p grasp of general principles was combined in 
Colficiclge with poetic vision and a declamatory eloquence 
winch enabled him to seize on the more ardent and open- 
i letters and to determine their critical view- 




poiiit. 

\Villi^am Hazlitt was among the earliest to fall under 
Coleridge’s^ spelly Just how much he owed to Coleridge 
beyond the initial impulse it is impossible to prove, because 
so much of the latter’s criticism was expressed during 
improvised monologues at the informal meetings of friends, 
or in lectures of which only fragmentary notes remain. At 
any rate, whil e Coleridge’s chief -distinction lay in the/ 
enunciation of general principles, Ha^Utt’s practice, in sol 
far as it took account of these general principles at all, | 
assumed their existence, and displayed its strength in con- 
Crete judgments of individual literary works. His criticism j j 
be said to imply at every step the existence of Cole- ^ 
ridge’s, or to rise like an elegant superstructure on the solid i 

foundation which the other had laid. Hazlitt communi- 


“ Works, ed. Shedd, IV, 35 - 




xl 


Introduction 


i 


I 

I 


I 


cated to the general public that love and appreciation of 
g^rcat literature which Coleridge inspired only u\ the few 
elect. The latter, even more distinctly than a poet for 
' poets, was a critic for critics ,and three generations have 
t not succeeded in absorbing all his doctrines. lUtt Ilazlitt, 

' ujUi^ a-delicate sensitiveness to tlie iinpressiotis of genius, 
whh a boundless zest of poetic enjoyment, with a firm 
common sense to control his taste, and with a gift of orig¬ 
inal expression une(]ualled in his day, arrested the attention 
of the ordinary reader and made elYective the principles 
which Coleridge with sonie vagueness had i)rojccted,^ To 
analyze in cold blood such living criticism as Ilazlitt’s may 
expose one to untlaltering imputations, but the attempt may 
‘ serve to bring to light what is so often overlooked, that 
Ilaalitt's criticisin is no randoni, irresponsible discharge of 
his sensibilities, hut has an implicit basis of sound theory/ 

In his Ilistory of Criticism, Mr. Saintsburv takes asmis 
motto for the section on tlie early nineteenth century a 
sentence from Sainte-Heiive to the elTect that nearly the 
^ I whole art of the critic consists in knowing how to read a 
I M)oyk with judgment and without ceasing to relish it.^' We 
are almost ready to believe that the l’'rench critic, in the 
significant choice of the words judgment and relish, is con¬ 
sciously summarizing the method of Ilazlitt. the more so 
as he elsewhere explicitly confesses a sympathy with the 
English critic.-*^ iJiiClitt has indeed himself characterized 
li^is art in some such terms. In one of his^lectures he 
I modestly describes his undertaking me'reiv to read over 
a set of authors witli the audience, as 1 would do with 

has aiM'Iicd this phrase to Ilazlitt himself, hut 
wc prefer to transfer the honor. 

” " Savoir hien lire un livre en le jupeant chemin f;iis;uit. et sans 
cesser de Ic Kohter. e’est prcMpie tout I’art du criti(iue.'‘ (Via/cuii- 
brunut ct stni (trouf'c I.iUnairr, 1. 

f^onmits Ciftttcni/^oroiiis. ‘‘Sonnet d’Uazlitt," II, 
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[ 3 . frie nd, to point out a favorite passage, to explain an 
lofeje^Ton; or If a remark or a theory occurs, to state it in 
(illustration of the subject, but neither to tire him nor 

( p^zle myself with pedautical rules and pragmatical foruiii- 
/gjT^oi criticism that can do no good to anybody.” t This > 
sounds dangerously like dilettantism. It suggests the/ 
method of what in our day is called impressionism, one of 
the most delightful forms of literary entertainment when 
practiced by a master of literature, "file., impressionjst's 
To record whateyer impinges on his l)rain, and 
thoi^h with a writer of fine discernment it is sure to be 
productive of exquisite results, as criticism it is under- 
riiined by the impressionist’s assumption that every appre¬ 
ciation is made valid by the very fact of its existence.) But 

( this was scarcely Hazlitt’s idea of criticism. / Against uni- 
'^^rsal ^suffrage in matters literary he would have been 
aiBOUg the first to protest. We might almost imagine we 
were listening to some orthodox theorist of the eighteenth 
century when we hear him declaring that the ol)ject of 
taste “ must be that, not which does, but which leoidd 
please universally, supposing all men to have paid an equal 
attention to any subject and to have an equal relish for it, 
which can only be guessed at by the imperfect and yet more 
than casual agreement among those who have done so from 
Vchoice and feeling,”^® Though not the surest kind of clue. 

I this indicates at least that Hazlitt’s rejection of “ pedantical 
I rules and pragmatical formulas was not equivalent to 
a declaration of anarchy. 

. For Hazlitt the assertion of individual taste meant eman- 
j cip^on jfrqm arbitrary codes and an opportunity to em- 
' brace a compass as wide as the range of literary excellence. 

' ^bat every reader, even the professed critic, is 


of Elizabeth, “On Miscellaneous Poems,” V, 301. 
“ Thpughts on Taste,” XI, 460. 
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hemmed in by certain prejudices arising from his tempera- 
rnent, his education, his environment, he was unwilling to 
pledge his trust to any school or fashion of criticism. TJie 
favorite oppositions of his generation—Shakespeare and 
Pope, Fielding and Richardson, English poetry and French 
—had no meaning for him. He was glad to enjoy each 
in its kind. "The language of taste and moderation is, 
I prefer this, because it is best to )ne; the language of 
dogmatism and intolerance is, Because / prefer it, it is best 
. in itself, and / leill alloiv no one else to be of a difYerent 
opinion.” This passage, in connection with the one last 
5 quoted, may he considered as fixing the limits within which 
Hazlitt gave scope to personal preference. ' Flic ^sum .of 
. his literary judgments reveals a taste for a greater variety 
of the works of genius than is displayed by any contem¬ 
porary. and the absence of "a catholic and manv-sided 


I sympathy" is one of the last imputations that should 
I have been brought against him. His criticism has limita- 

; tions, hut not such as arc due to a narrowness of literary 
perception. 



Even Ilazlitt's shortcomings may frc(iucntly be turned to 
his glory as a critic. The most remarkable thing about his 
violent political prejudices is the success with which he 
dissociated his literary estimates from them. Such a serious 


limitation in a critic as deficiency of rcadim^ 


in his case 


only raises our astonishment at the sureness of instinct 


which enabled him to pronounce imerringly on the scantest 
information. Never was there a critic of nearly equal pre¬ 
tensions who had as little of the scholar's equipment. If. 
as he tells us, he applied himself too closely to his studies 


at a certain period in his youth,"^’ he atoned for it by his 


Coiircrsations of Northcofe. VI. 45;. 
Cf. Herford : .dgc of U’ords7Vorth. p. 51. 
" On the Conduct of Life," XII, 427, 
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neglect of books in later life.^^ A desultory education had 

without that intimacy with tjie classics which be¬ 
longed of right to every cultivated Englishman. His,, al- 
lu^loJls to the Greek and Latin writers are in the most 
_tArms,^ but with a note of reverence which did not 
enter into his speech concerning even Shakespeare. I 
would have you learn Latin (he is writing to his son) 
because there is an atmosphere round this sort of classical 
ground, to which that of actual life is gross and vulgar.” 

knowledge of Italian was no more thorough, though 
here he was more nearly on a level with his contemporaries. 
For Boccaccio indeed he showed an intense affection, and 
he could write intelligently, if not deeply, concerning Dante 
and Ariosto and Tasso.'^® ( With french he naturally had 
a _wider acquaintance, but still nothing beyond/^the reach 
of. ±he_very general jreader. j The notable point is that he 
refrains from passing judgment on the entire body of 
French poetry because it is unlike English poetry. He is 
not infected with the wilful provincialism of Lamb nor 
with the spirit of John Bullishness which seriously pro¬ 
claims in its rivals “ equally a want of books and men.” 

We may be sure of this,” says Hazlitt, “ that when we 
see nothing but grossness and barbarism, or insipidity and 
verbiage in a writer that is the God of a nation’s idolatry, 
it is we and not they who want true taste and feeling.” 
Having this wholesome counsel ever before him, he can 
be more generously appreciative of the genius of Moliere, 
more justly discerning in his analysis of the spirit of 


"‘Patmore: My Friends and Acquaintances, III, 122. 

"““On the Conduct of Life,” XII, 428. See also the paper “On 
Study of the Classics,” in the Round Table. 

See a note to p, 329. 

“’See Wordsworth’s sonnet, “Great men have been among us.” 
"““On Criticism,” in Table Talk. 
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Rousseau,’ ' and more free of the puritanical clatter against 
f V oltaire than any of his fellow-critics. AV’ith German lit¬ 
erature his familiarity was hounded on the one hand by 
Schiller s * Robbers,” on the other by tlie first part of 
haiist.” the entire gap between tliese being filled bv the 
popular versions (if Ivotzehue's plays and Mine, do Stael’s 

hook on (iermanv. Vet he dared to write a character of 

# 

the (jerman jieople which is almost worth (|Uoting.''’'* 

' y In Rnglish his range of reading was corrcspomlingly 
/narfpw. Such a i)iece of waywardness as his enthusiasm 
t for Jolin lluncle/’’ derived no doubt from Lamb, is 
5 unifjue. Broadly speaking. lie jirefcrs to accept the cstab- 
j lislicd canon and approaclics new discoveries with a deep 
, distrust. 1 lie is very little ctincerned with writers of the 
'second order, and in his Lecture on the Living Poets he 
shocked his audience unsiieakahly. when he came to the 
name of Matinah More, by merely remarking, "She has 
'written a great deal which I have never read.” Uc looked 
' upon most living writers through the eyes of the somewhat 
jaded icviewer, wlio, though susceptible to a romantic thrill 
from one or the other, is usually on his guard against spuri¬ 
ous blandishments and reluctant to admit the claims of 
new pretenders.' Lven in poets of the first rank he slurred 
' over, a great deal; hut what he loved he tlwelt on with 
a kind of rapt inspiration until it became his second nature. 
Its spirit and its language fused intimatelv with his own. 


He IS tlio most ilIuminatiiiR and the most thonuhtfnl of all 

^ Roiisseaus early Im^UsU enties. . . . Ilis essay ‘(hi the Character 

I of Konssean was not surpassed, or approache<l. as a study of the 

jRreat writer until the appearance of l.ord Morlev's monograph 

nearly sixty years afterwards.” K. Gosse : rortnwhtiv Rex ieze Uh 
101 p. 30. ‘ • . . . 

hi tlie review of Schlegers Lcciifrcs on the Dromu, Works. 
Sec the paper on Jolm Hiincle," in the A',.inn/ TMc. 
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This r evolutionist in politics \vas a jealous aristocrat in 
t he doma ins o£ art,, and tliis admission does not impair 
our earlier assertion of his openness to a greater variety 
of impressions than any of his contemporaries in criticism. 
^Hazlitt’s professed indifference to system is probably due 
Jas much to lack of deep reading as to rQijiantic. impatience 
restra int. ) When he declared that it was beyond his 
powers “ to condense and combine all the facts relating to 
a subject ” or that “ he had no head for arrangement,” 

I it was only because he did not happen to be a mast^ of 
^ the facts which required combination or arrangement.V For 
liSjiidJiave an .uuu.suah gift for penetrating to the core of 
a ^ubje ct and tearing out the heart of its mystery; in fact, 
his^DQwer of concrete literary generalization was in his age 
Hatched. T g Reveal the distinctive virtue of a literary 

.racterize the sources of weakness or of strength 
ttL.a new -or a by-gone fashion of poetry, to analyze accu- 
rately 4jiig,_,^for_ces impelling a whole mighty age—these 
things, requiring a deep and steady concentration of mind, 
are amo ng his most solid achievements.X I n a paragraph he 
distils f or us the essence of what is picturesque and worth 
dwellin g on in the comedy of the Restoration. In a page 
he triun^ph^tly estaljlishes.. the boundary-line between the 

pogtiy.of ait,and nature—Pope and Shakespeare—which to 
the preset day remains as a clear guide, while at the same 
time Campbell and Byron and Bowles are filling the period¬ 
icals with protracted and often irrelevant arguments on 
one side or the other which only the critically curious now 
venture to look into. In t he space of a single lecture he 
tak es a sweeping view of all the great movements which 
gave vitality and grandeur to the Elizabethan spirit and 
found a voice in its literature, so that in spite of his little 
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Corresf'ondence of Maevey Nattier, p. 21. 

On the Pleasure of Painting,” in Table Talk. 
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j learning he seems to have left nothing for his followers.b.ut 
I to fill in his outline. The siune keenness of discernment 
) he applied casually in dissecting the genius of his own 
’ timer He associated the absence of drama with the I'rench 
j Revolution, its tendency to deal in abstractions and to re- 
i; gard everything in relation to and not men—a tendency 
V irreconcilable with dramatic literature, which is essentially 
\ individual and concrete."^ To be sure the eighteenth cen¬ 
tury before the Revolution was as void of drama as llaz- 
litt's generation, but what is true of the period which pro¬ 
duced Political Justice and the Edinburgh Review would 
hold equally of the time which produced the " Essay on 
Man " and the deistic controversy. He sometimes harshly 
exposes the weaker side of contemporary lyricism as a 
"mere cfTusion of natural sensibility,'’ and he regrets the 
absence of “ imaginary s|)lcndor and human passion ” as of 
a glory departed."'’ Put with all this he liad Jh c true his¬ 
torical sense. It breaks out most unmistakably when he 
says, ^ IT literature in our day has taken this decided turn 
j into a critical channel, is it not a presum]>tivc protT that 
lit ought to do so?"'*" Of the a cUia l application of 
5 histojjcal .principles^ which were just _^beginning to be 
I rcaji2cjl_m_tbc study of literature, we find only a, few faint 
(traces in Hazlitt. Some remajks on the iunuence of climate 

i and of religious and political institutions occur in his con- 
tri bu tions ..to the Edinburgh, but occasionally their per- 
ffunctory manner suggests the editorial pen of JetTrey. 
Doubtless Hazlitt’s discriminating judgment would have 
' enabled him to excel in this field, had he been ccpiipped 
with the necessary learning. 

j It may also be a serious limitation of Ilazlitt's that \he 

Dramatic Dssays, VIII. 415. 

““ “ On Shakespeare and Milton." p. 44. 

••“The Periodical Press," X, 203. 
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I of structure and .design. Doubtless he 

[was reacting against the jargon of the older criticism with 
its lifeless and monotonous repetitions about invention and 

t^ y giving nothing but the “ superficial plan 
i and elevation, as if a poem were a piece of formal archi- 
■ tecture.” In avoiding the study of the design of “ Para- 
I dise Lost ” or of the " Faerie Queene ’’ he may have 
i brought his criticism nearer to the popular taste; but he 
f deliberately shut himself off from a vision of some of the 
j bigh^r_reaches of poetic art, perhaps betraying thereby that 
^ lack pf “imagination” with which he has sometimes been 
1 charged.®® His interpretation of an author is therefore 
occasionally in danger of becoming an appreciation of iso¬ 
lated characters, or scenes, or passages, as if he were actu¬ 
ally reading him over with his audience. But this is a 

limitation which Hazlitt shares with all the finer critics of 
his day. 


After all these shortcomings have been acknowledged, 
the p er^^nence of Hazlitt’s achieyernenj appears only th 
more remarkable. ^ It is clear that the gods made hin 
critical, fT he two es sential qualities of judgment and tastej 
jll* 5 £S!? 3 .?-^^”R^~c.^QS.sessed from the very beginning. r^i4 
im possib le to .Trace in him any development of taste; hiJ 
g r o \vth is but_the succession jQ.f his literary experiences.} 
One looks in vain for any of those errors of youth such, 
as are met even in a Coleridge enamored of Bowles. What. 

pf tone . Ha z lil Ldisplayed in his early criticism; 
him tojhis li.^ny: change.is to; 

L UQt^A -jt^s^in ^e growing keenness of his appreciation.! 
e early maturity of his judicial powers is attested byj 
t e political and metaphysical tendency of his youthful 


II pp*;, Criticism." in Table Talk. 

enri^ 1 Reading Old Books," pp. 338-9, where this charge is 
curiously echoed by Hazlitt himself. 
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studies. I lis birth ns a fiill-dedLi^ed critic awaited only the 
stirring of the sprinjjjs of his elo(|ncncc. as is evident from 
the excellence of wliat is practically his first literary essay, 
the " Character of Ihirke." 

critic has ai)proachcd books with so intense a passion 
as l!a;;ljtt. I'hat sentimental fondness for the volumes 
themselves, especially when enriched by the fraj;rancc of 
anticpiily, which skives so delicious a savor to the bookish¬ 
ness of Lamb, was in him C4>nspicuously absent. l^uX-lum 
books were only a more vivid as])ect of life itself. *' Tom 
Jones,” he tells us. was the novel that first broke the si>ell 
of his daily tasks and made of the world “ a dance threnn^h 
life, a perpetual ^ala-day- Keats could not have romped 
throui^h the “ I-'aerie Oiieene " with more spirit than did 
Ilazlitt throus:h the leiyt^th and breadth of ei-hteentb cen¬ 
tury romance, and the youne: poet’s awe before the majesty 
of Homer was hardly j^reater than that of the future critic 
when a Milton or a W'ordsworth swam into his ken. I'lns 
hot and eajjer interest, tleprived of its outlet in tlie iZnu 
of direct emulation, sought a vent in communicating itself 
toojilicrs and in making converts to its faith. So intimately 
did Ilazlitt feel the spell of a work of genius, that its 
life-blood was transfusc<I into his own almost against his 

wish.” he exclaims, “ I had never read the Kmilius 
... I had better have formed myself on the model of 
Sir Fopling Flutter." ITc^cmtercd into the poet’s creation 

•'»”iounting"‘almost-to poetic visimi/and 
y tlye^ever-prcsent sense of the reality of the artist’s world 
ledlum to interpret literature primarily in relation to life 
The j^oetry of character and passion is what he regards of 

niosc essential iuterest.^ This point of view unintention- 

r essays on life into a literary dis- 

’ n I p. 340. 

On Shakespeare and Milton/* p. loo. 
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course, and gives to his formal criticism the tone of a 
study of life at its sources, raising it at once to the same 
level with creative literature. Though he nowhere em- 
ploys the now familiar formula of “ literature and life,” the 
lecture '' On Poetry in General ” is largely an exposition 
of this outlook. 

I Lyfe in its entire compass is regarded as the rough ma¬ 
terial of literature, but it does not become literature until 

I 

I the artist’s imagination, as with a divine ray, has pene- 
Itrated the mass and inspired it with an ideal existence. 
Among the numerous attempts of his contemporaries to 
define the cjeativc^faculty of the poet, this comparatively 
|simple one of Hazl itt’s is worth noting. “ This intuitive 
/perception of the’nidden analogies of things, or, as it may 
be called, this instinct of imagination, is perhaps what stamps 
jthe character of genius on the productions of art more than 
I any other circumstance; for it works unconsciously, like 
J nature, and receives its impressions from a kind of inspira- 
\tion.” It is this power that he has in mind when he savs 
” Poetry is infusing the same spirit in a number of things, 
or bathing them all as it were, in the same overflowing 
Iscnse of delight.”"'* It shows Hazlitt to have fully appre¬ 
hended the guiding principle of the new ideal of criticism 
I which , looking upon the work of art as an act of original 
creation and not of mechanical composition, based its judg¬ 
ment on a direct sympathy with the artist’s mind instead 
of resorting to a general rule. In the light of this prin¬ 
ciple he is enabled to avoid the pitfalls of a moralistic 
interpretation of literature and to decide the question as to 
the relative importance of substance and treatment with 
a certainty which seems to preclude the possibility of any 
other answer. 

The English Novelists.” VIII, 109. 

“ Thoughts on Taste,” XI, 463. 
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It is not the dignity of the theme whicli constitutes .the 
great work of art, for in that case a prose summary of 
the “ Divine Comedy ” would he as exalted as the original, 
andjt would he necessary mcrcLy La know, .the subject of 
a^pocm in order to pass jiulgmeiU upon it. A low or a 
I trivial subject may be raised by the imagination of the 
artist who recognizes in it the elements of beauty or power. 
No definition of poetry can be worth anything which would 
exclude "The Rape of the Lock”; and Murillo’s painting 
of ” The Two Reggar Roys ” is as much worth having “as 
almost any picture in the world.” " Yet it is not true 
that execution is everything, aiul the class or subject noth¬ 
ing. The highest subjects, etpially well-executed (which, 
'however, rarely happens), are the best.”'-’ Though each 
is perfect in its kind, there can be no difficidty in deciding 
the cjiiestion of greatness between ” King Lear ” ami “ The 
C'omedy of Errors.” “ The greatest strength of genius is 
shewn in describing the strongest ])assions: f(»r the power 
of imagination, in works of invention, must be in piaijior- 
tion to the force of tlie natural impressions, which are 
the subject of them.” One also finds a test of relative 
values in the measure of fulness with which the work of 
art reflects the complex elements of life. If we estimate 
a tragedy of Shakcsiieare above one of Lillo or Moore, it 
I is because "impassioned poetry is an emanation of the 
] moral and intellectual part of our nature, as well as of the 
sensitive—of the desire to know, the will to act. and the 
power to feel; and ought to appeal to these ditYerent parts 
of the constitution, in order to he perfect.’/” 

j specific distinction ot poetry Hazlitt 


’‘“On Criticism.” in Table Talk. 

” Ibid. 

” Characters of Sluikesfeare, ” Lear.” 
” ** On Poetry in General,” p. J 58 . 
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does not escape the usual difficulties. Taking his point 
of departure from Milton’s “ thoughts that voluntary move 
harmonious numbers,” he defines poetry in a passage that 
satisfactorily anticipates the familiar one of Carlyle, as 
“ the^ music of language answering to the music of the 
mind. . . . Wherever any object takes such a hold of the 
mind as to make us dwell upon it, and brood over it, melting 
the heart in tenderness, or kindling it to a sentiment of 
enthusiasm;—wherever a movement of imagination or 
passion is impressed on the mind, by which it seeks to 
prolong or repeat the emotion, to bring all other objects into 
accord with it, and to give the same movement of harmony, 
sustained and continuous, or gradually varied according to 
the occasion, to the sounds that express it—this is poetry. 
The musical in sound is the sustained and continuous; the 
musical in thought is the sustained and continuous also. 
There is a near connection between music and deep-rooted 
passion.” In this mystical direction a definition could 
go no further, but like nearly all writers and speakers Haz- 
litt is inclined to use the word poetry in a variety of more 
Kov less connected meanings,ordinarily legitimate enough, 
\but somewhat embarrassing when it is a question of defini- 
!tion. “ That which lifts the spirit above the earth, which 
draws the soul out of itself with indescribable longings, 
is,” he says, “ poetry in kind, and generally fit to become 
so in name, by ‘ being married to immortal verse.' ’ If 
it is true that Pilgrim’s Progress and Robinson 
Crusoe possess the “ essence and the power of poetry ’ 

“ On Poetry in General,” p. 266. 

Hazlitt defends himself on the ground that “ the word has these 
three distinct meanings in the English language, that is, it signifies 
the composition produced, the state of mind or faculty producing it, 
and, in certain cases, the subject-matter proper to call forth that 
state of mind.” Letter to Giiford, I, 396. 

“ On Poetry in General,” pp. 268-9. 
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and require only the addition of verse to become abso¬ 
lutely so.''* then the musical expression is only a factitious 
ornament, to he added or removed at the caprice of the 
writer. Ibit llazlitt is careful to declare that verse does 
not make the whole difference between poetry and prose, 
leaving the whole (luestion as va.c^uely sus]>ended as ever.^- 
I Mare theorizin.c^, according to his own confession, was 
I no favorite i>ursuit with llazlitt. lie enjoyed himself 
r much more in the analvsis of an indivitlual author or his 
1 work, jllis aversion to literary cant, his love of “ savinp^ 
things that are his own in a way of his own.” were here 
most in evidence. What he says of Milton mi<^ht appro¬ 
priately he applied to himself, that/he formed the most 
intense cT)nception of thinj^s and then emht)died them by 
a single stroke of his j)en. In a ]>hrase or in a sentence 
he stamped the character of an author indelibly.' and, 
enemy to commonplace thouj^h he was, became a cause of 
I commonplace in others. / No matter how much mii^ht 
'already have been written on a subject (ainl llazlitt did 
not make a practice of cclehratiuf; nei^lected obscurity) 
his own view stood out fresh and clear, and vet his judi^- 
ments were never eccentric, lie wrestled with a writer's 
thoughts, absorbed his nK)st passionate feelings, and mir¬ 
rored back his most cxf|uisitc perceptions with “ all the 
color, the light and the shade.” Jlis fertility is more 
j amazing than his intensity, for no critic of nearly equal rank 
dias enriched luiglish literature with so many valuable and 
eiKluring judgments on so great a variety of subjects."^ l')r. 
Johnson is by common consent the spokesman of the eigh¬ 
teenth century, or of its dominant class; Coleridge and 


1 ^ I 
n 2 


)id.. |). j6S. 

Those interested in the perennial discussion of the relation of 
p(H‘iry to verse or metre would do well to read the recent interesting 
contribution to the sidijcct by Professor Mackail in his Lectures om 
Poetry (Longmans, 1912).* 
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Lamb are entitled to the glory of revealing the literature 
between Spenser and Milton to English readers, and the 
former rendered the additional service of acting as the 
interpreter of Wordsworth. But to give an idea of ilaz-i 
litt’s scope would require a summary of opinions embracing) 
poetry from Chaucer and Spenser to W'ordsworth and 
Byron, prose sacred and profane from Bacon and Jeremy 
Taylor to Burke and Edward Irving, the drama in its two 
flourishing periods, the familiar essay from Steele and 
Addison to Lamb and Leigh Hunt, the novel from Defoe' 
to Sir Walter Scott. This does not begin to suggest Haz- 
litt's versatility. His own modest though somewhat over- 
alliterative words are that he has “ at least glanced over 
a number of subjects—painting, poetry, prose, plays, poli¬ 
tics, parliamentary speakers, metaphysical lore, books, 
men, and things.” 

of Hazlitt’s Shakespearian criticism is | 
L open to question. Though Coleridge alluded toi 
them slightingly as out-and-out imitations of Lamb,®* Haz-I 
litt’s dicta on the greatest English genius are equal in' 
depth to Lamb’s and far more numerous; and while inf 
profoundness and subtlety they fall short of the remark^! 
of Coleridge himself, they surpass them in intensity and^ 
carrying power. To both, of these men Hazlitt owed a 
great deal in his appreciation of Shakespeare, and perhaps 
even more to August Wilhelm Schlegel, whose Lectures 
on Dramatic Literature he reviewed in 1815.®® His al¬ 
lusions to Schlegel border on enthusiasm and he makes it 
a proud claim that he has done ” more than any one except 
Schlegel to vindicate the Characters of Shakespeare’s Plays 

“ On the Causes of Popular Opinion,” XII. 320. ' 

** Coleridge: Table Talk, Aug. 6, 1832. 

•“ Edinburgh Reviezv, Feb., 1816. The nature of Hazlitt's debt to 
Coleridge. Lamb and Schlegel is to some ^extent illustrated in the 
notes to the present text. 
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from the stigma of French criticism. ***' But however 
great his obligation, there was some point in tlie compli¬ 
ment of the ( ierman critic when lie ileclared that I lazlitt 
had gone beyond him (I’avoit dejiasse) in his Shake¬ 
spearian ojiinions.^* A few years later 1 leine maintained 
that the only significant commentator of Shakes]ieare pro- 
duced by England was W illiam I lazlitt.^'' Cvileridgcs 
notes, it is to be remembered, were not at that time gen- 
erally accessible. 

Hazlitt's attitude toward Shakespeare was_ wlmlcsomely 
on this side of idolatry, lie did not make it an article 

\ of faith to admire everything that Sliakespeare had written. 
an<l refused his praise to the poems and most of the son- 
inets. JW’cn Schlegcl and C oleridge could not persuade him 
'to see beauties in what apjieared to he blemishes, but iij 
a general estimate of Shakespeare's all-embracing genius 
he conceived liis faults to be of just as much conseiiuence 
as his bad spelling.”^’* He saw in him a genius who com- 
]prehended all humanity, who represented it ])oetically in all 
.its shades and varieties. He examined all llie fine distinc- 
tioiis—of cliaractcr, be studied Shakespeare’s manner of 
combining and contrasting them so as to produce a unity 
of tune above even the art of tlie cki'^sic unities, b'rotn 
the irresponsible cometly of b'alstalY to tlie deepest tragic 
notes of Lear, the whole gamut of human emotions en- 
» counters responsive chords in the critic’s mind—the vouug 
love of Rcimco and Juliet or the voluptuous abandonment 
of Antony and C leopatra, the intellect oi lago irresistibly 
impelled to malignant activity or Hamlet eutanglcvl in the 
coils of a fatal introspection. To the sheer poetry of 




89 


" “ Whether Genius is Conscious of its Powers.” in Phiin S/'cakcr. 
^ Moore’s Letters and Journals. May -M, 1821, 111 , 235. 
Shak'esf*eare’s Madehen und I’rauen. 

Review of Schlegel’s Lectures, Works, X, 111. 



Introduction 


Iv 


Shakespe are he is also acutely sensitive, to the soft* moonlit 
[atmosphere of the “ Midsummernight’s Dream,” to the 
Itender gloom of “ Cymbeline,” to the ” philosophic poetry ” 
!of “As You Like It.” S^nxe..pf his interpretations of iso- 
la ted p assages are hardly ,to .be surpassed. He comments 
minutely and exquisitely on what he considers to be a touch- 
'stone of poetic feeling, 


“ Daffodils 

That come before the swallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty.” 

And with what complete insight he translates a speech of 
Antony’s: 

“ This precarious state and the approaching dissolution 
of his greatness are strikingly displayed in the dialogue of 
Antony with Eros: 

'Antony. Eros, thou yet behold’st me? 

Eros. Ay, noble lord. 

Antony. Sometime we see a cloud that’s dragonish; 

A vapour sometime, like a bear or lion, 

A towered citadel, a pendant rock, 

A forked mountain, or blue promontory 

With trees upon’t, that nod unto the world 

And mock our eyes with air. Thou hast seen these signs, 

They are black vesper’s pageants. 

Eros. Ay, my lord. 

Antony. That which is now a horse, even with a thought 
The rack dislimns, and makes it indistinct 
As water is in water. 

Eros. It does, my lord. 

Antony. My good knave, Eros, now thy captain is 
Even such a body,’ etc. 

“ This is, without doubt, one of the finest pieces of poetry 
in Shakspeare. The splendour of the imagery, the sem¬ 
blance of reality, the lofty range of picturesque objects 

“ Poetry,” XII, 339 - 
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hangings over the world, tlicir evanescent nature, the total 
uncertainty of what is left behind, are just like the moulder¬ 
ing^ schemes of human greatness. It is finer than Cleo¬ 
patra’s passionate lamentation over his fallen grandeur, be¬ 
cause it is more dim. unstable, unsubstantial.” 

! If an understanding of Shakesi>eare in llazlilt’s day may 
be taken as a measure of a critic’s tlcptli of insight, Uis 
at titu de to^vard Shakespeare’s fellow-dramatists will j\ist 
•’as_.3Urcly_revcal his powers of discrimination. Lamb was 
often carried away by a i)ioncer’s fervor and misled persons 
like Lowell, who, returning to h'ord late in life, found 
“that tile greater jiart of what [he] once took on trust 
as precious was really paste and pinchbeck,” and that as 
far as the celebrated closing scene in “ The Broken Heart ” 
was concerned. Charles Lamb’s comment on it was “ worth 
more than all Ford ever wrote."”- llazlitt’s dispassionate 
^sanity in this instance forms an instructive contrast: “ Kx- 
iccpt the last scene of the Broken Heart (which I think 
j extravagant—others may think it sublime, and be right) 

; they [For<rs plays] are merely exercises of style and ef¬ 
fusion of wire-drawn sentiment.””-’ The same strength of 
judgment rendered Hazlitt proof against the excessive 
sentimentality in Beaumont and h'letcher and gave a dis¬ 
tinct value to his opinions even when tliev seemed to he 
wrong, which was not often. But in writing of Marlowe, 
of Dekker and of WT'hster. he spreads out all his sail to 
make a joyous run among the beauties in his course. 

, And it is so witli the rest of his criticism—kljtaughout 
the same, susceptibility:T d.. all that is true, or lofty, or re- 
fiiigd, vigilantly controlled by a firm common sense, the 



( haracters of SUakcsf>carcs Plays, 
““bowcll; Olii liiu/lish l^ratnatists. 
Lecture on the .‘hje of lilicabeth. " 
V, 269. 


“ .Xntony and Cloopatr.i." 
On Beaumont and Fletcher 
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same stamp of originality unmistakably impressed on all. \ 

“ I like old opinions with new reasons/’ he once said to 1 
Northcote, “ not new opinions without any." Hut he did 1 
not hesitate to express a new opinion where the old one 1 
appeared to be unjust. His heretical preference of Steele ,^' 
over Addison has found more than one convert in later 
days. On Spenser or Pope, on Fielding or Richardson, he 
is equally happy and unimprovable, ' In the opinion of Mr 
Saintsbury, Hazlitt’s general lecture on Elizal)ethan li. 
erature, his treatment of the dramatists of the Restorati i, 
of Pope, of the English Novelists, and of Cobbett have, 
never been excelled; and who is better qualified than Mr. 
Saintsbury by width of reading to express such an 
opinion? 

Of ffazl itPs treatment of his own contemporaries an 
additional word needs to be said. No charge has been 
r epeate d, more often than that of the inconsistency, per- 
versitYj and utter unreliableness of his judgments on tlie , 
wr iters of his day. To distinguish between the claims of 
living poets, particularly in an age of new ideas and 
changing forms, is a task which might test the powers of i 
the most discerning critics, and in which perfection is j 
hardly to be attained. Yet one may ask whether in the ’ 
entire extent of Hazlitt’s writing a great living genius has , 
been turned into a mockery or a figurehead been set up 
for the admiration of posterity. Of his personal and po- ? 
litical antipathies enough has been said, but ag*iiost literary | 
orthodoxy his only great sin is a harsh review of “ Christa- ? 
hel/^ 06 general we look at the age through Hazlitt s 

eyes, we shall see its literature dominated by the figures 

** Conversation of Northcote, VI, 393. 

Essays in English Literature, Second Series, 159-161. 

There seems to be no reason for doubting^ Hazlitt’s authorship 
of the article in the Examiner. See Works, XI, 580. 
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of Wordsworth and Scott, the one regarded as the restorer 
of life to poetry, the other as the creator or transcriber 
of a whole world of romance and lunnanity. Coleridge 
stands out prominently as the widest intellect of his age. 
Byron’s poetry hulks very large, though it is not estimated 
as su])crlativcly as in the criticism of our own day. It is 
a |)ity that Ilazlitt never wrote formally of Keats, for his 
casual allusions indicate a deep enjoyment of the “ rich 
beauties and the dim obscurities ” of the “ Eve of St. 
Agnes ” and an appreciation of the perfection of the 
great odes.''** If he failed to give Shelley his full dues, he 
did not overlook his ex(|uisite lyrical inspiration, lie spoke 
of Shellev as a man of genius, but “‘all air,’ disdaining 
the bars and ties of mortal mould;” he praisetl him for 
“ single thoughts of great depth and force, single images 
of rare beauty, detached passages of extreme tenderness,” 
and he rose to enthusiasm in comniending his translations, 
especially the scenes from baust.’*’' lie has been accused 
of writing a Spirit of the .\ge which omitted to give 
an account of Shelley and Keats, but in the title of the 
book consists his excuse. As it was not his idea to antici]>ate 
the decision of posterity hut only to sketch the personalities 
who were in control of the ])nhlic attention, he passctl over 
the liner poets who were still neglected, and wrote instead 
about Camphell and Moore and Crahbe. It is sufficient 
])raise for the critic that those of whom he has undertaken 
to treat stand irreversibly judged in his pages. Ho is gen¬ 
erous toward Campbell and Moore, who were both per¬ 
sonally hostile to him; he is scrupulously honest toward 
Bentliam, with whose system he had no sympathy. The 
concluding pages of his sketch of Southey, in view of that 




William Gifford." in of the Atje. 

** Seleet Hritish Poets. See Works, V, 37S. 

" Shelley’s Posthumous Poems," Works, X, 2s6fF, 
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poet’s rancor against him, are almost defiant in their mag¬ 
nanimity. His-ajivxrse judgments, moreover, are as per- 
mqnen^ as his fayprable ones. He pronounced the verdict 
against the naked realism of Crabbe s poetry, which per¬ 
sons like Jeffrey thought superior to Wordsworth’s, and 
he pricked the bubble of Edward Irving s popularity while 
it was at its pitch of highest glory. If he was often bitter 
toward men whom he at other times eulogized, it was 
in the heat and hurry of journalistic publication in a period 
when blows were freely dealt and freely taken. If he 
sometimes censured even Wordsworth and Scott and grew 
impatient with Byron and Coleridge, it must be remem¬ 
bered that these men of genius had imperfections, and that 
the imperfections of men of genius are of far greatei 
concern to their contemporaries than to posterity. Time 
dispels the mists and allows the gross matter to settle to 
the bottom. We now have Wordsworth in the selections 
of Matthew Arnold, we read the Waverley Novels with 
Lockhart’s Life of Scott before us, and we render ptaise 
to Coleridge for what he has accomplished since his death. 
With none of these advantages, Hazlitt’s performance 
seems remarkable enough. No contemporary with the ex¬ 
ception of Leigh Hunt displayed as wide a sympathy with 
the writers of that time, and Hazlitt so far surpasses Hunt 
in discrimination and strength, tha^ healeserves to be called, 
strange as it may sound, th^ IjesJ'^cpntemporary judge of 
the,literature of his age. 

It has already been suggested that much of Hazlitt s 
appeal as a critic rests on the force of his popular eloquence, 
so that a brief consideration of his prose is not in this con¬ 
nection out of place. . We_jnav all be fine fellows,^ ,,^id 
S tevenspn . “ bu^t^jiciie^f ^ ]us can write like Hazlitt. To 
write a style that is easy yet incisive, lively and at the 
same time substantial, buoyant without being frothy, glit- 
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hut with no tinsel fripi)ery, a style combining the 
^virtues of homeliness and picturesqueness, has been given 
to few mortals.' W'riting in a generation in which the 
'standanis of ]>rose were conspicuously unsettled, when the 
most ambitious writers were seeking an escape from the 
frozen patterns of the eighteenth century in a restoration 
of the elaborate artifices of the seventeenth, when (juaintness 
and ornateness were the evidence of a distinguished style, 
I [ lazlitt succeeded in preserving the note of familiarity with¬ 
out fading into colorlessness or in any degree efTacing his 

individuality. He cannot be counted among the masters 
» ' • 

of finished i)rose, he is as a matter of fact often very negli¬ 
gent.'*’" but he developed the best model of an undiluted. 


sturdy, popular style that is to be found in the English 
language. 

f r^erhaps aii__adhercnce to the eighteenth century tradition 
of plainness is tlie most prominent characteristic of Ilazlitt’s 
prose. Hut his plainness is not precisely of the blunt type 


|asM)ciated with Swift ainl Arbuthnot. It is modified by the 
(iallic tone of easy familiarity, by the ideal deemed'ap|>ro- 
priatc for dignified converse among educated pco|)le of the 
Kvorld. ins_i2i;riods arc of the simplest construction and 


jthey are not methodically combined in the artificial pattern^ 
beloved of the eighteenth century followers of the plain 
style. Not that he altogether neglects the devices of 


paitdlelism and antithesis when lie wishes to give epigram¬ 
matic point to his remarks, but \|u;LJJiore generally develops 
his ideas in a scries of easily flowing sentences which are 
as near as writing can be to “ the tone of lively and sensible 


Hnzlitts syntax is often abbreviated, elliptical, and unregardful 
of book rules. Constructions like the following are not uncommon 
in Ins prose: “As a novelist, his Vicar of Wakefield has charmed 
all Kurope. . . . As a comic writer, his Tonv Lumpkin draws forth 
new powers from Mr. Liston’s face.” Lectures on the linolish 
Poets, “On Swift, Young,” etc., V, 119, 120. 
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coriyers^tion.” !It is impossible to match in the English 
essay such talk'^as Hazlitt reproduces in his accounts of the 
evenings at Lamb’s room or of his meeting with Coleridge, 
in which high themes and spirited eloquence find spontane¬ 
ous and unaffected expression through the same medium 
^as might be employed in a deliberate definition of the nature 
of poetry. The various sets of lectures are pitched in the 


^same conversational key and are found adequate to convey- 
|irrg a notion of the grandeur of Milton as well as of the 
I familiarity of Lamb. 


Those who have praised Hazlitt’s simplicity have often 
given the impression that his prose is a single-stringed 
instrument, and have failed to suggest the range comprised 


1 between the simple hammer-strokes of the essay on Cobbett 
I and the magnificent diapason in which he unrolls the pan- 
/ orama of Coleridge’s mind. In both passages there is the 


same sentence-norm. In the first, the periods, not bound 


by any connecting words, strike distinctly, sharply, with 
staccato abruptness. The movement is that of a clean¬ 


limbed wrestler struggling with confident energy to pm 


down a difficult opponent: 

His principle is repulsion, his nature contradiction: he 
is made up of mere antipathies; an Ishmaelite indeed, with¬ 
out a fellow. He is always playing at hunt-the-slipper in 
politics. He turns round upon whoever is next to him. 
The way to wean him from any opinion, and make him 
conceive an intolerable hatred against it, would be to place 
somebody near him who was perpetually dinning it in his 
ears. When he is in England, he does nothing but abuse 
the Boroughmongers, and laugh at the whole system: when 
he is in America, he grows impatient of freedom and a 
republic. If he had staid there a little longer, he would 
have become a loyal and a loving subject of his ^Majesty 
King George IV. He lampooned the French Revolution 
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when it was hailed as the dawn of liberty by millions: by 
the time it was brought into almost universal ill-odour by 
some means or other (partly no doubt by himself) he had 
turned, with one or two or tliree others, staunch Bona- 
partist. Me is always of the militant, not of the trium¬ 
phant party : so far he bears a gallant show of magnanim¬ 
ity: but his gallantry is liardly of the right stamp: it wants 
principle. I'or though he is not servile or mercenary, he 
is the victim of self-will, lie must pull <lown and pull dn 
pieces: it is n#^t in his disposition to do otherwise. It is 
a pity: for with his great talents he might do great things, 
if he would go right forward to any u>cfid object, make 
(borough-stitch work of any cpicstion, or join hand and 
heart with any principle. He clianges his o]>inions as he 
does his friends, and much on tlie same account. He has 
no comfort in fixed ])rinciples: as soon as anything is settled 
in his own mind, he quarrels with it. He has no satisfac¬ 
tion hut in the chase after truth, runs a question down, 
worries and kills it, then (|uits it like vermin, and starts 
some new game, to lead him a new dance, and give him 
a fresh breatliiug through bog and brake, with the rabble 
yelping at his heels and the leaders perjK'tually at fault.’* 

In the other passage the clauses and phrases follow in 
their natural order, but tliey are united by the simplest kind 
of connective device in an undislinguishable stream over 
which the reader is driven with a steady swell and fall, 
sometimes made breathlessly ra])id by the succession of its 
uniformly measured word-groups, but delicately modulatetl 
here and there to provide restful pauses in the long onward 
career: 

“Next, he was engaged with Hartley’s tribes of mind, 
‘ cthcrial braid, thought-woven,’—and he busied himself for 
a year or two with vibrations and vibratiuncles and the 

Spirit of the Aye, "William Cobbett." 
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great law of association that binds all things in its mystic 
chain, and the doctrine of Necessity (the mild teacher of 
Charity) and the Millennium, anticipative of a life to come 
—and he plunged deep into the controversy on Matter and 
Spirit, and, as an escape from Dr. Priestley’s Materialism, 
where he felt himself imprisoned by the logician’s spell, like 
Ariel in the cloven pine-tree, he became suddenly enam¬ 
oured of Bishop Berkeley’s fairy-world, and used in all 
companies to build the universe, like a brave poetical fiction, 
of fine words—and he was deep-read in Malebranchc, and 
in Cudworth’s Intellectual System (a huge pile of learning, 
unwieldly, enormous) and in Lord Brook’s hieroglyphic the¬ 
ories, and in Bishop Butler’s Sermons, and in the Duchess 
of Newcastle’s fantastic folios, and in Clarke and South 
and Tillotson. and all the fine thinkers and masculine rea- 
soners of that age—and Leibnitz’s Pre-established Har¬ 
mony reared its arch above his head, like the rainbow in 
the cloud, covenanting with the hopes of man—and then he 
fell plump, ten thousand fathoms down (but his wings saved 
him harmless) into the hortiis sicetts of Dissent” etc.'^- 

The same style which glistens and sparkles in describing 
the fancy of Pope rises to an inspired chant with a clearly 
defined cadence at the recollection of the past glory of 
Coleridge: 

“ He was the first poet I ever knew. His genius at that 
time had angelic wings, and fed on manna. He talked 
on for ever; and you wished him to talk on for ever. His 
thoughts did not seem to come with labour and effort; but 
as if borne on the gusts of genius, and as if the wings of 
his imagination lifted him from off his feet. His voice 
rolled on the ear like the pealing organ, and its sound 
alone was the music of thought. His mind was clothed 
with wings; and raised on them, he lifted philosophy to 


See pp. 210-213. 
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heaven. In his descriptions, you then saw the progress of 
human happiness and liberty in bright and never-ending 
succession, like the steps of Jacob’s ladder, with airy shapes 
ascending and descending, and with the voice of God at 
the top of the ladder. And shall I. who heard him then, 
listen to him now? Not I! That spell is broke; that time 
is gone for ever; that voice is heard no more: but still 
the recollection comes rushing by with thoughts of long- 
past years, and rings in my cars with never-dying sound." 

It would take much space to illustrate all the notes to 
^ which Ilazlitt's voice responds—the pithy epigram of the 
! Characteristics, the Chestcrficldian grace in his advice " On 
tile Conduct of Life." the palpitating movement with which 
he gives expression to his keen enjoyment of his sensual 
! or intellectual existence, and the subdued solemnity of his 
reveries which sometimes remind us that be was writing 
in an age which had rediscovered Sir Thomas Browne. 
1 'he following sentence proves how accurately he could 
catch the rhytlim of the seventeenth century. " That we 
should wear out by slow stages, and dwindle at last into 
jiothing, is not wonderful, when even in our prime our 
strongest iinjiressions leave little trace hut for the moment, 
and we are the creatures of petty circtimstance." Other 
passages in the same essay echo this manner only less 
strikingly: 

'"*“On the Living Poets," in Lectures on the English Poets, 
V. 167. 

This is the form of the passage as published in the Literary 
Remains {1836). That Hazlitt did not attain effects like this 
offhand, is evident from the comparative feebleness of the original 
sound of the passage in the Monthly Magacine: "That wc should 
thus in a manner outlive ourselves, and dwindle imperceptibly into 
nothing, is not surprising, when even in our prime the strongest 
impressions leave so little traces of themselves behind, and the 
last object is driven out by the succeeding one." " On the Feeling 
of Immortality in Youth,” Works, XII, 160. 
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“ Life is indeed a strange gift, and its privileges are most 
mysterious. No wonder when it is first granted to us. that 
our gratitude, our admiration, and our delight, should pre¬ 
vent us from reflecting on our own nothingness, or from 
thinking it will ever be recalled. Our first and strongest 
impressions are borrowed from the mighty scene that is 
opened to us, and we unconsciously transfer its durability as 
well as its splendour to ourselves. So newly found we 
cannot think of parting with it yet. or at least put off 
that consideration sine die. Like a rustic at a fair, we are 
full of amazement and rapture, and have no thought of 
going home, or that it will soon be night. We know our 
existence only by ourselves, and confound our knowledge 
with the objects of it. We and nature are therefore one. 
Otherwise the illusion, the ‘ feast of reason and the flow 
of soul,' to which we are invited, is a mockery and a 
cruel insult. We do not go from a play till the last act 
is ended, and the lights are about to be extinguislied. But 
the fairy face of nature still shines on : shall we be called 
away before the curtain falls, or ere we have scarce had 
a glimpse of what is going on? Like children, our step¬ 
mother nature holds us up to see the raree-show of the 
universe, and then, as if we were a burden to her to sup¬ 
port, lets us fall down agan. Yet what brave sublunary 
things does not this pageant present, like a ball or fete of 
the universe ! ” 

Mn^ Hazlitt’s vocabiilary ther e is nothing striking unless 

scrupulousness with wliich he avoids the danger 

I of commonp laceness .pi, pedantry. It is easy to forget 

that the transparent obviousness of his style was attained 
only after many years of groping. We may well believe 

% 

i«s passage also shows alterations from the first form. Cf. 
XII, 152. 
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that “ there is a research in the choice of a plain, as well 
as of an ornamental or learned style; and, in fact, a great 
deal more." Though he did not go in pursuit of the 
word to the extent of some later refiners of style, he..had 
a clear realization that the appropriate word was what 
cliielly gave vitality to writing.*'^* For this reason he con¬ 
stantly denounced Johnsonese with its polysyllabic Latin 
wonls wliich reduced language to abstract generalization. 
Ilis own vocabulary is concrete and vivid, and of a puiit) 
which makes one wonder how even the Quarterly Review 
could- have -Ventured to ajiply to him the epithet slang- 

whauger.” 

, In spite of all that may he said in honor of the un¬ 
adorned style of composition, writers have ever fonntl that 
even in jirosc ideas arc most forcibly conveyed by means 
‘ iniagery. llazlitt,_it should be remembered, was an 
ardent admirer of the jiicturesque ([ualilies in the prose of 
Hinke.' the most brilliant of the eighteenth century. In 
recalling his first reatling of Rurke. he tells how be de- 
spairetl of emulating his felicities. Rut whether by dint 
of meditating over lUirke or by the native vigor of his 
fancy, llazHtt learned to write as boldly and as brilliantly 
(as the great orator. As a rule his rhetorical passages are 
not "deliberately contrivc(T 7 "in the mamicr for example of 


/.citiircs on //ic linfflish Poets. “On Swift. Young, etc.,” 
V. KM- See also the paper in Table Talk on “ Familiar Style." 

“ I grant tints niuclt, that it is in vain to seek for the word 
we want, or endeavour to get at it second-hand, or as a paraphrase 
on some other word—it must come of itself, or arise out of an 
immediate impression or lively intuition of the subject; that is, the 
jtroper word must he suggested immediately by the thoughts, but 
it need not be jiresented as soi>n as called for. . . . Proper ex- 
l)ressions rise to the surface from the heat and fermentation of 
the mind, like bubbles on an agitated stream. It is this which pro¬ 
duces a clear and sparkling style." " On .Application to Study," in 
I^lain Speaker. 
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his esteemed contemporary De Quincey. Hia .tropes and 
images rise directly out of his subject or his feelings, 
i Instead of dissecting the qualities of a character or a 
’work of art, he translates its tone and its spirit as closely 
I as language will permit. That is why his criticism, like 
i Lamb’s or that of the master of this form. Longinus, is 
^ itsclj first-rate literature, recreating the impression of a 
m^stgi'piece and sometimes even going beyond it.' 

I Oi. iiis...picturesque quality examples enough may be 
found in the present volume, yet one cannot forbear to 
add a few illustrations at this point. There is his irre¬ 
sistible comparison of Cobbett in his political inconsistency 
to “ a young and lusty bridegroom, that divorces a favorite 
speculation every morning, and marries a new one every 
night. He is not wedded to his notions, not he. 1 le has 
not one Mrs. Cobbett among all his opinions.” There 
is a good deal more than mere wit in the analogy between 
Godwin’s mechanical laboriousness ami ” an eight-day 
clock that must be wound up long before it can strike.” 
And there is real grandeur in his description of Fame; 
\ “ Fame is the sound which the stream of high thoughts, 
i carried down to future ages, makes as it flows—deep, dis- 
' taut, murmuring evermore like the waters of the mighty 
ocean. He who has ears truly touched to this music, is 
in a manner deaf to the voice of popularity.” In reinc- 
senting the brilliant hues of Restoration comedy, he allows 
an even freer play to his fancy : 

“ In turning over the pages of the best comedies, we are 
almost transported to another world, and escape from this 
dull age to one that was all life, and whim, and mirth, and 
humour. The curtain rises, and a gayer scene presents 

'^'Spirit of the Age, “Mr. Cobbett.” 

Ibid., “William Godwin.” 

the Living Poets.” Lectures on English Poets. V. 144. 
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itself, as on the canvas of Watteau. We are admitted 
behind the scenes like spectators at court, on a levee or 
birthday; but it is the court, the gala-day of wit and 
pleasure, of gallantry and Charles II.! What an air 
breathes from the name! what a rustling of silks and wav¬ 
ing of plumes! what a sparkling of diamond car-rings and 
shoe-buckles! What bright eyes. (Ah, those were Waller’s 
Sacharissa’s as she passed!) what killing looks and grace¬ 
ful motions! How the faces of the whole ring are dressed 
in smiles! how the re]>artce goes round! how wit and folly, 
elegance and awkward imitation of it. set one another off! 
Happy, thoughtless age, when kings and nobles led purely 
ornamental lives; when the utmost stretch of a mornings 
study went no farther than the choice of a sword-knot, or 
the adjustn'icnt of a side-curl; when the soul spoke out in 
all the pleasing eloquence of dress; and beaux and belles, 
enamoured of themselves in one another’s follies, lluttcred 
like gilded butterilies, in giddy mazes, through the walks of 
St. James’s Park! 

Sometimes, it is true, he allows his spirits to run away 
with his judgment, although in such instances the manner is 
so obviously exaggerated as to suggest deliberate mimicry. 
His account of the tawdry sentimentality of Moore’s poetry 
sounds like pure travesty; 

*' His verse is like a shower of beauty; a dance of images; 
a stream of music; or like the s]>ray of tlie water-fall, 
tinged by the morning-beam with rosy light. The char¬ 
acteristic distinction of our author’s style is this continuous 
and incessant flow of voluiituous thoughts and shining allu¬ 
sions. He ought to write with a crystal pen on silver 
[)apcr. His subject is set off by a dazzling veil of poetic 
diction, like a wreath of llowers gemmed with innumerous 

Lcc/urcs ofi the Comic Hyiters, "On Wychcrlev, Congreve, 
etc.." VIll, 70. 
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clcw-clrops, that weep, tremble, and glitter in liquid softness 
and pearly light, while the song of birds ravishes the ear, 
and languid odours breathe around, and Aurora opens 
Heaven’s smiling portals, Peris and nymphs peep through 
the golden glades, and an Angel's wing glances over the 
glossy scene.” 

/Oac .feature of Hazlitt’s style concerning which much | 
has been said both in praise and in blame is his inveterate i 
use of qiiotations. Pljjs. *pag£S, particularly when he is in i 
a__c^itemplative mood, are sown with snatches from the • 
great ppets^ and the effect generally is of the happiest. A 
line of Shakespeare’s or of"~\\^Ortlsworth’s, blending with 
a vein of high feeling or deep reflection, transfigures the 
entire passage as if by magic. Sometimes the phrase is 
merely woven into the general texture of the prose without 
in any way raising its tone, and on occasion some fine poetic 
expression is vulgarized by being thrown into very common j 
company. ) It is vandalism to muster a sonnet of Shake- j 
speare’s into such a service and it in no way enhances the 
expressiveness of the passage to say, “ A flashy pamphlet j 
has been run to a flve-and-thirtieth edition, and thus ensured j 
the writer a ' deathless date ’ among political charlatans. ’ 
ThpJ[act is that quotations were a part of Hazlitt s vocab- | 
ulary^ which he used with the same freedom as common j 
locution^ and with less scrupulous regard for the associa- 
tions_were gathered about them. He negligently 
misquoted or wantonly adapted to his purpose, but the 
r eade r is willing to pardon the moments of irritation for ^ 
th^numerous delightful thrills which he has provoked by ; 
some happy poetic memory “ stealing and giving odor 
to a s.eutiment in itself dignified or elevated. j 

Hazlitt ’s influence as a critic may be inferred from a ,* 

of the Age, “Hr. T. Moore," IV. 353 - 
Table Talk, “On Patronage and Puffing." 
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suniniary of his opinions. It was not so much throuj'li the 
infusion of a new spirit in literature that he acted on 
other minds. ''Fhough his critic!sni ouicjUJmcli-oJ 
to the freslincss and boldness of hisJipproachhi.s_tein pe ra- 
mentai virtue was not something which could he imitated 
hy a less gifted writer.^; Sainte-lVuvc indeed seems to 
recognize Ilazlitt as the exponent of the impetuous and 
inspircfl vein in criticism—" the kind of ins]>iration which 
accompanies and follows those frequent articles dashingly 
im])roviscd and launched under full steam. One puts him¬ 
self completely into it; its value is exaggerated for the 
time being, its importance is measured hy its fury, and if 
tliis leads to better results, there is no great harm after 
all." Iliit though he ])rofessed these to he his own 
feelings as a critic, they were in him so modified by the 
traditional h'rench moderation and suavity of tone, as well 
as hy a greater precision of method, as to make the resem¬ 
blance to Ilazlitt inconspicuous. It is hard to determine 
to what extent Hazlitt’s individualism is responsible for the 
lawless impressionism of some later critics,**'^ but it is not 
to he imputed to him as a sin if, in the course of a century, 
one of his virtues has become exaggerated into a fault. 
He has hut suffered human destiny. 

"' “ L’ospece d’entrain qiii accompagne et suit cos frequents 
articles improvises do verve ot lances a toute vapour. On s'y met 
lout onticr: on s’en exagoro la valour tlans lo moment memo, on on 
mosure rimportance an bruit, ot si cola mono a mioux fairo, il n’y 
a pas grand mal ai)ros lout.” roilroils \\, 515. 

"■ “'Kango and Isconnoss id appreciation’ ilo not by themselves 
give taste, i)iit merely romantic gusto or perccptivcncss. In order 
that gusto may be olevateil to taste it needs to be disciplined and 
selective. To this eml it must come under the control of an 
entirely ditferent oriler of intuitions, of what 1 have called the 
‘hack pull toward tlie centre.* I'bc n>mantic onesidedness that is 
already so manifest in llazliit’s conception of taste has. 1 maintain, 
gone to seed in Professor Saintshnry." Irving Habbitt, in Wilion, 
Mav 16. i()i_». 
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influence has been wide in guiding the taste 
gf_j:£aders and in _creating or. giving currency to a body 
ojL„i>piAions on literature which has found acceptance 
axnong^gntics.' If the tributes of Schlegel and Heine to 
Hazlitt’s Shakespearian criticism were insufficient, we have 
the word of his own countrymen for it that numberless 
readers were. initiated into a proper understanding of 
Shakespeare by means of his writings.^® In our own days 
Mr. Howells has told us that Hazlitt “ helped him to clarify 
and formulate his opinions of Shakespeare as no one else 
has yet done.” Critics no less tflan readers owe him 
a^^large debt. Hazlitt had not been writing many years 
before his fellow-laborers in literature began to recognize 
and pay homage to his superior insight. His opinions were 
quoted as .having the weight of authority by those who 
were friendly to him, the writers in the London Magazine 
or in the Edinburgh Review; they were appropriated with¬ 
out acknowledgement by the hostile contributors to Black¬ 
wood’s. Many-.writers deferred to him as respectfully as 
he himself deferred to Coleridge and Lamb, even though 
Byron’s respectable friends adjured the noble poet not to 
dignify Hazlitt in open controversy except by mentioning 
him as “ a certain lecturer,” Leigh Hunt was frequently 
ind^teiL to him, but generally paid the tribute due. 
Macaulay . sometimes assimilated a passage of Hazlitt’s to 
th&..?l|:cds of his own earlier essays. In the essay on Milton 
his balancing of Charles’s political vices against his domestic 
virtues is strikingly reminiscent of a similar treatment of 
Soutliey by the older critic. Personal dislike of Hazlitt, 
persisting after his death, for a long time prevented a 
proper respect being paid to his memory without much 
diminishing the weight of his influence. The attitude to- 

T. N. Talfourd: Edinburgh Review. Nov., 1820. 

My Literary Passions, 120. 
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\var<l liini is suinnicd ii]> l)y a writer wliose treatment in 
general does not err on the si<le of enthusiasm, llazlitt, 
he tells us, is a writer with whose reputation fashion has 
hitherto had verv little to do—who is even now more read 
tlian praised, more imitated than extolled, and whose various 
productions still interest many who care and know very 
little about the autlior.” Ihit this very utterance was on 
the occasion of the turning t)f the tiile. It was in a review 
of llazlitt’s Literary Remains winch had been introduced 
by ai)i>reciative essays from the ]>ens of llulwer-Lytton 
and riiomas Noon Talfourd, the former not a little patron¬ 
izing, hut I'alfourd’s excellent in its discrimination of the 
strength ainl weakness of llazlitt. A few years later came 
the implied compliment of llorne's New Spirit of the 
Age. which would hardly he worth mentioning were it 
not that 'Ihackcray in reviewing it took occasion to pay 
an ex(|uisite tribute to 1 lazlitt.*’-' From this time forth 
he was not wanting in sttnit champions, though most people 
still maintained a cautious reserve in their judgments of 
hitn. So sound and penetrating a critic as W'alter llagehot 
hecamc an earnest convert, and in Hagehot’s writings Mr. 
Birrell has pointed out more than one resemblance to llaz- 
litl. James Russell Lowell has not been prt>fuse in his 
expressions of admiration, hut he has ])rol)ahly followed 
llazlitt’s track more ck>sely than any other important critic. 
Manv of his essays seem to have been composed with a 
volume of llazlitt on the desk before him. There is the 
essay on Pope with its general corres])ondence of poiiits 
and occasional startling parallel of phrase, llazlitt at the 
end of his lecture on Pope and Drydeti remarks that jioctry 
had declined i)y successive gradations from the poetry 
of imagination in the age of h'.lizaheth to the poetry of 
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fulinbitr</h Review. January, 

"’Thackeray's Works, ed. Trent and llenneman. XXV. 350-51. 


Introduction Ixxiii 

fancy in the time of Charles I,” and Lowell repeats this 
with some amplification. In the same connection he char¬ 
acterizes Shakespeare, Chaucer, Spenser^ and Milton in the 
sharp epigrammatic manner reminding one of Hazlitt. In 
the concluding pages of the essay on Spenser we are also 
kept in a reminiscent mood, till Lowell tells us that “ to 
read him is like dreaming awake/’ and at once there flashes 
upon us Hazlitt’s expression that “ Spenser is the poet of 
our waking dreams.” It is through missionary work like 
this, not altogether conscious and therefore all the more 
genuine, that Ips opinions have been diffused through the j 
length and breadth of English and been incorporated into 
the common stock. “ Gracious rills from the Hazlitt water¬ 
shed have flowed in all directions, fertilizing a dry and 
thirsty land ”—is the happily turned phrase of Mr. Birrell. 
If in our own day there are still persons who, looking upon 
criticism as a severe science, occasionally sneer at him as 
a “ facile eulogist,” those who regard it rather as a 
gift have seen in him tlie.,. greatest critic that England! 
has-yet produced.’! Wherever the golden mean between j 
these two extremes of opinion may lie, there is no doubt 1 
that for introducing readers to an appreciation of the great) 
things in English literature, Hazlitt still remains without 
an equal. 

Robertson: Essays Toward a Critical ^^etltod. 8i. 

Saintsbury's History of Criticism and John Davidson’s Sen¬ 
tences and Paragraphs, 113. 




« KASHMIR University 

ubrary. 


date LOAND 


CIm* No. _ 
Vol._ _ 

Accession No. 


Book No 





I 


THE AGE OF ELIZABETH 

/he age of Elizabeth was distinguished, beyond, perhaps, 
aiS^ other in our history, by a number of great men, famous 
ill different ways, and whose names have come down to 
us with unblemished honours; statesmen, warriors, divines, 
scholars, poets, and philosophers, Raleigh, Drake, Coke. 
Hooker, and higher and more sounding still, and still more 
frequent in our mouths, Shakspeare, Spenser, Sidney, 
Bacon, Jonson, Beaumont and Fletcher, men whom fame 
has eternised in her long and lasting scroll, and who, by 
their words and acts, were benefactors of their country, and 
ornaments of human nature. Their attainments of diEerent 
kinds bore the same general stamp, and it was sterling: 
what they did, had the mark of their age and country upon 
it. \ Perhaps the genius of Great Britain (if I may so speak 
\\4fnout offence or flattery), never shone out fuller or 
brighter, or looked more like itself, than at this period. 
Our writers and great men had something in them that 
s avou red,of the soil from which they grew : they were not 
French, they were not Dutch, or German, or Greek, or 
Latin; tli£y were Jxuly English. They did not look out of 
themselves to see what they should be; they sought for 
truth and nature, and found it in themselves. There was 
no tinsel, and but little art; they were not the spoiled children 
of affectation and refinement, but a bold, vigorous, inde¬ 
pendent race of thinkers, with prodigious strength and 
energy, with none but natural grace, and heartfelt unob- 



2 


English Luluatuke 

trusivc delicacy. 1'hey were not at all sophisticated. The 
mind of their country was great in them, and it prevailed. 
With their learning and unexampled acquirement, they did 
not forget that they were men : with all their endeavours 
after excellence, they did not lay aside the strong original 
bent and cliaracter of their minds. What they performed 
was chietly nature's handy-work ; and time has claimed it 
for his own.—To these, however, might he added others 
not less learned, nor with a scarce less happy vein, but less 
fortunate in the event, who. though as renowned in their 
day. have sunk into " mere oblivion,” and of whom the 
only record (hut that the noblest) is to he found in their 
works. Their works and their names, “poor, poor dumb 
names.” are all that remains of such men as Webster. 
Deckar. Marston. Marlow. Chapman, llcywood. Middleton, 
and Rowley! “ ilow lov’d, how hoinnir’d once, avails them 
not:” though they were the friends and felUnv-lahourcrs 
of Sliakspearc. sharing his fame and fortunes with him. the 
rivals of Jonson, and the masters of Ileaumont and 
Fletcher’s well-sung woes! They went out one by one 
unnoticed, like evening lights; or were swallowed up in the 
headlong torrent of puritanic zeal which succeeded, and 
swept away everything in its unsparing course, throwing 
up the wrecks of taste and genius at randmn. and at long 
fitful intervals, amidst the painted gew-gaws and foreign 
frippery of the reign of Charles II. and from which wc 
arc only now recovering tlie scattered fragments and broken 
images to erect a temple to true Fame! Ilow long, before 
it will he completed ? 

Tf I can do anything to rescue some of these writers 
from hopeless obscurity, and to do them right, without 
prejudice to well-deserved reputation. I shall have succeeded 
in what I chietly propose. I shall not attempt, indeed, 
to adjust the spelling, or restore the pointing, as if the 
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genius of poetry lay hid in errors of the press, but leaving 
these weightier matters of criticism to those who are more 
able and willing to bear the burden, try to bring out their 
real beauties to the eager sight, “ draw the curtain of Time, 
and shew the picture of Genius,” restraining my own ad¬ 
miration within reasonable bounds! . . . 

W'e affect to wonder at Shakspeare, and one or two more 
of that period, as solitary instances upon record; whereas 
it is our own dearth of information that makes the waste; 
for there is no time more populous of intellect, or more 
prolific of intellectual wealth, than the one we are speaking 
of. Shakspeare did not look upon himself in this light, 
as a sort of monster of poetical genius, or on his contem¬ 
poraries as " less than smallest dwarfs,” when he speaks 
with true, not false modesty, of himself and them, and of 
his wayward thoughts, ” desiring this man’s art, and that 
man's scope.” We fancy that there were no such men, 
that could either add to or take anything away from him, 
but such there were. He indeed overlooks and commands 
the admiration of posterity, but he does it from the tableland 
of the age in which he lived. He towered above his fellows, 
” in shape and gesture proudly eminent; ” but he was one 
of a race of giants, the tallest, the strongest, the most 
graceful, and beautiful of them; but it was a common and 
a noble brood. He was not something sacred and aloof 
from the vulgar herd of men, but shook hands with nature 
and the circumstances of the time, and is distinguished 
from his immediate contemporaries, not in kind, but in 
degree and greater variety of excellence. He did not form 
a class or species by himself, but belonged to a class or 
species. His age was necessary to him; nor could he have 
been wrenched from his place in the edifice of which he 
was so conspicuous a part, without equal injury to himself 
and it. Mr. Wordsworth says of Milton, that his soul 
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was like a star, and dwelt a^art/ This cannot be said 
with any propriety of Slialopeare. who certainly moved m 
a constellation of bright luminaries, and “ drew after him 
a third part of the heavens/' If we allow, for ai-ument s 
sake (or for truth’s, which is better), that lie was in himself 
eciual to all his competitors put together; yet there was 
more dramatic excellence in that age than in the whole 
of the period that has elapsed since. If .his contemporaries, 
with their united strength, would iKVuUy make one Shak- 
speare. certain it is that all his successors would not make 
half a one. With the exceiilion of a single writer. Otway, 
and of a single play of his (X'enice Preserved), there is 
nobody in tragedy and dramatic poetry (I tlo not here 
s])eak of comedv) to be compared to the great men of the 
age of Shaksiieare. and immediately after. 'I'hey are a 
mighty phalanx of kindre<l sjiirits closing him round, mov¬ 
ing in the same orbit, and impelled by the same cause> in 
their whirling and eccentric career. They had llie same 
faults and the same excellences; the same strength and 
depth and richness, the same truth of character, passion, 
imagination, thought and language, thrown, heaped, massed 
together without careful polishing or exact method, but 
poured out in unconcerned profusion from the lap of nature 
and j^cnius in boundless and unrivalled magnificence. The 
sweetness of Heckar. the thought of Marsttm. the gravity 
of Chapman, the grace of h'letcher and his young-eyed wit, 
fonson's learned sock, the Howing vein of Middleton, lley- 
W{)od’s ease, the pathos of Webster, and Marlow's deep 
designs, add a double lustre to the sweetness, thought, 
gravity, grace, wit, artless nature, copiousness, ease, pathos, 
and sublime conceptions of Shakspeare’s Muse. They are 
indeed the scale by which we can best ascend to the true 
knowledge and love of him. (^ur admiration of them does 
not lessen our relish for him: but. on the contrary, increases 
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and confirms it.—For such an extraordinary combination | 
and development of fancy and genius many causes may be j 
assigned; and we may seek for the chief of them in religion. | 
in politics, in the circumstances of the time, the recent dif- ! 
fusion of letters, in local situation, and in the character | 
of the men who adorned that period, and availed them- ‘ 
selves so nobly of the advantages placed within their 
reach. 

I shall here attempt to give a general sketch of these 
causes, and of the manner in which they operated to mould 
and stamp the poetry of the country at the period of which 
I have to treat; independently of incidental and fortuitous 
causes, for which there is no accounting, but which, after 
all, have often the greatest share in determining the most 
important results. 

TLe. 8 rst c^u se I shall mention, as contributing to this 
general effect, was-.tli£^Jleformation, which had just then 
taken place. This event gave a mighty impulse and in¬ 
creased activity to thought and inquiry, and agitated the 
inert mass of accumulated prejudices throughout Europe. 
The effect of the concussion was general; but the shock was 
greatest in this country. It toppled down the full-grown, 
intolerable abuses of centuries at a blow; heaved the ground 
from under the feet of bigotted faith and slavish obedience; 
and the roar and dashing of opinions, looseiied from their 
accustomed hold, might be heard like the noise of an angry 
sea, and has never yet subsided. Germany first broke the 
spell of misbegotten fear, and gave the watch-word ; but 
England joined the shout, and echoed it back with her 
island voice, from her thousand cliffs and craggy shores, in 
a longer and a louder strain. With that cry. the genius 
of Great Britain rose, and threw down the gauntlet to the 
nations. There was a mightv fermentation; the waters 
were out; public opinion was in a state of projection. Lib- 
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crty wJis held out to nil to think and speak the truth. Men s 
brains were busy; their spirits stirring; their hearts full; 
and their hands not idle. Their eyes were opened to expect 
the greatest things, and their cars burned with curiosity 
and zeal to know the truth, that the truth might make them 
free. The death-blow which had been struck at scarlet 
vice and bloated hypocrisy, loosened their tongues, and 
made the talismans and love-tokens of Popish superstition, 
with which she had beguiled her followers and committed 
abominations with the people, fall harmless frolii their 
necks. 

The translation of the Hiblc was the chief engine in the 
^r eat^v o£k. It threw open, by a secret spring, the rich 
treasures of religion and morality, which had been there 
locked up as in a shrine. It revealed the visions of the 
prophets, and conveyed the lessons of inspired teachers 
(such they were thought) to the meanest of the jicoplc. 
It gave them a common interest in the common cause. 
Their hearts burnt within them as they read. It gave a 
viiud to the i)eople, by giving them common subjects of 
thought and feeling. It cemented their union of character 
and sentiment: it created endless diversity and collision 
of opinion. They found objects to employ their faculties, 
and a motive in the magnitude of the consc(iucnces attached 
to them, to exert the utmost eagerness in the pursuit of 
truth, and the most daring intrepidity in maintaining it. 
Religious controversy sharpens the understanding by the 
subtlety and remoteness of the tojiics it discusses, and braces 
the will by their infinite imjiortance. We perceive in the 
Iiistory of this period a nervous masculine intellect. No 
levity, no feebleness, no indifference; or if there were, it 
is a relaxation from the intense activity which gives a tone 
to its general character. Put there is a gravity approach¬ 
ing to piety; a seriousness of impression, a conscientious 


The Age of Elizacetii 


7 


severity of argument, an habitual fervour and enthusiasm 
in their mode of handling almost every subject. T!ie de¬ 
bates of the schoolmen were sharp and subtle enough ; but 
they wanted interest and grandeur, and were besides con¬ 
fined to a few': they did not afifect the general mass of the 
community. But the Bible was thrown open to all ranks 
and conditions “ to run and read,” with its wonderful 
table of contents from Genesis to the Revelations. Every 
village in England would present the scene so well de¬ 
scribed *in Burns’s Cotter’s Saturday Kight. I cannot think 
that all this variety and weight of knowledge could be 
thrown in all at once upon the mind of a people, and not 
make some impression upon it, the traces of which might 
be discerned in the manners and literature of the age. For 
to leave more disputable points, and take only the historical 
parts of the Old Testament, or the moral sentiments of the 
New, there is nothing like them in the power of exciting 
awe and admiration, or of rivetting sympathy. We see 
what Milton has made of the account of the Creation, from 
the manner in which he has treated it, imbued and impreg- 
. nated with the spirit of the time of which we speak. Or 
what is there equal (in that romantic interest and patriarchal 
simplicity which goes to the heart of a country, and rouses 
it, as it were, from its lair in wastes and wildernesses) equal 
to the story of Joseph and his Brethren, of Rachael and 
Laban, of Jacob’s Dream, of Ruth and Boaz, the descrip¬ 
tions in the Book of Job, the deliverance of the Jews out 
of Egypt, or the account of their captivity and return from 
Babylon? There is in all these parts of the Scripture, and 
numberless more of the same kind, to pass over the Orphic 
hymns of David, the prophetic denunciations of Isaiah, or 
the gorgeous visions of Ezekiel, an originality, a vastness of 
conception, a depth and tenderness of feeling, and a touching 
simplicity in the mode of narration, which he who does 
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not fed, ncctl be made of no “ penetrable stuff. There 
is somctliing in the character of Christ too (leaving religious 
faith quite out of the question) of more sweetness and 
majesty, and more likely to work a change in the mind of 
man. by the contemplation of its itlea alone, than an) to 
be found in history, whether actual or feigned. 1 his char¬ 
acter is that t)f a sublime humanity, s-uch as was never 
seen on earth before, nor since. 'Ibis shone manifestly 
both in his words and actions. W e see it in his washing 
the Disciples' feet the night before his tlcatb, that unspeak¬ 
able instance of humility and love, above all art. all mean¬ 
ness, and all i)ride, and in the leave he took of them on 
that occasion. " My peace 1 give unto you. that peace 
which the world cannot give, give I unto yoti ;" and in 
his last commandment, that " they should love one another.'’ 
W'ho can read the account of bis behaviour on the cross, 
when turning to his mother he saitl. “Woman, beludd thy 
son." and to the Disciple John. " Heboid thy mother." and 
“ from that hour that Disciple took her to his own home.’’ 
without having his heart smote within him! W'e see it in 
his treatment of the woman taken in adultery, ami in his 
excuse for tlie woman who poured precious ointment on 
his garment as an offering of devotion and love, which is 
here all in all. Mis religion was the religion of the heart. 
W'e .see it in his discourse with the Disciples as they walked 
together towards Emmaus, when their hearts burned within 

o 

them; in his sermon from the Mount, in his parable of 
the good Samaritan, and in that of the Prodigal Son—in 
every act and word of his life, a grace, a mildness, a dignity 
and love, a patience and wisdom worthy of the Son of 
(iod. Ilis whole life and being were imbued, steeped in 
this word, charitv: it was the spring, the well-head from 
which every thought and feeling gushed into act; and it 
was this that breathed a mild glory from his face in that 
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last agony upon the cross. “ u hen the meek Saviour bowed 
his head and died." praying for his enemies. He was the 
first true teacher of morality; for he alone conceived the 
idea of a pure humanity. He redeemed man from the 
worship of that idol, self, and instructed him by precept 
and example to love his neighbour as himself, to forgive 
our enemies, to do good to those that curse us and dcspite- 
fully use us. He taught the love of good for tlic sake of 
good, without regard to personal or sinister views_, and made 
the affections of the heart the sole seat of moralitv, instead 


of the pride of the understanding or the sternness of the 
will. In answering the question, “ who is our neighbour? " 
as one who stands in need of our assistance, and whose 
wounds we can bind up, he has done more to humanize the 
thoughts and tame the unruly passions, than all who have 
tried to reform and benefit mankind. The very idea of 
abstract benevolence, of the desire to do good because 
another wants our services, and of regarding the human 
race as one family^ the offspring of one common parent, 
IS hardly to be found in any other code or system. It was 
to the Jews a stumbling block, and to the Greeks foolish¬ 
ness. The Greeks and Romans never thought of consid¬ 
ering others, but as they were Greeks or Romans, as they 
were bound to them by certain positive ties, or, on the 
other hand, as separated from them by fiercer antipathies. 
Their virtues were the virtues of political machines, their 
vices were the vices of demons, ready to inflict or to endure 
pain with obdurate and remorseless inflexibility of purpose. 
But in the Christian religion, “we perceive a softness 
coming over the heart of a nation, and the iron scales that 
fence and harden it, melt and drop off.” It becomes mal¬ 
leable, capable of pity, of forgiveness, of relaxing in its 
claims, and remitting its power. We strike it, and it does 
not hurt us: it is not steel or marble, but flesh and blood, 
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clay tempered with tears, and “ soft a-^ sinews of the new¬ 
born babe." The gospel was first preached to tlie \)Oor, for 
it consulted their wants and interests, not its own pride and 
arrogance. ^Jt first promulgated the equality of mankind 
in the conimunitv of duties and benefits. It denounced the 
iniquities of the chief Priests and Pharisees, and declared 
itself at variance with principalities and powers, for it sym¬ 
pathizes not with the ojipressor. but the opi)resscd. It first 
abolished .slavery, for it did not consider the piwver of the 
will to^inllict injury, as clothing it with a right to do so. 
Its law is good, not power. It at the same time tended 
to wean the mind from the grossness of sense, and a par¬ 
ticle of its divine llamc was lent to brighten and purify 
the lamp of love! 

There have been persons who. being sceptics as to tlic 
divine mission of Christ, have taken an unaccoimlablc 
prejudice to his doctrines, and have been disposed to deny 
the merit of his character; but this was not the feeling of 
the great men in the age of Elizabeth (whatever might be 
their belief) one of whom says of him, with a boldness 
equal to its piety: 

“ The best of men 

That e'er wore earth about him was a sufferer; 

A soft. meek, patient, humble, tramiuil spirit; 

The first true j;entleman that ever l)reatiie(l.'’ 

This was old honest Deckar, and the lines ought to em¬ 
balm his memory to every one who has a sense either of 
religion, or idiilosophy, or humanity, or true genius. Nor 
can I help thinking, that we may discern the traces of the 
innuence exerted by religious faith in the spirit of the 
])oetry of the age of Elizabeth, in the means of exciting 
terror and pity, in the delineation of the passions of grief, 
remorse, love, sympathy, the sense of shame, in the fond 
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desires, the longings after ininiortality. in the heaven of 
hope, and the abyss of despair it lays open to us.* 

The literature of this age then, I would say. was strongly 
influenced (among other causes), first by the spirit of Chris¬ 
tianity, and secondly by the spirit of Protestantism. 

Tlie jffects of the Reformation on politics and philosophy 
may be seen in the writings and history of the next and 
of the following ages. They are still at work, and will 
continue to be so. The effects on the poetry of the time 
were chiefly confined to the moulding of the character, and 
giving a pmverful impulse to the intellect of the country. 
Th^ immediate use or application that was made of religion 
to subjects of imagination and fiction was not (from an 
obvious ground of separation) so direct or frequent, as that 
which was made of the classical and romantic literature./ 
For rnuch about the same time, the rich and fascinaiing j 
stores of the Greek and Roman mythology, and those of! 
the romantic poetry of Spain and Italy, were eagerly' ex-1; 
plored by the curious, and thrown open in translations to,?i 
the adjniring gaze of the vulgar. This last circumstance 
could hardly have afforded so much advantage to the poets 
of that day, who were themselves, in fact, the translators, 
as i t shew s the general curiosity and increasing interest 
in such .subjects, as a prevailing feature of the times. There 
were^translations of^^nssp by Fairfax, and of. Ariosto by 
/ Harrington, oX^^TJonier and. Hesiod by Chapman, and of 
Virgil long before, and^^j/id soon after; there was Sir 
Thomas North's translation of Plyitarch, of which Shak- 
speare has made such admirable use in his Coriolanus and 
Julius Caesar; and Ben Jonson's tragedies of Catiline and 
Sejanus may themselves be considered as almost literal 

* In some Roman Catholic countries, pictures in part supplied the 
place of the translations of the Bible: and this dumb art arose in 
the silence of the written oracles. 
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translations into verse, of I aeitus, Sallust, aiul Ciceros 
Orations in liis consulship, lio^cio, tlie divine Uoccacio. 
Petrarch, l^a^nt e. the satirist .\retine. Machiavel. Castiglione, 
and others, were familiar to our writers, and they make 
occasional mention of some few I'rench authors, as Ron^ard 
and Du P>artas; for the h'rench literature had not at this 
stage arrivc<l at its Augustan period, an<l it was the imita¬ 
tion of their literature a century aftcrwartls, when it had 
arrived at its greatest height (itself ct^jned from the Greek 
and Latin), that enfeebled and imi)overishcd our own. P>ut 
of the tiine that we are considering, it might he said, with¬ 
out much extravagance./that every hreatji tliat,ble\yj_tliat 
every wave that rolled to our shores, brought withjtjjome 
accession to our knowledge, which was engrafted on the 
national genius. In fact, all the disposeahle materials that 
had been accumulating for a long periotl of time, either 
in our own. or in foreign countries, were now brought 
together, and re(piired nothing more than to be wrought up, 
polished, or arranged in striking forms, for ornament and 
use. I'o this every inducement prompted, the novelty of 
the acfpnsiti(m of knowledge in many cases, the emulation 
of foreign wits, and of immortal works, the want and the 
expectation of such works among ourselves, the oppor¬ 
tunity and encouragement afTorded for their ))roduction by 
leisure and aftluence; and, above all. the insatiable ilesire 
of the mind to beget its own image, and to construct out 
of itself, and for the tlelighl and admiration of the world 
and posterity, that excellence of which the idea exists hith¬ 
erto only in its own breast, and the impression of which 
it would make as universal as the eye of heaven, the benefit 
as common as the air we breathe. The first impulse of 
genius is to create what never existed before: the con¬ 
templation of that, which is so created, is sulTicient to satisfy 
the demands of taste; and it is the habitual study and imita- 
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tion of the original models that takes away the power, and 
even wish to do the like. Taste limps after genius, and 
from copying the artificial models, we lose sight of the 
living principle of nature. It is the effort we make, and 
the impulse we acquire, in overcoming the first obstacles, 
that projects us forward; it is the necessity for exertion 
that makes us conscious of our strength; but this necessity 
and this impulse once removed, the tide of fancy and en¬ 
thusiasm, which is at first a running stream, soon settles 
and crusts into the standing pool of dulness, criticism, and 
virtu. 

What also gave an unusual impetus to the mind of man 
at_this period, was the discovery of the New World, and 
the reading of voyages and travels. Green islands and 
golden sands seemed to arise, as by enchantment, out of 
the bosom of the watery waste, and invite the cupidity, or 
wing the imagination of the dreaming speculator. Fairy 
land was realized in new and unknown worlds. “ Fortunate 
fields and groves and flowery vales, thrice happy isles,” 
were found floating “ like those Hesperian gardens famed 
of old, beyond Atlantic seas, as dropt from the zenith. 

-the-soil, the clime, every thing gave unlimited! 
scqpe_^ the curiosity of the traveller and reader. Other j 
manners might be said to enlarge the bounds of knowledge,! 
and_ne^ mines of wealth were tumbled at our feet. It is , 

to the Straits of Magellan that Shakspeare 1 
has taken the hint of Prosperous Enchanted Island, and of ‘ 
the savage Caliban with his god Setebos.'^ Spenser seems 
to have had the same feeling in his mind in the production 

of his Faery Queen, and vindicates his poetic fiction on' 
this very ground of analogy. 

^i^ht well I wote, most mighty sovereign, 
that all this famous antique history 

* See A Voyage to the Straits of Magellan, 1594. 
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Of some the abundance of an idle brain 
Will judged he. and painted forgery. 

Rather than matter of just memory: 

Since none that breatheth living air, doth know 

Where is that happy land of faery 

Which I so much do vaunt, hut no where show. 

But vouch antiquities, which nobody can know. 

But let that man with better sense avise. 

That of the world least part to us is read: 

And daily how through hardy enterprize 
Many great regions are discovered. 

Which to late age were never mentioned. 

Who ever heard of th’ Indian I’eru? 

Or who in venturous vessel measured 

The Ama/ons’ huge river, now found true? 

Or fruitfullest Virginia who did ever view? 

Vet all these were when no man did them know, 

Yet have from wisest ages hidden been : 

And later times things more unknown shall show. 

Why then should witless man so much misween 
That nothing is hut that which he hath seen? 

\\'hat if within the moon’s fair shining sphere, 

What if in every other star unseen. 

Of other worlds he hapinly should hear. 

He wonder would much more; yet such to some appear.” 

Fancy’s air-drawn pictures after history’s waking dream 
shewed like clouds over mountains; and from the romance 
of real life to the idlest fiction, the transition seemed easy.— 
Shakspearc, as well as others of his time, availed himself 
of the old Chronicles, and of the traditions or fabulous 
.inventions contained in them in such ample measure, and 
which had not yet been approjiriatcd to the inirposcs of 
ilioetry or the drama. 'I'he stage was a new tiling; and 
those who ha<l to supply its tlcmands laid their hands upon 
whatever came within their reach: they were not particular 
as to the means, so that they gained the end. Lear is 
foundeil upon an old ballad; Othello on an Italian novel; 
Hamlet on a Danish, and Macbeth on a Scotch tradition: 


15 


The Age of Elizabeth 

one of which is to be found in Saxo-Gramniaticus. and the 
last in Hollingshed. The Ghost-scenes and the Witches in 
each, are. authenticated in the old Gothic histoiy. There 
was also this connecting link between the poetry of this 
age and the supernatural traditions of a former one, that 
the^ belief in them was still extant, and in full force and 
visible operation among the vulgar (to say no more) in the 
time of our authors. The appalling and wild chimeras of 
superstition and .ignorance, " those bodiless creations that 
ecstacy is very cunning in,” were inwoven with existing 
manners and opinions, and all their effects on the passions 
of terror or pity might be gathered from common and actual 
observation—might be discerned in the workings of the face, 
the expressions of the tongue, the writhings of a troubled 
conscience, ” Your face, my Thane, is as a book where 
men may read strange matters.” Midnight and secret mur- 
ders to o, from the imperfect state of the police, were more^ 
common; and the ferocious and brutal manners that wouldj, 
stamp the brow of the hardened ruffian or hired assaasin,, 
more^mcorrigible and undisguised. The portraits of Terrel 
and Forrest were, no doubt, done from the life. W e find 
that the ravages of the plague, the destructive rage of fire, 
the poisoned chalice, lean famine, the serpent s mortal sting, 
and the fury of wild beasts, were the common topics of 
their poetry, as they were common occurrences in more 
remote periods of history. They were the strong ingredi 
ents thrown into the cauldron of tragedy, to make it thick 
and slab.” Man's life was (as it appears to me) more full 
of traps and pit-falls; of hair-breadth accidents by flooc 
and field; more way-laid by sudden and startling evils, it 
trod on the brink of hope and fear; stumbled upon fate 
unawares; while the imagination, close behind it, caught at 
*and clung to the shape of danger, or “ snatched a wild and 
fearful joy ” from its escape. The 3 _cgidents of nature were 
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less provided against; the excesses of the passions and of 
lawless power were less regulated, and produced more 
strange and desperate catastrophes. The tales of Boccacio 
are founded on the great pestilence of Florence, Fletcher 
the poet died of tl)c plague, and ^Ulxkii^’,^vas .stabhed.in a 
tavern quarrel. 1 he strict autliority of parents, the inequal¬ 
ity of ranks, or the hereditary feuds between different fam¬ 
ilies, made more unhappy loves or matches. 

“The course of true love never diil run even.” 


Again, the heroic and martial spirit whidE 
o ur c lircF writers, was yet iu-gousiderablc activity^iujtlic 
rcigii'oL. lilizabctli. “ 1 he age of chivalry was not then 
quite gone, nor the glory of Europe extinguislicd for ever. ’ 
Jousts and tournaments were still common with the nobility 
in~England and in foreign countries: Sir Philip Sidney was 
parTicuiarly distinguished for his jiroficicncy in these exer¬ 
cises (and indeed fell a martyr to his ambition as a soldier) 
—and the gentle Surrey was still more famous, on the same 
account, just before him. It is true, the general use of 


fire-arms gradually superseded the necessity of skill in the 
sword, or bravery in the person: and as a symptom of the 
rapid degeneracy in this respect, we find Sir John Suckling 
soon after boasting of himself as one— 


“ Wlio i)rizc<l black eyes, and a lucky hit 
At bowls, above all tlie trophies of wit.” 


It was comparatively an age of peace. 

"Like streiiKtli reposing on bis own right arm;” 

but the sound of civil combat might still be heard in the dis¬ 
tance. the spear glittered to the eye of memory, or the clasli- 
ing of armour struck on the imagination of the ardent and, 
the young. They were borderers on the savage state, on the 
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times of war and bigotry, though in the lap of arts, of 
luxury, and knowledge. They stood on the shore and saw 
the billows rolling after the storm : " they heard the tumult, 
and were still.” The manners and out-of-door amuse¬ 
ments were more tinctured with a spirit of adventure and 
romance. The war with wild beasts. &c. was more strenu¬ 
ously kept up in country sports. I do not think we could 
get from sedentary poets, who had never mingled in the 
vicissitudes, the dangers, or excitements of the chase, such 
descriptions of hunting and other athletic games, as are to 
be found in Shakspeare’s Midsummer Night’s Dream or 
Fletcher’s Noble Kinsmen. 

With respect to the good cheer and hospitable living of 
those times, I cannot agree with an ingenious and agreeable 
writer of the present day, that it was general or frequent. 
The very stress laid upon certain holidays and festivals, 
shews that they did not keep up the same Saturnalian 
licence and open house all the year round. They reserved 
themselves for great occasions, and made the best amends 
they could, for a year of abstinence and toil by a week of 
merriment and convivial indulgence. Persons in middle 
life at this day, who can afford a good dinner every day, do 
not look forward to it as any particular subject of exulta¬ 
tion; the poor peasant, who can only contrive to treat him¬ 
self to a joint of meat on a Sunday, considers it as an 
event in the week. So, in the old Cambridge comedy of the 
Return from Parnassus, we find this indignant description 
of the progress of luxury in those days, put into the mouth 
of one of the speakers. 

“ Why is’t not strange to see a ragged clerke, 

Some stammell weaver, or some butcher's sonne, 

That scrubb’d a late within a sleeveless gowne, 

When the commencement, like a morrice dance, 

Hath put a bell or two about his legges, 

Created him a sweet cleane gentleman: 
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How then he ’j^ins to follow fashions. 

He whose thin sire dwelt in a sniokye roofc, 

Must make tobacco, and must wear a locke. 

His thirsty dad drinkes in a wfHuleii Ix^wle, 

Hut his sweet self is served in silver plate. 

His hungry sire will scrape you twenty lc.e:pcs 
I'or one K<^od Christmas meal on new year’s day. 

Hut his mawe must he capon cramm’d each day.” 

Ji't III. Scene 2. 


This does not look as if in those days “ it snowed of meat 
and drink,” as a matter of course throuohout tlie year!— 
The distinctions of dress, the liadges of different profes¬ 
sions, the very signs of the shops, which we have set aside 
for written inscriptions over the doors, were, as Mr. Lamb 
observes, a sort of visible language to the imagination, and 
hiiUs-for thought. Like the costume of different forei<m 
nations, they had an immediate striking and picturesque 
effect, giving scope to the fancy. The surface of society 
was embossed with hieroglyphics, and poetry existeti ” in 
art and compliment extern.” The jHietry of former times 
might he directly taken from real life, as our poetry is 
taken from the poetry of former times. I''mal!x,^the face 
, oT.^nture, which was the same glorious object thau that it 
1 is now, was open to them; and coming first, they gathered 
her fairest flowers to live for ever in tlieir verse:—the 
j movements of the human heart were not hid from them 
for they had tlie same passions as we, only less disguised, 
and less subject to controul. Deckar has given an admira¬ 
ble description of a mad-house in one of his |)lavs. lUit it 
might be perha])s objected, that it was only a literal account 
taken from Hedlam at that time; and it might be answered, 
that the old iiocts took the same method of describing the 
passions and fancies of men whom they met at large, which 
forms tlie point of communion between us: for the title of 
the old play, ” A Mad ^\'orld. my Masters." is hardly yet 
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obsolete: and we are pretty much the same Bedlam still, 
perhaps a little better managed, like the real one, and with 
more care and humanit)^ shewn to the patients ! 

Lastly, to conclude this account; what gave a unity 
and common direction to all these causes, was the natural 
gemus^f file country, which was strong in these writers 
in proportion to their strength. \\g are a nation of island¬ 
ers, and we cannot help it; nor mend ourselves if we 
would. We are something in ourselves, nothing when we 
t ry tp ape others. !Music and painting are not our forte: 
for what we have done in that way has been little, and tliat 
borrowed from others with great difficulty. But we may 
boast oLour poets and philosophers. That's something. We 
have had strong heads and sound hearts among us. Thrown 
on one side of the world, and left to bustle for ourselves, 
we have fought out many a battle for truth and freedom. 
That is our natural stvle; and it were to be wished we 
had in no instance departed from it. Our situation has 
giv en u s a certain cast of thought and character; and our 
lib erty has enabled us to make the most of it. Wc are of 
a stiff clay, not moulded into every fashion, with stubborn 
joints not easily bent. We are slow to think, and therefore 
impressions do not work upon us till they act in masses. 
We are not forward to express our feelings, and therefore 
they do not come from us till they force their way in the 
most impetuous eloquence. Our language is. as it were, 
to begin anew, and we make use of the most singular and 
boldest combinations to explain ourselves. Our wit comes 
from us, “ like birdlime, brains and all." We pay too little 
attention to form and method, leave our works in an unfin¬ 
ished state, but still the materials we work in are solid and 
of nature’s mint; we do not deal in counterfeits. We both 
under and over-do, but we keep an eye to the prominent 
features, the main chance. We are more for weight than 
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show; care onlv about what interests ourselves, instead of 
trying to impose upon others bv plausible appearances, and 
are obstinate and intractable in not conforming to common 
rules, by which many arrive at their ends with half the 
real waste of thought and trouble. We neglect all but the 
principal object, gather our force to make a great blow, 
bring it down, and relapse into ^luggishncss and indiffer¬ 
ence again. Matcriain sitf'crahat of'its, cannot be said of 
us. \\c may be accused of grossness, but not of Himsiness; 
of extravagance, but not of affectation; of want of art and 
refinement, but not of a want of truth and nature. Our 
literature, in a word, is Gothic and grotesque; unequal and 
irregular; not cast in a previous mould, nor of one uniform 
texture, but of great weight in the whole, and of incom- 
])arable value in the best parts. It aims at an excess of 
beauty or power, hits or misses, and is either very good 
indeed, or absolutely good for nothing. This character 
applies in particular to our literature in the age of Elizabeth, 
which is its best period, before the introduction of a rage 
for French rules and b'rench models; for whatever may 
be the value of our own original style of composition, there 
can be neither offence nor presumption in saying, that it 
is at least better than our second-hand imitations of others. 
Our understanding (such as it is, and niust remain to be 
good for anything) is not a thoroughfare ftw common 
|)laces, smooth as the palm of one’s hand, but full of knotty 
points and jutting excrescences, rough, uneven, overgrown 
witli brambles; and I like this aspect of the mind (as some 
one said of the country), where nature keeps a good deal 
of the soil in her own hands. Perhaps the genius of our 
jioetry has more of Pan than of Apollo; “but Pan is a 
God, Apollo is no more 1 ” 


II 


SPENSER 

Spenser flourished in the reign of Queen Elizabeth, and 
was sent with Sir John Davies into Ireland, of which he 
has left behind him some tender recollections in his descrip¬ 
tion of the bog of Allan, and a record in an ably written 
paper, containing observations on the state of that country 
and the means of improving it, which remain in full force 
to the present day. Spenser died at an obscure inn in 
.London, it is supposed in distressed circumstances. The 
treatment he received from Burleigh is well known. 
-Spenser, as well as Chaucer, was engaged in active life; 
but the genius of hi's poetry was not active: it is inspired 
by the love of ease, and relaxation from all the cares and 
business of life. Of all the poets, he is the most poetical. 
Though much later than Chaucer, his obligations to pre¬ 
ceding writers were less. He has in some measure bor¬ 
rowed the plan of his poem (as a number of distinct nar¬ 
ratives) from Ariosto; but he has engrafted upon it an 
exu bera nce . of. fancy, and an endless voluptuousness of 
sentiment, which are not to be found in the Italian writer. 
Farther, Spenser is even more of an inventor in the subject- 
niaUer. There is an originality, richness, and variety in his ^ 
allegorical personages and fictions, which almost vies with 
the splendor of the ancient mythology. If Ariosto trans-| 
ports us ^into the regions of romance, Spenser’s poetry is 
all fairy-land. In Ariosto, we walk upon the ground, in 
a company, gay, fantastic, and adventurous enough. In 
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Spenser, we wander in another world, ainonp^ ideal beings. 
The poet takes and lays us in the laj) of a lovelier nature, 
by tlie sound of softer streams, among greener hills and 
fairer valleys, lie j)aints nature, not as we find it. but 
as we expected to find it; and fulfils the delightful promise 
of our youth. He waves his wand of enchantment—and at 
once embodies airy beings, and throws a delicious veil 
over all actual ohjccts. The Xwo worlds of reality and of 
fiction arc poised on the wings of hi^ imagination. His 
ideas, indeed, seem more distinct than his percei>tions. He 
is the painter of abstractions, and describes them with daz¬ 
zling minuteness. In the Mask of (■upi<l he makes the God 
of Love "clap on high his coloured winges txy'ain:" and 
if is said of (duttony in the Proces^iitn of the Passions, 

" In green vine leaves he was right fitly clad." 

i At times he becomes pictureM|ue from his intense love of 
/ beauty: as where he compares Prince Arthur’s crest to the 
appearance of the almond tree: 

" Upon the top of all his Udty crest. 

.\ bunch of hairs discolour’d diversely 

With sprinkled pearl and gold fnll richly drest 
Did shake and seem’d lo dannee for jollity; 

Pike to an almond tree ym(*nnte<l high 
On top of green Selenis all ahme. 

With blossoms hraxe bedecked daintih'; 

Her tender locks (b> tremble every one 
M every little breath that nmler heav’ii is blown." 

• • however, ami not of truth, is the moving 

principle of his mind ; and he is gnidevl in his fantastic 
tielineations hy no rule hut the impidse of an inexhaustihlo 
jimagination. He luxuriates e(|ually in scenes of h'astcrti 
magnificence: or the still solitude of a hermit's cell—in the 
extremes of sensuality or refinement. 
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In reading the Faery Queen, you see a little withered 
old man by a wood-side opening a wicket, a giant, and a 
dwarf lagging far behind, a damsel in a boat upon an 
enchanted lake, wood-nymphs, and satyrs; and all of a 
sudden you are transported into a lofty palace, with tapers 
burning, amidst knights and ladies, with dance and revelry, 
and song, “ and mask, and antique pageantry.” What can 
'be more solitary, more shut up in itself, than his description 
of the house of Sleep, to which Archimago sends for a 
dream: 

“And more to lull him in his slumber soft 

A trickling .stream from high rock tumbling down, 

And ever-drizzling rain upon the loft, 

Mix’d with a murmuring wind, much like the sound 
Of swarming Bees, did cast him in a swound. 

No other noise, nor people’s troublous cries 
That still are wont t’ annoy the walled town 
Might there be heard; but careless Quiet lies 
Wrapt in eternal silence, far from enemies.’’ 

It is as if “ the honey-heavy dew of slumber ” had settled 
on his pen in writing these lines. How different in the 
subject (and yet how like in beauty) is the following de¬ 
scription of the Bower of Bliss: 

“ Eftsoones they heard a most melodious sound 
Of all that mote delight a dainty ear; 

Such as at once might not on living ground, 

Save in this Paradise, be heard elsewhere: 

Right hard it was for wight which did it hear, 

To tell what manner musicke that mote be; 

For all that pleasing is to living eare 
Was there consorted in one harmonee: 

Birds, voices, instruments, windes, waters, all agree. 

The joyous birdes shrouded in chearefull shade 
Their notes unto the voice attempred sweet: 

The angelical soft trembling voices made 
To th* instruments divine respondence meet. 
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The silver sounding instruments did meet 
With the base murmur of the water’s fall; 

The water’s fall with difference discreet. 

Now soft, now loud, unto the wind did call; 

The gentle warbling wind low answered to all.” 

The remainder of the passage has all that voluptuous 
pathos, and languid brilliancy of fancy, in which this writer 
excelled: 


"The whiles some one did chaunt this lovely lay; 

Ah ! see, whoso fayre thing dost fain to see. 

In springing flower the image of thy day! 

Ah! sec the virgin rose, how sweetly she 
Doth first peep forth with bashful modesty, 

That fairer seems the less ye see her may! 

Lo! sec soon after, how more bold and free 
Her bared bosom she doth broad display; 

Lo! sec soon after, how she fades and falls away! 

So passeth in the passing of a day 
Of mortal life the leaf, the bud, the llower; 

Nc more doth llonrish after first decay. 

That erst was sought to <leck both betl and bower 
Of many a lady and many a paramour! 

Gather therefore the rose whilst yet is prime, 
h'or soon comes age that will her pride deflower; 

(iathcr the rose of love whilst yet is time. 

\Vhilst loving thou mayst loved he with equal crime. ” * 

He ceased; and then gan all the (piire of birds 
Their divers notes to attune unto his lay. 

As in approvance of his pleasing wordes. 

The constant pair heard all that he did say. 

Yet swerved not, but kept their forward way 
Through many covert groves and thickets close. 

In which they creeping did at last display f 
That wanton lady with her lover loose. 

Whose sleepy head she in her lap did soft dispose. 

* Taken from Tasso. 

t This word is an instance of those unwarrantable freedoms 
which Spenser sometimes took with language. 
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Upon a bed of roses she was laid 

As faint through heat, or dight to pleasant sin ; 
And was arrayed or rather disarrayed, 

All in a veil of silk and silver thin, 

That hid no whit her alabaster skin. 

But rather shewed more white, if more might be: 
More subtle web Arachne cannot spin ; 

Nor the fine nets, which oft we woven see 
Of scorched dew, do not in the air more lightly flee. 


Her snowy breast was bare to greedy spoil 
Of hungry eyes which n’ote therewith be fill d. 

And yet through languor of her late sweet toil^ 

Few drops more clear than nectar forth distill d, 

That like pure Orient pcrles adown it trill’d ; 

And her fair eyes sweet smiling in delight 
Moisten’d their fiery beams, with which she thrill'd 
Frail hearts, yet quenched not; like starrj' light, 

Which sparkling on the silent waves does seem more bright.” 

The finest things in Spenser are, the character of Una. 
in the first book; the House of Pride; the Cave of Mammon, 
and the Cave of Despair; the account of Memory, of whom 
it is said, among other things, 

“The wars he well remember’d of King Nine, 

Of old Assaracus and Inachus divine;” 


the description of Belphoebe; the stor}^ of Florimel and the 
Witch’s son; the Gardens of Adonis, and the Bo\ver of 
Bliss; the Mask of Cupid; and Colin Clout's vision, in the 
last book. But some people will say that all this may be 
very fine, but that they cannot understand it on account 
of the allegory. They are afraid of the allegory, as if they 
thought it would bite them : they look at it as a child looks 
at a painted dragon, and think it will strangle them in its 
shining folds. This is very idle. If they do not meddle 
with the allegory, the allegory will not meddle with them. 
Without minding it at all, the whole is as plain as a pike- 
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staff. It might as well be pretended that we cannot see 
Poussin’s pictures for the allegory, as that the allegory 
prevents us from understanding Spenser. For instance, 
when Britomart. seated amidst the young warriors, lets 
fall her hair and discovers her sex. is it necessary to know 
the part she plays in the allegory, to understand the beauty 
of the following stanza? 

" And ckc that stranger knight amongst the rest 
Was for like need enforc’d to disarray. 

Tho when as vailed was her lofty crest, 

Her golden locks that were in trammels gay 
Upbounden. did themselves adown display, 

And raught unto her heels like sunny beams 
That in a cloud their light did long time stay; 

Their vapour faded, shew their golden gleams, 

And through the persant air shoot forth their azure streams.” 

Or is there any mystery in what is said of Belphcebe, that 
her hair was sprinkled with flowers and blossoms which had 
been entangled in it as she fled through the woods? Or 
is it necessary to have a more distinct idea of Proteus, than 
that which is given of him in his boat, with the frighted 
Florimel at his feet, while 

”—the cold icicles from his rough heard 
Dropped adown upon her snowy breast! " 

Or is it not a sufficient account of one of the sea-gods that 
pass by them, to say— 

‘‘That was Arion crowned:— 

So went he playing on the watery plain.” 

Or to take the Procession of the Passions that draw the 
coach of Pride, in which the figures of Idleness, of Glut¬ 
tony, of Lechery, of Avarice, of Fjivy, and of Wrath speak, 
one should think, plain enough for themselves; such as 
this of Guttony: 
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“ And by his side rode loathsome Gluttony, 
Deformed creature, on a filthy swine; 

His belly was up blown with luxury; 

And eke with fatness swollen were his eyne; 
And like a crane his neck was long and fine, 

With which he swallowed up excessive feast, 
For want whereof poor people oft did pine. 

In green vine leaves he was right fitly clad ; 

For other clothes he could not wear for heat; 
And on his head an ivy garland had, 

From under which fast trickled down the sweat: 
Still as he rode, he somewhat still did eat, 

And in his hand did bear a bouzing can, 

Of which he supt so oft, that on his seat 
His drunken corse he scarce upholden can; 

In shape and life more like a monster than a man.’ 


Or this of Lechery: 

“ And next to him rode lustfull Lechery 

Upon a bearded goat, whose rugged hair 
And whaly eyes (the sign of jealousy) 

Was like the person’s self whom he did bear: 
Who rough an^ black, and filthy did appear. 

Unseemly man to please fair lady’s eye: 

Yet he of ladies oft was loved dear, 

When fairer faces were bid standen by: 

O! who does know the bent of woman’s fantsay? 

In a green gown he clothed was full fair, 

Which underneath did hide his filthiness; 

And in his hand a burning heart he bare, 

Full of vain follies and new fangleness; 

For he was false and fraught with fickleness; 

And learned had to love with secret looks; 

And well could dance; and sing with ruefulness; 

And fortunes tell; and read in loving books; 

And thousand other ways to bait his fleshly hooks. 

Inconstant man that loved all he saw, 

And lusted after all that he did love; 

Ne would his looser life be tied to law; 

But joyed weak women’s hearts to tempt and prove, 
If from their loyal loves he might them move. 



28 English Literature 

This is pretty plain-spoken. Mr. Southey says of Spenser: 

“ Vet not more sweet 

Than pure was he, and not more pure than wise; 

' High priest of all the Muses’ mysteries!” 

On the contrary, no one was more apt to pry into mysteries 
which do not strictly belong to the Muses. 

Of the same kind with the Procession of the Passions, 
as little obscure, and still more beautiful, is the Mask of 
Cupid, with his train of votaries: 

” The first was Fancy, like a lovely hoy 
Of rare aspect, and beauty without peer; 

His garment neither was of silk nor sav. 

But painted plumes in goodly order dight. 

Like as the sun-burnt Indians do array 
Their tawny bodies in their proudest plight; 

As those same plumes so seem’d lie vain and light, 

That by his gait might easily appear; 

For still he far'd as dancing in delight. 

And in his hand a windy fan did bear 
That in the idle air he mov’d still here and there. 

And him beside march'd amorous Desire. 

Who seem’d of riper years than the other swain, 

Yet was that other swain this elder’s sire. 

And gave him being, common to them twain : 

His garment was disguised very vain. 

And his embroidered bonnet sat awry; 

’Twixt both his hands few sparks he close did strain. 
Which still he blew, and kindled busily, 

That soon they life conceiv’d and forth in tlames did tly. 

Next after him went Doubt, who was yclad 
In a discolour’d coat of strange disguise. 

That at his back a broad capuccio had. 

And sleeves dependant .Uhtinc.U'-'iiisc: 

He lookt askew with his mistrustful eves. 

as thorns lay in his way, 

Or that the floor to shrink he did avise; 

And on a broken reed he still did stay 
Flis feeble steps, which shrunk when hard thereon he lay. 
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With him wenU Daunger. cloth’d in ragged weed, 

Made of bear’s skin, that him more dreadful made; 
Yet his own face was dreadfull, ne did need 
Strange horror to deform his grisly shade ; 

A net in th' one hand, and a rusty blade 

In th’ other was; this Mischiefe, that Mishap; 
With th‘ one his foes he threat’ned to invade. 

With th’ other he his friends meant to enwrap; 

For whom he could not kill he practiz’d to entrap. 

Next him was Fear, all arm’d from top to toe. 

Yet thought himself not safe enough thereby, 

But fear’d each shadow moving to and fro; 

And his own arms when glittering he did spy 
Or clashing heard, he fast away did fly. 

As ashes pale of hue, and winged-heel’d; 

And evermore on Daunger fixt his eye. 

’Gainst whom he always bent a brazen shield. 

Which his right hand unarmed fearfully did wield. 

With him went Hope in rank, a handsome maid, 
Of chearfull look and lovely to behold; 

In silken samite she was light array d, 

And her fair locks were woven up in gold; 

She always smil’d, and in her hand did hold 
An holy-water sprinkle dipt in dew. 

With which she sprinkled favours manifold 
On whom she list, and did great liking shew, 

Great liking unto many, but true love to few. 


Next after them, the winged God himself 
Came riding on a lion ravenous. 

Taught to obey the menage of that elfe 

That man and beast with power imperious 
Subdueth to his kingdom tyrannous: 

His blindfold eyes he bade awhile unbind. 

That his proud spoil of that same dolorous 
Fair dame he might behold in perfect kind; 

Which seen, he much rejoiced in his cruel mind. 

Of which full proud, himself uprearing high. 

He looked round about with stern disdain, 

And did survey his goodly company; 

And marshalling the evil-ordered train. 

With that the darts which his right hand did strain, 
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Full dreadfully he shook, that all did quake, 

And clapt on high his colour’d wingcs twain, 

That all his many it afraid did make: 

Tho, blinding him again, his way he forth did take.” 

The description of Hope, in this series of historical por¬ 
traits, is one of the most beautiful in Spenser: and the 
triumph of Cupid at the mischief he has made, is worthy 
of the malicious urchin deity. In reading these descrip¬ 
tions, one can hardly avoid being reminded of Rubens’s 
allegorical pictures; but the account of Satyrane taming 
the lion’s whelps and lugging the bear’s cubs along in his 
arms while yet an infant, whom his mother so naturally 
advises to “ go seek some other play-fellows." has even 
more of this high picturesque character. Nobody but 
Rubens could have painted the fancy of Spenser; and he 
could not have given the sentiment, the airy dream that 
hovers over it! 

With all this, ucithcr makes us laugh nor weep. 

( The only jest in his poem is an allegorical play upon words, 
where he describes Malbccco as escaping in the herd of 
goats, " by the help of his fayre horns on hight." But 
he has been unjustly charged with a want of passion and 
of strength. He has both in an immense degree. He has 
\ not indeed the pathos of immediate actitin or sutTering, 

1 which is more properly the dramatic; but he has all the 
pathos of sentiment and romance—all that belongs to distant 
objects of terror, and uncertain, imaginary distress. His 
strength, in like manner, is not strength of will or action, 
of bone and muscle, nor is it coarse and palpable—but it 
, assumes a character of vastness and sublimity seen through 
the same visionary medium, and blended with the appalling 
\ associations of preternatural agency. W’e need only turn, 
in proof of this, to the Cave of Despair, or the Cave of 
Mammon, or to the account of the change of Malbecco into 
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Jealousy. The following stanzas, in the description of the 
Cave of Afammon, the grisly house of Plutus, are unrivalled 
for the portentous massiness of the forms, the splendid 
chiaro-scuro, and shadow’y horror. 

“ That house’s form within was rude and strong, 

Like an huge cave hewn out of rocky clift, 

From whose rough vault the ragged breaches hung, 
Embossed with massy gold of glorious gift, 

And with rich metal loaded every rift, 

That heavy ruin they did seem to threat: 

And over them Arachne high did lift 

Her cunning web, and spread her subtle net, 

Enwrapped in foul smoke, and clouds more black than jet. 

Both roof and floor, and walls were all of gold, 

But overgrown with dust and old decay,* 

And hid in darkness that none could behold 
The hue thereof; for view of cheerful day 
Did never in that house itself display. 

But a faint shadow of uncertain light; 

Such as a lamp whose light doth fade away; 

Or as the moon clothed with cloudy night 

Does shew to him that walks in fear and sad affright. 

♦ •♦•••• 

And over all sad Horror with grim hue 
Did always soar, beating his iron wings; 

And after him owls and night-ravens flew, 

The hateful messengers of heavy things. 

Of death and dolour telling sad tidings; 

While sad Celleno, sitting on a clift, 

A song of bale and bitter sorrow sings, 

That heart of flint asunder could have rift; 

Which having ended, after him she flieth swift.’' 

The Cave of Despair is described vvdth equal gloominess and 
power of fancy; and the fine moral declamation of the 

*" That all with one consent praise new-born gauds, 

Tho’ they are made and moulded of things past, 

And give to Dust, that is a little gilt. 

More laud than gold o’er-dusted.” 

Troilus and Crcssida. 
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owner of it, on the evils of life, almost makes one in love 
with death. In the story of Malbecco, who is haunted by 
jealousy, and in vain strives to run away from his 
own thoughts— 

“High over hill and over dale he flies”— 

the truth of human passion and the preternatural ending are 
equally striking.—It is not fair to compare Spenser with 
Shakspeare, in point of interest. A fairer comparison 
would be with Comus; and the result would not be unfa¬ 
vourable to Spenser. There is only one work of the same 
allegorical kind, which has more interest than Spenser 
(with scarcely less imagination): and that is the Pilgrim's 
Progress. The three first books of tlic h'aery Queen are 
very superior to the three last. One would think that Pope, 
who used to ask if anv one had ever read the Paerv Oueen 
tlirough, had only dipped into these last. The only things 
in them ef}ual to the former, are the account of Talus, the 
Iron Man, and the delightful episode of Pastorella, 

, The language of Sjjenscr is full, and copious, to over- 
I fluiving: it is less jiure and idiomatic than Chaucer’s, and 
is enriched and adorned with phrases borrowed from the 
^ different languages of luirojic, both ancient and moilern. 

I He was, probably, seduced into a certain license of ex- 
t pression by the difficulty of filling up the moulds of his 
complicated rhymed stanza from the limited resources of 
his native language. This stanza, with alternate and re¬ 
peatedly recurring rhymes, is liorrowcd from the Italians. 
It is peculiarly fitted to their language, which abounds in 
similar vowel terminations, and is as little adapted to ours, 
from the stubborn, unaccommodating resistance which the 
consonant endings of the northern languages make to this 
sort of endless sing-song.—Not that I would, on that ac¬ 
count, part with the stanza of Spenser. We arc. perhaps, 
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. indebted to this very necessity of finding- out new forms 
i of expression, and to the occasional faults to which it led, 

: for a poetical language rich and varied and magnificent 
beyond all former, and almost all later example. Hi^versi- 
fication is^^t once, the most smooth and the most sounding 
in the^Janguage. It is a labyrinth of sweet sounds, “ in 
many a winding bout of linked sweetness long drawn out ” 
—that would cloy by their very sweetness, but that the 
ear is constantly relieved and enchanted by their continued 
variety of modulation—dwelling on the pauses of the action, 
or flowing on in a fuller tide of harmony witli the move¬ 
ment of the sentiment. It has not the bold dramatic transi¬ 
tions of Shakspeare’s blank verse, nor the high-raised tone 
’ of Milton’s; but it is the perfection of melting harmony, 
dissolving the soul in pleasure, or holding it captive in the 
chains of suspense. Spenser was the poet of our waking 
d,r£ams; and he has invented not only a language, but a 
music of his own for them. The undulations are infinite, 
like those of the waves of the sea: but the effect is still 
the same, lulling the senses into a deep oblivion of the 
jarring noises of the world, from which we have no wish 
to be ever recalled. 


V 


III 

SHAKSPEARE 

; 

The four greatest names in English poetry, are almost the 
four first we come to—Chaucer, Spenser, Shakspeare, and 
Milton. There arc no others that can really be put in 
competition with these. The two last have had justice 
done them by the voice of common fame. Their names 
are blazoned in the very firmament of reputation; while 
the two first, (though "the fault has been more in their 
stars than in themselves that they are underlings") either 
never emerged far above the horizon, or were too soon 
involved in the obscurity of time. The three first of these 
are excluded from Dr. Johnson’s Lives of the Poets (Shak- 
spcarc indeed is so from the dramatic form of his com¬ 
positions) : and the fourth, Milton, is admitted with a re¬ 
luctant and churlish welcome. ' 

V In comparing these four)' .writers together, it might be 
said that Chaucer excels as the poet of manners, or of 
j real life; Spenser, as the poet of romance; Shakspeare, as 
V the poet of nature (in the largest use of the term): and 
► t' , Milton, as the poet of morality. Chaucer most frequently 

describes things as they are; Spenser, as we wish them to 
be; Shakspeare, as they would be; and Milton as they ought 
to be. As poets, and as great poets, imagination, that is. 
the power of feigning things according to nature, was 
common to them all: but the principle or moving power, to 
which this faculty was most subservient in Chaucer, was 
habitj or inveterate iirejudice; in Spenser, novelty, and the 
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love of the marvellous; in Shakspeare, it was the force of 
passion, combined with every variety of possible circum¬ 
stances; and in Milton, only witli the highest. The char¬ 
acteristic of Chaucer is intensity; of Spenser, remoteness; 
of Milton, elevation; of Shakspeare, everything.—It has 
been said by some critic, that Shakspeare was distinguished 
from the other dramatic writers of his day only by 
his wit; that they had all his other qualities but 
that; that one writer had as much sense, another as 
much fancy, another as much knowledge of character, 
another the same depth of passion, and another as great 
a power of language. This statement is not true; nor is 
the inference from it well-founded, even if it were. This 
person does not seem to have been aware that, upon his 
own shewing, the great distinction of Shakspeare s genius 
was its virtually including the genius of all the great men 
of bis age, and not his differing from them in one acci¬ 
dental particular. But to have done with such minute and 
literal trifling. 

The_striking peculiarity of Shakspeare s mind was its 
generic quality, its power of communication with all other 
minds—sq^ that it contained a universe of thought and 
feeling within itself, and had no one peculiar bias, or 

exclusive excellence more than another. He was just like 

^ _ _ 

any other man, but that he was like all other men. He 
was the least of an egotist that it was possible to be. He 
was nothing in himself; but he was all that others were, 
or that they could become. He not only had in himself 
the germs of every faculty and feeling, but he could follow 
them by anticipation, intuitively, into all their conceivable 
ramifications, through every change of fortune or conflict 
of passion, or turn of thought. He had " a mind reflecting 
ages past,” and present:—all the people that ever lived are 
there. There was no respect of persons with him. His 
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genius shone ecjually on the evil and on the good, on the 
wise and tlic foolish, tlie monarch and the beggar: “All 
corners of the earth, kings, queens, and states, maids, 
matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave," are hardly hid from 
his searching glance. was like the genius of humanity, 
changing places with all of us at pleasure, and playing with 
our purposes as with his own. Me turned the globe round 
for his amusement, and surveyed the generations of men, 
and the individuals as they passed, with their different 
concerns, passions, follies, vices, virtues, actions, and mo¬ 
tives—as well those that they knew, as those which they 
did not know, or acknowledge to themselves. The dreams 
of childhood, the ravings of despair, were the toys of his 
fancy. Air^: beings waited at his call, and came at his bid¬ 
ding. hlarmless fairies “ nodded to him, and did him 
curtesies: " and the night-hag bestrode the blast at the com¬ 
mand of “his so potent art." The world of spirits lay 
open to him, like the world of real men and women: and 
there is the same truth in his delineations of the one as 
of the other; for if the preternatural characters he describes 
could be supposed to exist, they would speak, and feel, and 
act, as he makes them, lie had only to think of any thing 
in order to become that thing, with all the circumstances 
belonging to itf When he conceived of a character 
whether real or Jinaginary, he not only entered into all its 
thoughts and feelings, but seemed instantly, and as if by 
touching a secret spring, to be surrounded with all the same 
objects, “ subject to the same skyey influences," the same 
local, outward, and unforeseen accidents which would occur 
in reality. Thus the character of Caliban not only stands 
before us with a language and manners of its own. but the 
scenery and situation of the enchanted island he inhabits, 
the traditions of the place, its strange noises, its hidden 
recesses, “ his frequent haunts and ancient neighbourhood,” 
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are given with a miraculous truth of nature, and with all 
the familiarity of an old recollection. The whole “ coheres 
semblably together ” in time, place, and circumstance. In 
reading this author, you do not merely learn what his char¬ 
acters say,—you see their persons. By something expressed 
or understood, you are at no loss to decypher their peculiar 
physiognomy, the meaning of a look, the grouping, the bye- 
play, as we might see it on the stage. A word, an epithet 
p aints a whole scene, or throws us back whole years in 
the history of the person represented. So (as it has been 
ingeniously remarked) when Prospero describes himself as 
left alone in the boat with his daughter, the epithet which 
he applies to her, “ Ale, and thy crying self," flings the im¬ 
agination instantly back from the grown woman to the help¬ 
less condition of infancy, and places the first and most 
trying scene of his misfortunes before us, with all that 
he must have suffered in the interval. How well the silent 
anguish of Macduff is conveyed to the reader, by the friendly 
expostulation of Malcolm—"What! man, ne’er pull your 
hat upon your brows! Again, Hamlet, in the scene with 
Rosencrans and Guildenstern, somewhat abruptly concludes 
his fine soliloquy on life by saying^ " Man delights not me, 
nor woman neither, though by your smiling you seem to 
say, so.” Which is explained by their answer—" My lord, 
we had no such stuff in our thoughts. But we smiled to 
think, if you delight not in man, what lenten entertainment 
the players shall receive from you, whom we met on the 
way; ”—as if while Hamlet was making this speech, his two 
old schoolfellows from Wittenberg had been really standing 
by, and he had seen them smiling by stealth, at the idea of 
the players crossing their minds. It is not “ a combination 
and a form ” of words, a set speech or two, a preconcerted 
theory of a character, that will do this: but all the persons 
concerned must have been present in the poet’s imagination. 
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as at a kind of rehearsal; and whatever would have passed 
through their minds on the occasion, and have been ob¬ 
served by others, passed through his, and is made known 
to the reader.—Il may add in passing, that Shakspeare always 
gives the best directions for the costume and carriage of 
his heroes./ Thus, to take one example, Ophelia gives the 
following account of Hamlet; and as Ophelia had seen 
Hamlet, I should think her word ought to be taken against 
that of any modern authority. 




" Of'helia. My lord, as I was reading in my closet, 
Prince Hamlet, with his doulilct all unbrac’d. 

No hat iii)on his head, his stockiuj^s loose, 

Ungartred. and down-gyved to his ancle. 

Pale as his sliirt, his knees knocking each other. 

And with a look so piteous. 

As if he had been sent from hell 
To speak of horrors, thus he comes before me. 
Polouius. Mad for tliy love! 

O/’/i. My lord. 1 <lo not know, 

But truly I do fear it. 

Pol. \\\m said he? 

0/>/i. Tic took me by the wrist and held me hard. 
Then goes he to the length of all his arm; 

And with his ()thcr hand tluis o’er his brow, 

He falls to such perusal of my face. 

As he would draw it; long staid he so; 

At last, a little shaking of my arm, 

And thrice his head thus waving up and down. 

He rais’d a sigh so jiitcous and j^rofound, 

As it did seem to shatter all his b\dk. 

And end his l>eing. Tlial done, he lets me go. 

And with his hca<l (uer his shoulder turn’d. 

Me seem’d to find his .way witlunit his eyes; 

For out of doors he went without their help. 

And to the last bended their light on me.” 

Act II. Scent I. 



How after this airy, fantastic idea of irregular grace 
and bewildered melancholy any one can play Hamlet, as we 
have seen it played, with strut, and stare, and antic right- 
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angled sharp-pointed gestures, it is difficult to say. unless 
it be that Hamlet is not bound, by the prompter's cue, to 
study the part of Ophelia. The account of Ophelia’s death 
begins thus; 

) “ There is a willow hanging o’er a brook. 

That shows its hoary leaves in the glassy stream.”- 


jNow this is an iia^tance of the same unconscious power 
'of mind which is as true to nature as itself. The leaves of 
^ the willow are, in fact, white underneatli, and it is this part 
of them which would appear “ hoary ” in the reflection in 
the brook. The same sort of intuitive power, tlie same 
/faculty of bringing every object in nature, whether present 
for absent, before the mind’s eye, is observalde in the speech 
* Cleopatra, when conjecturing what were the employ- 
^\^^^-rnents of Antony in his absence:—He’s speaking now, or 
murmuring, where’s my serpent of old Kile? ” How fine to 
make Cleopatra have this consciousness of her own char¬ 
acter, and to niaU^/her feel that it is this for which Antony 
is in love with her! She says, after the battle of Actium. 
when Antony has resolved to risk another fight, ft is my 
birth-day; I had thought to have held it poor: but since my 
lord is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra.” What other 
poet would have thought of such a casual resource of the 
imagination, or would have dared to avail himself of it? 
The thing happens in the play as it might have happened 

rThat which, perhaps, more than any thing else 
^^^stuTguislies the dramatic productions of Shakspeare from 
'i all others, is this wonderful truth and individuality of con- 
\ception. ) Each of his characters is as much itself, and as 
absolutely independent of the rest, as well as of the author, 
as if they were living persons, not fictions of the mind. The 
i poet may be said, for the time, to identify himself with the 
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character he wishes to represent, and to jjass from one to 
anotlicr. like the same soul successively animatinj^ different 
\ bodies. By an art like that of tlie ventriloquist, he throws 
his imagination out of himself, and makes every word 
1 appear to proceed from tlie mouth of the person in whose 
name it is given. liis plays alone are ])roperly expressions 
of the passions, not descriptions of them, llis characters 
are real beings of llesh and blood; they speak like men,* 
not Jike authors. One might siqipose that he had stood 
. by at the time, and overheartl what passed. As in our 
' dreams we hold conver^ations with ourselves, make re- 
* marks, or communicate intelligence, and have no idea of 
the answer which we shall receive, and which we ourselves 
make, till we hear it: so the dialogues in Shakspeare are 
carried on without any consciousness of what is to follow, 
without any appearance of preparation or premeditation. 
I'he gusts of passion cotne atul go like soinuls of music 
borne on the wind. Nothing is made out by formal infer- 
ence and analogy, by climax and antithesis: all comes, or 
seems to come, immediately from nature. Each object and 
circumstance exists in his mind, as it would have existed 
in reality: each several train of thought and feeling goes 
on of itself, without confusion or efl’ort. Ijt the world of 
his imagination, every thing has a life, a |>lace, and being 
of its-own! 

Chaucer’s characters are sufficiently distinct from one 
another, but they arc too little varied in themselves, too 
firmch like identical propositions. They are consistent, but 
^uniform; we get no new idea of them from first to last; 
they are not placed in dilTerent lights, nor are their sub¬ 
ordinate traits brought out in new situations: th ey a re like 
I porliaits or physiognomical studies, with the distinguishing 
features marked with inconceivable truth and precision, but 
that preserve the same unaltered air and attitude. Shak- 
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I speare’s are historical figures, equally true and correct, but 
j putjnto action, where every nerve and muscle is displayed 
in the struggle with others, with all the effect of collision 
and contrast, with every variety of light and shac^e. 
Chaucer’s characters are narrative, Shakspeare’s dramatic. 
Ikf.ilton’s_epic. That is, Chaucer told only as much of his 
story as he pleased, as was required for a particular pur¬ 
pose. He answered for his characters himself. In Shak- 
speare they are introduced upon the stage, are liable to be 
asked all sorts of questions, and are forced to answer for 
themselves. In Chaucer we perceive a fixed essence of 
character. In Shakspeare there is a continual composition 
and decomposition of its elements, a fermentation of every 
particle in the whole mass, by its alternate affinity or 
antipathy to other principles which arc brought in contact 
with it. Till the experiment is tried, we do not know the 
result, the turn which the character will take in its new 
circumstances. Milton took only a few simple principles of 
character, and raised them to the utmost conceivable 
grandeur, and refined them from every base alloy. His 
imagination, “ nigh sphered in Heaven.” claimed kindred 
only with what he saw from that height, and could raise 
to the same elevation with itself. He sat retired, and 
kept his state alone, “playing with wisdom;” while Shak¬ 
speare mingled with the crowd, and played the host, “ to 
make society the sweeter welcome.” 

* TJifi passion in Shakspeare is of the same nature as his 
\ dejineation of character. It is not some one habitual feel- 
' ing or sentiment preying upon itself, growing out of itself. 
’ and moulding every thing to itself; it is passion modified 
by passion, by all the other feelings to which the individual 
is liable, and to which others are liable with him; subject to 
} all the fluctuations of caprice and accident; calling into 
I play all the resources of the understanding and all the 
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energies of tlie will; irrilakMl by ()l)''lacles or yielding to 
them; rising from small beginnings to its utmost height; 
now drunk with hope, now stung to madness, now sunk in 
despair, now bknvti to air with a breath, now raging like 
a torrent, d'hc human soul is made the sport of fortune, the 
prey of adversity; it is stretchetl on the wheel of dcstitiy, 
in restless ec^tacy. 1 he passions arc in a. state of projec¬ 
tion. Years arc melted down to moments, and every instant 
teems with fate. \\*e know the results, we see the process. 
Thus after lago has been boasting to himself of the effect 
of his poisonous suggestions on the mind of Othello. 

" which, with a little act upon the blood, will work like 
mines of sulphur.” he adds— 

" Look where he comes! jiot pnppy. nor mandragora, 

Xor all the drowsy syrups of tlie h'ast, 

Shall ever me<licine thee to that sweet sleep 
W hich thou ow’dst yester<lay.”- 

And he enters at this moment, like the crested serpent, 
crowned with bis wrongs and raging for revenge! The 
whole dei^ends upon the turn of a thought. A word, a 
look, blows the spark of jealousy into a tlame; and the 
explosion is immediate and terrible as a volcano. T he. 
dialogues in Lear, in Macbeth, that between Brutus and 
Cassius, atul nearly all those in Shakspearc, where the 
interest is wrought up to its highest pitch, afford examples 
of this dramatic fluctuation of tiassion./ The interest in 
C hauce r is ^lite (liffcrciiLuiJJsJikc the_XfflLh^t.' of a river, 
strong, and full, and increasing. In Sh;^peare. on the 
contniry, ft^U^likc the sea. agitaTcd this way and lUat. and 
lou^L-Jashed by furious storms; while iii the still pauses of 
tliQ blast, we distinguish only the cries of despair or the 
silence of death! Milton, on the other hand, takes the 
imaginative part of passion—that wliich remains after the 
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event, which the mind reposes on wlien all is over, which 
looks upon circumstances from the remotest elevation of 
thought and fancy, and abstracts them from the world of 
action to that of contemplation. Tlie objects of dramatic 
pQgi^y affect us by sympathy, by their nearness to our¬ 
selves, as they take us by surprise, or force us upon action, 
" while rage with rage doth sympathise: " the^ objects of 

us through the medium of the imagina- 
and distance, by their permanence and 
universality. The one fill us with terror and pity, the 
obb^ witli admiration and delight. There are certain 
objects that strike the imagination, and inspire awe in the 
very idea of them, independently of any dramatic interest, 
that is, of any connection with the vicissitudes of human 
life. F or instance, we cannot think of the pyramids of 
Egypt, of a Gothic ruin, or an old Roman encampment, 
without a certain emotion, a sense of power and sublimity 
coming over the mind. The heavenly bodies that hang over 
our heads wherever we go, and “ in their untroubled element 
shall shine when we are laid in dust, and all our cares for¬ 
gotten,” affect us in the same way. Thus Satan’s address 
to the Sun has an epic, not a dramatic interest; for though 
the second person in the dialogue makes no answer and feels 
no concern, yet the eye of that vast luminary is upon him, 
like the eye of heaven, and seems conscious of what he 
says, like an universal presence. Dramatic poetry and epic, 
in their perfection, indeed, approximate to and strengthen 
one another. Dramatic poetry borrows aid from the dignity 
of persons and things, as the heroic does from human pas¬ 
sion, but in theory they are distinct.—When Richard IL 
calls for the looking-glass to contemplate his faded majesty 
in it, and bursts into that affecting exclamation; ” Oh, that 
I were a mockery-king of snow, to melt away before the 
sun of Bolingbroke,” we have here the utmost force of 
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human passion, combined with the ideas of regal splendour 
and fallen power. When Milton says of Satan: 


“—Mis form had not yet lost 
All her original hriKhtness. nor appear’d 
Less tlian archanKcl ruin’d, and th’ excess 
Of glory obscur’d;”— 


tiie mixture of beauty, of grandeur, and pathos, from the 
sense of irreparable loss, of never-ending, unavailing regret, 
is perfect. 

riie great fault of a modern school of i)oetry is, that 
it is an experiment to reduce poetry to a mere effusion 
of natural sensibility; or what is worse, to divest it both 
of imaginary splendour aiul human passion, to surround 
tile meanest objects with the morl)i<l feelings and devouring 
egotism of the writers' own minds. Milton and Shak- 
speare did not so understand luictry. 'I'liev gave a more 
liberal interpretation botli to nature and art. Ihey did 
not do all they could to get rid of the one and the other, 
to till up the dreary void with the Moods of their envn 
Minds. riiey owe their ]H)wer over the human mind to 
their having had a deeiier sense than others of what was 
grand in the objects of nature, or affecting in the events of 
human life. Hut to the men 1 speak of there is nothing 
interesting, nothing heroical, but themselves. '1\) them the 
fall of gods or of great men is the same. 'I'liey do not 
enter into the feeling, d'hev cannot understand the terms. 


They are even debarred from the last poor, paltry consola¬ 
tion of an unmanly triumph over fallen greatness; for their 
minds reject, with a convulsive cffVwt and intolerable loath¬ 
ing, the very idea that there ever was, or was thought to 
be. any thing superior to tliemselves. All that has ever 
excited the attention or admiratitin of the world they look 
upon with the most perfect indift'erence; and they are 
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surprised to find that the world repays their indifference 
with scorn. “ With what measure they mete, it has been 
meted to them again,’' 

Shakspeare s imagination is of the same plastic kind as 
hj^ ^nnrcptinn of c h a^^cter or passion. “It glances from 
heaven to earth, from earth to heaven.” Its movement is 
rapid and devious. It unites the most opposite extremes; 
or, as Puck says, in boasting of his own feats, “ puts a girdle 
round about the earth in forty minutes.” He seems always 
hurrying from his subject, even while describing it; but the 
stroke, like the lightning's, is sure as it is sudden. He 
takes the widest possible range, but from that very range 
he has his choice of the greatest variety and aptitude of 
materials. He brings together images the most alike_, but 
placed at the greatest distance from each other; that is, 
found in circumstances of the greatest dissimilitude. From 
the remoteness of his combinations, and the celerity with 
which they are effected, they coalesce the more indissolubly 
together. The more the thoughts are strangers to each 
other, and the longer they have been kept asunder, the more 
intimate does their union seem to become. Their felicity 
is equal to their force. Their likeness is made more dazzling 
by their novelty. They startle, and take the fancy prisoner 
in the same instant. I will mention one or two which are 
very striking, and not much known, out of Troilus and 
Cressida. .^T^neas says to Agamemnon, 

** I ask that I may waken reverence. 

And on the cheek be ready with a blush 
Modest as morning, when she coldly eyes 
The youthful Phoebus.” 

Ulysses urging Achilles to shew himself in the field, says 

“ No man is the lord of any thing. 

Till he communicate his parts to others: 
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Nor doth he of himself know them for aught, 

Till he behold them formed in the applause. 

\\ here thevVe extcndcil! which like an arch reverberates 
The voice again, or like a gate of steel, 

Fronting the sun. receives and renders back 
Its figure and its heat." 

Patrocliis ^ives the indolent warrior the >aine advice. 

" Rouse yourself; and the weak wanton Cupid 
Shall from ymir neck unloose his amorous fold, 

An<l like a <lew-<lrop from the lion’s mane 
He shook to air." 


1 
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Shakspeare’s lan^naj;c and versification arc like the rest of 
him.' TTc*lias a majL^ic power (Vver wrlrds : they come winged 
at his bidding: and seem to know^^'TTicir places. They are 
struck out at a heat, on the spur of the occasion, and have 
all the truth and vividnc''S which arise from an actual 
i impression of the objects. I lis epithets and single ])hrases 
! arc like sjiarklcs, thrown olT from an imagination, fired by 
the whirling rapidity of its own motion. I lis language is 
liieroglyphicai. It translates thoughts into visible images. 
It abounds in sudden transitions and elliptical expressions. 
This is the source of his mixed metaphors, which are only 
abbreviated forms of speech, 'fhese. however, give no ]iain 
from long custom. 'Fhey have, in fact, become idioms in 

'I'hcy are the building, and not the scaffold¬ 
ing to thought. We take the meaning and elTcct of a well- 
known passage entire, and no more stop to scan and spell 
out the particular words and phrases, than the syllables of 
, wliich they arc composed. In trying to recollect any other 
; author, one sometimes stumbles, in case of failure, on a 
i word as good. In Shakspeare, any other word but the 
true one, is sure to be wrong. If any bodv, for instance, 
could not recollect the words of the following description, 
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“—Light thickens, 

And the crow makes wing to the rooky wood,” 

he would be greatly at a loss to substitute others for them 
equally expressive of the feeling. These remarks, how¬ 
ever, are strictly applicable only to the impassioned parts 
of Shakspeare’s language, which flowed from the warmth 
and originality of his imagination, and were his own. The 
language used for prose conversation and ordinary business 
is sometimes technical, and involved in the affectation of 
the time. Compare, for example, Othello’s apology to the 
senate, relating “ his whole course of love,” with some of 
the preceding parts relating to his appointment, and the 
official dispatches from Cyprus. In this respect, ” the busi¬ 
ness of the state does him offence.”—His^yersification is 
no less powerful, sweet, and varied. It has every occasional 
excellence, of sullen intricacy, crabbed and perplexed, or 
of the smoothest and loftiest expansion—from the ease and 
familiarity of measured conversation to the lyrical sounds 

“—Of ditties highly penned, 

;j Sung by a fair queen in a summer’s bower, 

I With ravishing division to her lute.” 

It is the only blank verse in the language, except Milton’s, 
that for itself is readable. It is not stately and uniformly 
swelling like his, but varied and broken by the inequalities 
of the ground it has to pass over in its uncertain course, 

„ “ And so by many winding nooks it strays, 

<\ With willing sport to the wild ocean.” 

It remains to speak of the faults of^hakspeare. They 
are not so many or so great as they have been represented; 
what there are, are chiefly owing to the following causes: ■ 
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Tlic genius was, perhaps, a disadvantage 

to his single works; the variety of his resources sometimes 
diverting liim from applying them to the most effectual 
purposes, lie might he said to combine the powers of 
/Eschjlus and Aristophanes, of Dante and Rabelais, in his 
owaJliuKl- If be had been only half what he was, he would 
perhaps have appeared greater. Th e natu ral_ease and indif¬ 
ference of his temper made him sometimes less scrupulous 
than he might have been. He is relaxed anti careless in 
critical places; he is in earnest throughout only in Timon, 
Macbeth, and Lear. Again, h e had no models of acknowl¬ 
edged excellence constantly in view tt^stiniulatcJiis .efforts, 
and bv all that appears, no lo ve of fame. He wrote for the 
“ great vulgar and the small." iiiTiTs time, not for posterity. 
If Queen Elizabeth and the maids of honour laughed 
heartily at his worst jokes, and the catcalls in the gallery 
were silent at his best passages, he went home satisfied, 
and slc[)t the next niglit well. lie did not trouble himself 
about \'oltairc’s criticisms. He was willlUg-taA^tbp advan- 
t age of the ignorance of the age in inany things; and if 
his plays pleased others, not to ([uarrcl with them himself. 
His very facility of ])roducti()n would make him set less 
value on his own excellences, and not care to distinguish 
nicely between wliat he did well or ill. Iljs bl unders in 
chlP-Hpl^Sy and^gcography do not amount to above half 
a dozen, and they are offences against chronology and 
geography, not against poetry. As t^^ie_ unities, he was 
right in setting tljeip, at defiance. Hc__jya§_ fonder of puns 
than became so great a man. His bar barisms were those 
of his a ge- His genius^'vas Ins own. He had no objection 
to float down with the stream of common taste and opinion: 
he rose above it by his own buoyancy, and an impulse which 
he could not keep under, in spite of himself or others, and 
“ his delights did shew most dolphin-like.” 
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He had an equal genius for comedy._.and tragedy; arid 
his tragedies^re better than his comedies, because tragedy 
is bettejT-Ahan. comedy. His female characters, which have 
been found fault with as insipid, are the finest in the world. 
Lastly, Shakspeare was the least of a coxcomb of any one 
that ever lived, and much of a gentleman./ 



IV 


THE CHARACTERS OF SHAKSPEARE’S PLAYS 

Cymbkline 

C vMiuci.ixE is one o f t he m ost clclightfi il of Sliakspeare’s 
histoi^il plavsT i Ti^iay be c onsicleretl as a dramatic ro- 
Tnahc^, in which striking' pjfrts of the story ,ai£ 

th rown into tlie form of a liialogue, and the intermediate 
circumstances arc explained by the different speakers, as 
occasion renclers necessary. The action is less concentrated 
in conse(|iicnce; hut tlie interest becomes more aerial and 
refined from the principle of perspective introduced into 
the subject bv the imaginary changes of scene, as well as 
by the length of time it occupies. Xhe reading of thi s 
play is like going a jouriiey with some un certa in obj ect a t 
tlie end of it, and ni which the ~sdtspcnse is kept up and 
heightened by the long interyals between each action. 
Though the cyents arc scattered oyer such an extent of 
surface, and relate to such a yariety of characters, yet the 
links which bind the dilYcrent interests of the story together 
are neycr entirely broken. The most straggling and seem¬ 
ingly casual incidents arc contrived in such a manner as to 
lead at last to the most complete developcment of the catas¬ 
trophe. Tlie ease and conscious unconcern with which this 
is effected only makes the skill more wonderful. The 
business of the |)lot eyidcntly thickens in the last act: the 
story moves forward with increasing rapidity at every step; 
its various ramifications are drawn from the most distant 
])oints to the same centre; the principal characters are 
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brought together, and placed in very critical situation^; 
and the fate of almost every person in the drama is made 
to depend on the solution of a single circumstance—the 
answer of lachimo to the question of Imogen respecting 
the obtaining of the ring from Posthumus. Dr. Johnson 
is of opinion that Shakspeare was generally inattentive to 
the winding-up of his plots. We think the contrary is 
true; and we might cite in proof of this remark not only 
the present play, but the conclusion of Lear, of Romeo and 
Juliet^ of Macbeth, of Othello, even of Hamlet, and of 
other plays of less moment, in which the last act is crowded 
with decisive events brought about by natural and striking 
means. 

The pathos in Cymbf, line is not violent or tra gical, Jj iit 
o f the most pleasi ng and amiable~f:ind. A certain tender 
gloom overspreads the whole. Posthumus. is th e ostensible 
hero of the piece,, but its greatest charm is~tlie character 
of Imogen. Posthumus is only interesting from the in¬ 
terest she takes in him; and she is only interesting herself 
from her tenderness and constancy to her husband. It.d^ 
the peculiar excellence of Shakspeare's heroines, that they 
s eem to e^^isl .only in their attachment , to others. TJiey 
are pure abstractions of the affections. We think as little 
of their -persons as they do themselves, because we are let 
into the secrets of their hearts, which are more important. 
We are too much interested in their affairs to stop to look 
at^heir faces, except by stealth and at intervals. pne 
everTiif^the true perfection of the female character, the 
sense^of weakness leaning on the strength of its affections 
^ot..,supi;)Qrt, so well as _Shakspeare—no one ever so well 
painted natural tenderness free from affectation and dis- 
guise —no-one else ever so well shewed how delicacy ano 
timidity , when driven to extremity, grow romantic and 
exjrayagant; for the romance of his heroines (in which 



52 


English Litkkati’rr 


they abotind},^ is only an excess of the habitual preju^es 
o f their sex, scrupulous of bcinj^ false to their vows, truant 
to tJuiix-Jifie.c.tious, and taught by the force of feeling when 
to forego’ the forms of propriety for the essence of it. His 
w ome n,.were in this respect exquisite logicians; for there 
is nothing so logical as i)assion. They knc\v_ their own 
nu.iid:i-cxactly ; and oiily followed up a favourite purpose, 
which they had sworn to with their tongues, and which 
was engraven on their hearts, into its untoward conse¬ 
quences. Thev-were the prettiest little set of martyrs and 
confessors on record.—Cibber, in speaking of the early 
English stage, accounts for the want of prominence and 
theatrical disi)lay in Shakspeare’s female characters from 
the circumstance, that women in those days were not 
allowed to play the parts of women, which made it neces¬ 
sary to keep them a gj>()d deal in the hack-ground. Does 
not this state of manners itself, which prevented tlieir 
exhibiting themselves in public, and confined them to the 
relations and charities of domestic life, afford a truer ex¬ 
planation of the'matter? 1 lis women are certainly very 
unlike stage-heroines; the reverse of tragedy-queens. 

We have almost as great an atTection for Imogen as she 
had for Posthumus; and she ileserves it better. Of all 
Shakspeare’s women she is perhaps the most tender and 
the most artless. Her incredulitv in the ojiening scene 
with lachimo, as to her husband's inhdelity, is much the 
same as Desdemona’s backwardness to believe Othello’s 
jealousy. Her answer to the most distressing part of the 
]>icturc is only. “ My lord. I fear, has forgot Britain.” 
Her readiness to pardon lachimo’s false imputations and 
his designs against herself, is a good lesson to prudes; 
and may shew that where there is a real attachment to 
virtue, it has no need to bolster itself u]> with an outrageous 


or affected antipathy to vice. 


The scene in which Pisanio 


i 
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gives Imogen his master’s letter, accusing her of incon- 
tinency on the treaclierous suggestions of lachimo, is as 
touching as it is possible for anything to be:— 

Pisanio. What cheer, Madam? 

Imogen. False to his bed! What is it to be false? 

To lie in watch there, and to think on him? 

To weep ’twixt clock and clock? If sleep charge nature, 

To break it with a fearful dream of him, 

And cry myself awake? That's false to’s bed, is it? 

Pisanio. Alas, good lady! 

Imogen. I false? thy conscience witness, lachimo, 

Thou didst accuse him of incontinency. 

Thou then look’dst like a villain: now methinks. 

Thy favour’s good enough. Some Jay of Italy. 

Whose mother was her painting, hath betray’d him ; 

Poor I am stale, a garment out of fashion. 

And for I am richer than to hang by th’ walls, 

I must be ript; to pieces with me. Oh, 

Men's vows are women’s traitors. All good seeming 
By thy revolt, oh husband, shall be thought 
Put on for villainy: not born where’t grows. 

But worn a bait for ladies. 

Pisanio. Good Madam, hear me— 

Imogen. Talk thy tongue weary, speak:' 

I have heard I am a strumpet, and mine ear. 

Therein false struck, can take no greater wound. 

Nor tent to bottom that.”- 

When Pisanio, who had been charged to kill his mis¬ 
tress, puts her in a way to live, she says, 

‘‘Why, good fellow. 

What shall I do the while? Where bide? How live? 

Or in my life what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my husband ? ” 

Yet when he advises her to disguise herself in boy’s 
clothes, and suggests “ a course pretty and full in view,” 
by which she may “ happily be near the residence of Pos¬ 
thumus,” she exclaims, 


I 
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“ Oh. for such means, 

ThouK'Ii peril to my modesty, not death on t, 

1 would adventure.” 

A.ul wl.cn I’isanio, enlarging on the consequences, tells 
her slic must change 

-” Fear and niceness, 

The handmaids of all women, or more truly. 

Woman its pretty self, into a waggish courage. 

Ready in gihes. (|uick-answcr’d, saucy, and 
As quarrellous as the weazel 

she interrupts him hastily;— 


“ Nay, he brief; 

I see into thy end, and am almost 
A man already.” 

In her journey thus disguised to Milford-Haven, she 
loses her guide and her way; and unbosoming her com¬ 
plaints, says beautifully— 

-*' My dear lord. 

Thou art one of the false ones; now I think on thee, 

My hunger’s gone; hut even before, I was 
At point to sink for food." 

Slic aftcrwanls fiiuls. as she thinks, the dead body of 
I’ostluiimis, and engages herself as a foot-boy to serve a 
Roman officer, when she has done all due obsequies to him 

whom she calls her former master— 

-” And when 

With wild wood-leaves and weeds I ha* strew’d his grave, 

And on it said a century of pray’rs. 

Such as I can. twice o’er. I’ll weep and sigh, 

And leaving so his service, follow you, 

So please you entertain me.” 

Now this is the very religion of love. She all along 
relies little on her personal charms, which she fears may 
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have been eclipsed by some painted Jay of Italy; she relies 
on her merit, and her merit is in the depth of her love, 
her truth and constancy. Our admiration of her beauty 
is excited with as little consciousness as possible on her 
part. There are two delicious descriptions given of her, 
one when she is asleep, and one when she is supposed dead. 
Arviragus thus addresses her— 

-“ With fairest flowers, 

While summer lasts, and I live here, Fidele, 

I’ll sweeten thy sad grave; thou shall not lack 
The flow’r that’s like thy face, pale primrose, nor 
The azur’d hare-bell, like thy veins, no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, which not to slander, 

Out-sweeten’d not thy breath.” 

The yellow lachimo gives another thus, when he steals 
into her bedchamber :— 

-‘‘ Cytherea, 

How bravely thou becom’st thy bed! Fresh lily. 

And whiter than the sheets! That I might touch— 

But kiss, one kiss—'Tis her breathing that 
Perfumes the chamber thus: the flame o’ th’ taper 
• Bows toward her, and would under-peep her lids 
To see th’ enclosed lights now canopied 
Under the windows, white and azure, laced 
With blue of Heav'ns own tinct—on her left breast 
A mole cinque-spotted, like the crimson drops 
r th’ bottom of a cowslip.” 

There is a moral sense in the proud beauty of this last 
image, a rich surfeit of the fancy,—as that well-known 
passage beginning, Me of my lawful pleasure she re¬ 
strained, and prayed me oft forbearance,*' sets a keener 

edge upon it by the inimitable picture of modesty and self- 
denial. 

The character of Cloten, the conceited, booby lord, and 
rejected lover of Imogen, though not very agreeable in 
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itself, and at present obsolete, is drawn with much humour 
and quaint, extravagance. The description which Imogen 
gives of his unwelcome addresses to her Whose love-suit 
hath been to me as fearful as a siege ”—is enough to cure 
the most ridiculous lover of his folly. It is remarkable 
that though Cloten makes so poor a figure in love, he is 
described as assuming an air of consequence as the Queen’s 
son in a council of state, and with all the absurdity of his 
person and manners, is not without shrewdness in his 
observations. So true is it that folly is as often owing 
to a want of jiroper sentiments as to a want of under¬ 
standing ! The exclamation of the ancient critic—Oh 
Menander and Nature, which of you copied from the 


other! would not be misapidicd to Shakspearc. 

I'lie other characters in this |)lay arc represented with 
great truth and accuracy, and as it happens in most of the 
autlK)r’s works, there is not only the utmost keeping in 
each separate character; but in the casting of the dilYerent 
parts, and their relation to one another, there is an affinity 
and harmony, like what we may observe in the gradations 
of colour in a picture. The striking and powerful contrasts 
in which Shakspeare abounds could not escape observation: 
but the use he makes of the princi|)le of analogy to recon¬ 
cile the greatest diversities of character and to maintain 
a continuity of feeling throughout, has not been siitTcienlly 
attended to. In Cvmukline. for instance, the principal 
interest arises out of the unalterable fidelity of Imogen 


to her husband under the most trying circumstances. 
Now the other parts of the picture are filled up with 
subordinate examples of the same feeling, variously 
motlified by different situations, and applied to the pur- 
])Oscs of virtue or vice. The plot is aided by the amorous 
importunities of Cloten, by the persevering determination 
of lachinio to conceal the defeat of his project by a daring 
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imposture; the faithful attachment of Pisanio to his mis¬ 
tress is an affecting accompaniment to the whole; the obsti¬ 
nate adherence to his purpose in Beliarius, who keeps the 
fate of the young princes so long a secret in resentment for 
the ungrateful return to his former services, tlie incorrigi¬ 
ble wickedness of the Oueen, and even tlic blind uxorious 
confidence of Cymbcline. are all so many lines of the same 
story, tending to the same point. The effect of this coin¬ 
cidence is rather felt than observed ; and as the impre^^ion 
exists unconsciously in the mind of the reader, so it ])roba- 
bly arose in the same manner in the mind of the author, 
not from design, but from the force of natural association, 
a particular train of thought suggesting different inflec¬ 
tions of the same predominant feeling, melting into, and 
strengthening one another, like chords in music. 

The characters of Beliarius, Guidetius. and Arviragus. 
and the romantic scenes in which they appear, are a fine 
relief to the intrigues and artificial refinements of the court 
from which they are banished. Nothing can surpass the 
wildness and-simplicity of the descriptions of the mountain 
life they lead. They follow the business of huntsmen, not of 
shepherds ; and this is in keeping with the spirit of adven¬ 
ture and uncertainty in the rest of the story, and with the 
scenes in which thev are afterwards called on to act. How 
admirably the youthful fire and impatience to emerge from 
their obscurity in the young princes is opposed to the cooler 
calculations and prudent resignation of their more experi¬ 
enced counsellor! How well the disadvantages of knowl¬ 
edge and of ignorance, of solitude and society, are placed 
against each other! 


Guiderius. Out of your proof you speak: \vc poor unfledg d 
Have never wing’d from view o’ th’ nest; nor know not 
What air's from home. Haply this life is best, 

If quiet life is best; sweeter to you 
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That have a sharper known; well corresponding 
With your stiff age; but unto us it is 
A cell of ignorance; travelling a-bed, 

A prison for a debtor, that not dares 
To stride a limit. 

/iri'iragus. What should we speak of 
When wc are old as you? When we shall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December! How, 

In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse 
The freezing hours away? Wc have seen nothing. 

Wc are beastly ; subtle as the fox for prey. 

Like warlike as the wolf for what wc eat: 

Our valour is to chase what tlies; our cage 
Wc make a quire, as doth the prison’d bird, 

And sing our bondage freely.” 

The answer of Bcllarius to this expostulation is hardly 
satisfactory; for nothing can be an answer to hope, or the 
passion of the mind for unknown good, but experience.— 
The forest of Arden in yon lilcc it can alone compare 
with the mountain scenes in Cvmbelixe: yet how different 
the contemplative quiet of the one from the enterprising 
boldness and precarious mode of subsistence in the other! 
Shakspeare not only lets us into the minds of his char¬ 
acters, but gives a tone and colour to the scenes he describes 
from the feelings of their supposed inhabitants. TJ[c at the 
same time preserves the utmost propriety of action and pas¬ 
sion, and gives all their local accomi)animents. If he was 
equal to the greatest things, he was not above an attention 
to the smallest. Thus the gallant sportsmen in Cymbeline 
have to encounter tlie abrupt declivities of hill and valley: 
Touchstone and Audrey jog along a level path. The deer 
in Cymbeline arc only regarded as objects of prey. “The 
game’s a-foot,“ etc.—with jaques they arc fine subjects to 
moralise upon at leisure, " under the shade of melancholy 
boughs.” 

Wc cannot take leave of this play, which is a favourite 
with us, without noticing some occasional touches of nat- 
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ural piety and morality. We may allude here to the open¬ 
ing of the scene in which Bellarius instructs the young 
princes to pay their orisons to heaven: 

-“ See, boys ! this gate 

Instructs you how t’ adore the Heav’ns; and bows you 
To morning’s holy office. 

Gniderius. Hail, Heav’n! 

Arviragus. Hail, Heav’n! 

Bellarius. Now for our mountain-sport, up to yon hill.” 

What a grace and unaffected spirit of piety breathes in 
this passage! In like manner, one of the brothers says to 
the other, when about to perform the funeral rites to 
Fidele, 


“ Nay, Cadwall, we must lay his head to the east; 

My Father hath a reason for’t ”— 

—as if some allusion to the doctrines of the Christian faith 
had been casually dropped in conversation by the old man, 
and had been no farther inquired into. 

Sha kspear.e^s morality is introduced in the same simple, 
unobtrusive manner. Imogen will not let her companions 
' stay away from the chase to attend her when sick, and 
gives her reason for it— 

I 

“ Stick to your journal course; the breach of custom 
* Is breach of all!'’ 

When the Queen attempts to disguise her motives for 
procuring the poison from Cornelius, by saying she means 
to try its effects on “ creatures not worth the hanging^ 
his,answer conveys at once a tacit reproof of her hypocrisy, 
and a useful lesson of humanity— 

-“ Your Highness 

'.Shall from this practice but make hard your heart.” 
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“ The poet’s eye in a fine frenzy rolling 
Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven; 
And as imagination Ijodies forth 
The forms of things unknown, the poet’s pen 
Turns them to shape, and gives to airy nothing 
A local habitation and a name.” 


/iUacueth and l^car, Othello and. Hamlet, arc usually 
I'Vckoncd Sliakspcarc's four princii>al lrag;odics. Lent 
stands first for the profound intensity of the passion; 
beth for the wildness of the iniaf^ination and the rapitUty 
of tile action; Ojhcllo for the inoj^ressive interest and 

alternations of feelin*^^: JIamlet for the relinctl 
<k:>xlopiUent of tlu>Ui;lit and sentiment. ') 1 f the force of 
.tienius shewn in each of these works is astonishini^. their 
variety is not less so. 1 hey are like dilYerent creations of 
the same mind, not one of which has the slij^htest refer¬ 
ence to the rest, d'his distinctness and oriL;;inality is indeed 
the necessary conseijuence of trutli and nature. (^Shak- 
speare’s j^enius alone ai)i)eared to possess the resources of 
nature. lie is "your only tragedy-maker " Mis ])lays have 
the force of things upon the mind. What he represents 
is hrought home to the bosom as a part of our experience, 
implanted in the memory as if we had known the places, 
persons, and things of which he treats.) is like! 

a record of a pre ternatural and tragical cveiit^' Itlias the 1 
nigged severity of an old chronicle with all that the imag- • 
illation of the poet can engraft upon traditional belief. 


The castle of Macbeth, round which " the air smells woo- 
ingly/’ and where " the temple-haunting martlet builds,’* 
has a real subsistence in the mind; the Weird Sisters meet 
us in person on "the blasted heath;” the "air-drawn dag¬ 
ger " moves slowly before our eyes; the "gracious Dun- 
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can,” the ” blood-boultered Banquo ” stand before us; all 
that passed through the mind of Macbeth passes, without 
the loss of a tittle, through our*s. All that could actually 
take place, and all that is only possible to be conceived, what 
was said and what was done, the workings of passion, the 
spells of magic, are brought before us with the same abso¬ 
lute truth and vividness.—Shakspeare excelled in the open- 
ing^^of his plays: that of Macheth is the most striking of 
any. The wildness of the scenery, the sudden shifting of 
the situations and characters, the bustle, the expectations 
excited, are equally extraordinary. From the first entrance 
of the Witches and the description of them when they meet 
Macbeth, 

-“ What are these 

So wither’d and so wild in their attire. 

That look not like the inhabitants of th’ earth 
And yet are on’t? ” 

the mind is prepared for all that foIlowsY 
^ This tragedy is alike distinguished for the lofty imagina¬ 
tion it displays, and for the tumultuous vehemence of the 
: action; and the one is made the moving principle of the 
other. The overwhelming pressure of preternatural agency 
urges on the tide of human passion with redoubled force.) 
Macbeth himself appears driven along by the violence of 
his fate like a vessel drifting before a storm : he reels to 
. and fro like a drunken man; he staggers under the weight 
Q of hiSj own purposes and the suggestions of others ; he 
stands at bay with his situation ; and from the superstitious 
awe and breathless suspense into which the communications 
of the Weird Sisters throw him, is hurried on with daring 
impatience to verify their predictions, and with impious and 
bloody hand to tear aside the veil which hides the uncer¬ 
tainty of the future. He is not equal to the struggle with 
fate and conscience. He now ” bends up each corporal 
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instrument to the terrible feat; ” at other times his heart 
misp;ives him, aiul he is cowed and abashed by his success. 

' "The deed, no less than the attempt, confounds him.” ^is 
mind is assailed by the stints of remorse, and full of 
"preternatural solicitings.” His speeches and soliloquies 
are dark riddles on human life, baftling solution, and en¬ 
tangling him in their labyrinths. In thought he is absent 
and pcrplc.xed, sudden and desjjerate in act, from a distrust . 
of his own resolution. His energy sf)rings from the anx¬ 
iety and agitation of his mind. His blindly rushing for¬ 
ward on the objects of his ambition and revenge, or his 
recoiling from them, equally betrays the harassed state of 
his feelings.^This part of his character is admirably set' 
off by being brought in connection with that of Lady Mac¬ 
beth, whose obdurate strength of will and masculine firm¬ 
ness give her the ascendancy over her husl>and*s faultering 
virtue. She at once seizes on the opportunity that offers 
for the accomplishment of all their wished-for greatness, 
and never tiinches from her object till all is over. The 
magnitude of her resolution almost covers the magnitude 
of her guilt. She is a great bad woman, whom we liate, 
but whom we fear more than we hate. She does not excite 
ilpur loathing and abhorrence like Regan and Gonerill. She 
/is only wicked to gain a great end; and is ])erhaps more 
distinguished by her commanding presence of mind and 
inexorable self-will, which do not suffer her to be diverted 
from a bad purpose, when once formed, by weak and 
womanly regrets, than l)y the hardness of her heart or want 
of natural affections. The impression which lier lofty deter¬ 
mination of character makes on the mind of Macbetli is well 
described where he exclaims, 

-‘‘Brinj? forth men children only; 

For thy undaunted mettle should compose 
Nothing but males ! " 
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Nor do the pains she is at to “ screw his courage to the 
sticking-place,” the reproach to him, not to be “ lost so 
poorly in himself,” the assurance that “a little water clears 
them of this deed,” shew anything but her greater con¬ 
sistency in depravity. Her strong-nerved ambition fur¬ 
nishes ribs of steel to ” the sides of his intent; ” and she is 
herself wound up to the execution of her baneful project 
with the same unshrinking fortitude in crime, that in other 
circumstances she would probably Iiave shewn patience in 
suffering. The deliberate sacrifice of all other considera¬ 
tions to the gaining ” for their future days and nights sole 
sovereign sway and masterdom,” by the murder of Duncan, 
is gorgeously expressed in her invocation on hearing of 
” his fatal entrance under her battlements: ” — 

-“ Come all you spirits 

That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here : 

And fill me. from the crown to th’ toe. top-full 
Of direst cruelty; make thick my blood. 

Stop up the access and passage to remorse. 

That no compunctious visitings of nature 
Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between 
The effect and it. Come to my woman’s breasts. 

And take my milk for gall, you murthcring ministers, 

Wherever in your sightless substances 

You wait on nature’s mischief. Come, thick night! 

And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell, 

That my keen knife see not the wound it makes. 

Nor heav’n peep through the blanket of the dark, 

To cry, hold, hold I ’’- 

When she first hears that ” Duncan comes there to sleep” 
she is so overcome by the news, which is beyond her utmost 
expectations, that she answers the messenger, ” Thou’rt 
mad to say it: ” and on receiving her husband’s account of 
the predictions of the Witches, conscious of his instability 
of purpose, and that her presence is necessary to goad him 
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on to the consummation of his promised greatness, she 
exclaims— 

-"Hie thee hither. 

That 1 may pour my spirits in thine ear. 

And clinstise witli the valour of my tongue 
.Ml that impedes thee from the golden round. 

Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem 
To have thee crowned withal.” 

This swelling exultation and keen spirit of triumph, this 
uncontroula])le eagerness of anticipation, which seems to 
dilate her form and take possession of all her faculties, this 
solid, substantial flesh and blood display of passion, exhibit 
a striking contrast to the cold, abstracted, gratuitous, servile 
malignity of the W'itches, who are ecpially instrumental in’ 
urging Macbeth to his fate for the mere love of mischief, 
and from a disinterested delight in deformity and crueltv. 
'I'liey are hags of mischief, ob.scene panders to iniquity, ma¬ 
licious from their imjiotence of enjoyment, enaiiKuircd of 
destruction, because they are themselves unreal, abortive, 
half-existences—who become sublime from their exemption 
from all human sympathies and contempt for all human 
afTairs, as Lady Macbeth tlocs by the force of passion! 
Jler fault seems to have been an excess of that strong 
principle of self-interest and family aggrandisement, not 
amenable to the common feelings of compassion and jus¬ 
tice, which is so marked a feature in barbarous nations 
and times. A passing reflection of this kind, on the resem¬ 
blance of the sleeping king to her father, alone jircvents 
her from slaying Duncan with her own hand. 

Jn speaking of the character of Lady Macbeth, we ought 
not to pass over Mrs. Siddons’s manner of acting that part. 
\\’c can conceive of nothing grander. It was something 
above nature. It seemed almost as if a being of a superior 
order liad dropped from a higher sphere to awe the world 
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with the majesty of her appearance. Power was seated on 
her brow, passion emanated from her breast as from a 
shrine; she was tragedy personified. In coming on in the 
sleeping-scene, her eyes were open, but their sense was 
shut. She was like a person bewildered and unconscious 
of what she did. Her lips moved involuntarily—all her 
gestures were involuntary and mechanical. She glided on 
and off the stage like an apparition. To have seen her in 
that character was an event in every one’s life, not to be 
forgotten. 

'The dramatic.beauty of the character of Duncan, wliich 
excites the respect and pity even of his murderers, has 
been often pointed out. It forms a picture of itself. An 
instance of the author’s power of giving a striking effect 
to a common reflection, by the manner of introducing it, 
occurs in a speech of Duncan, complaining of his having 
been deceived in his opinion of the Thane of Cawdor, at 
the very moment that he is expressing the most unbounded 
confidence in the loyalty and services of Macbeth. 

“There is no art 

To find the mind's construction in the face; 

He was a gentleman, on whom I built 

An absolute trust. 

O worthiest cousin, {addressing himself to Macbeth.) 

The sin of my Ingratitude e’en now 

Was great upon me,” etc. 

Another passage to shew that Shakspeare lost sight of 
nothing that could in any way give relief or heightening 
to his subject, is the conversation which takes place between 
Banquo and Fleance immediately before the murder-scene 
of Duncan. 

"Banquo. How goes the night, boy? 

Fleance. The moon is down: I have not heard the clock. 

Banquo. And she goes down at twelve. 

Fleance. I take’t, 'tis later. Sir. 
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Banquo. Hold, take my sword. There’s husbandry in heav’n, 
Their candles are all but.— 

A heavy summons lies like lead upon me, 

And yet 1 would not sleep: Merciful Powers. 

Restrain in me the cursed thoughts that nature 
Gives way to in repose.” 

In like manner, a fine idea is "iven of the gloomy com¬ 
ing on of evening, just as Banquo is going to be assas¬ 
sinated. 

** Light thickens and the crow 
Makes wing to the rooky wood.” 

• ««■••• 

” Now sjuirs the lated traveller apace 
To gain the timely inn.” 

(^Macbeth (generally speaking) is done upon a stronger 
and more systematic principle of contrast than any other 
of Shakspeare’s plays. It moves upon the verge of an 
abyss, and is a constant struggle between life and death. 
The action is desperate and the reaction is dreadful. It is 
a huddling together of fierce extremes, a war of opposite 
natures which of them shall destroy the other. There is 
nothing but what has a violent end or violent beginnings. 
The lights and shades are laid on with a determined hand; 
the transitions from triumph to despair, from the height of 
terror to the repose of death, are sudden and startling: 
every passion brings in its fellow-contrary, and the thoughts 
pitch and jostle against each other as in the dark. The 
whole play is an unruly chaos of strange and forbidden 
things, where the ground rocks under our feet. Shak- 
spcarc’s genius here look its full swing, and trod upon the 
farthest bounds of nature and passion. This circumstance 
will account for the abruptness and violent antitheses of the 
style, the throes and labour which run through the expres¬ 
sion, and from defects will turn them into beauties. “So 
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fair and foul a day I have not seen/’ etc. “ Such welcome 

and unwelcome news together.” “ Men’s lives are like the 

flowers in their caps, dying or ere they sicken.” “ Look 

# 

like the innocent flower, but be the serpent under it.” The 
scene before the castle-gate follows the appearance of the 
Witches on the heath, and is followed by a midnight murder. 
Duncan is cut off betimes by treason leagued with witch¬ 
craft, and Macduff is ripped untimely from his mother’s 
womb to avenge his death. Macbeth, after the death of 
Banquo, wishes for his presence in extravagant terms. “ To 
him and all we thirst,” and when his ghost appears, cries 
out, ” Avaunt and quit my sight,” and being gone, he is 
“ himself again.” Macbeth resolves to get rid of Macduff, 
that ” he may sleep in spite of thunder; ” and cheers his 
wife on the doubtful intelligence of Banquo’s taking-off 
with the encouragement—“Then be thou jocund: ere the 
bat has flown his cloistered flight; ere to black Hecate’s 
summons the shard-born beetle has rung night’s yawn¬ 
ing peal, there shall be done—a deed of dreadful note.” 
In Lady Macbeth’s speech “ Had he not resembled my 
father as-he slept, I had done ’t,” there is iriurder and filial 
pieiy. together; and in urging him to fulfil his vengeance 
against the defenceless king, her thoughts spare the blood 
neither of infants nor old age. The description of the 
Witches is full of the same contradictory principle; they 
“ rejoice when good kings bleed,” they are neither of the 
earth nor the air, but both; they “ should be women, but 
their beards forbid it; ” they take all the pains possible to 
lead Macbeth on to the height of his ambition, only to 
betray him “ in deeper consequence,” and after showing 
him all the pomp of their art, discover their malignant de¬ 
light in his disappointed hopes, by that bitter taunt, “ Why 
stands Macbeth thus amazedly?” We might multiply such 
instances every where. 
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'I'lic leading features in the character of Macbeth arc 
striking eiujugh. and they form what may l3C thought at first 
only a hold. rude, (iothic outlitie. By comiiaring it with 
other characters of the same author we shall perceive the 
absolute truth and identity which is observed in the midst 
of the giddy whirl and ra]>id career of events. Macbeth in 
Shaks])eare no more loses his i<lentity of character in the 
lluctuations of fortune or the storm of passion, than Mac- 
heth in himself would have lost the identity of his person, 
'rims he is as distinct a being from Kicliard 111. as it is 
possil>le to imagine, though these two characters in common 
haiuls, and indeed in the hands of any other jmet, would 
have hcen a re|)ctition of the same general idea, more or 
less exaggerated. I'og both are tyrants, usurpers, mur¬ 
derers. both aspiring and ambitious, both couragccnis. cruel, 
treacherous. But Richard is cruel from nature and consti¬ 
tution. { Macbeth becomes so from accidental circumstances^) 
Richard is from his birth deformed in body and mind, and 
naturally incapable of good./ Macbeth is full of “ the milk 
of human kindness,” is frank, sociable, generous, lie is 
tempted to the caanmission of guilt by golden (Opportunities, 
by the instigatir>ns of his wife, and by prophetic warnings, 
h'ate and metaphysical aid conspire against his virtue and 
his loyalty. ') Richard on the contrary needs no prompter, 
but wades tlirough a series of crimes to the height of his 
ambition from the ungovernable violence of his tcnijoer and 
a reckless love of mischief, lie is never gay hut in the 
prospect or in the success of his villainies^ Macbeth is full 
of horror at the thoughts of the murder of Duncan, which 


he is with difficulty prevailed on to commit, and of remorse 
after its perpetration.) Richard has no mixture of common 
humanity in his comiiosition. no regard to kindred or pos¬ 
terity. he owns no felk^wship with others, he is ” himself 
alonc.’Y Macbeth is not destitute of feelings of sympathy, 
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is accessible to pity, is even made in some measure the dupe 
of his uxoriousness, ranks the loss of friends, of the cordial 
love of his followers, and of his good name, among the 
causes which have made him weary of life, and regrets that 
he has ever seized the crown by unjust means, since he 
cannot transmit it to his posterity—- 

“ For Banquo's issue have I fil’d my mind— 

For them the gracious Ouncan have 1 murther’d, 

To make tliem kings, the seed of Banquo kings.” 

In the agitation of his mind, he envies those whom he lias 
sent to peace. “Duncan is in his grave; after life’s fitful 
fever he sleeps well.”—It is true, he becomes more callous 
as he plunges deeper in guilt, “ direness is thus rendered 
familiar to his slaughterous thoughts.” and he in the end 
anticipates his wife in the boldness and bloodiness of his 
enterprises, while she for want of the same stimulus of 
action, “ is troubled with thick-coming fancies that rob her 
of her rest,” goes mad and dies. Macbeth endeavours to 
escape from reflection on his crimes by repelling their 
consequences, and banishes remorse for the past by the 
meditation of future mischief^ This is not the principle 
of Richard’s cruelty, which displays the wanton malice of 
a fiend as much as the frailty of human passion. Macbetli 
is goaded on to acts of violence and retaliation by necessity; 
to Richard, blood is a pastime.—There are other decisive 
differences inherent in the two characters. Richard may 
be regarded as a man of the world, a plotting, hardened 
knave, wholly regardless of everything but his own ends, 
and the means to secure them.—Not so Macbeth. The 
superstitions of the age. the rude state of society, the local 
scenery and customs, all give a wildness and imaginary 
grandeur to his character. From the strangeness of the 
events that surround him, he is full of amazement and fear; 
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and stands in doubt between the world of reality and the 
world of fancy. lie sees sights not shewn to mortal eye, 
and bears unearthly music. All is tumult and disorder 
within and without his mind; his purposes recoil upon 
himself, arc broken and disjointed; he is the double thrall 
of his passions and his evil destiny. ’Richard is not a 
character cither of imagination or pathos, but of pure self- 
will. There is no contlict of opposite feelings in his breast. 
Tlie apparitions which he sees only haunt him in his sleep; 
nor docs he live like Macbeth in a waking dream./Macbeth 
lias considerable energy and manliness of character; but then 
he is “ subject to all the skyey inflticnces.” He is sure of 
nothing hut the present moment.') Richard in the busy turbu¬ 
lence of his projects never loses his self-possession, and 
makes use of every circumstance that happens as an instru¬ 
ment of his long-reaching designs. In his last extremity 
we can only regard him as a wild beast taken in the toils: 
while we never entirely lose our concern for Macbeth; 
and he calls hack all our sympathy by that fine close of 
thoughtful melancholy, 

"My way of life is fallen into the sear. 

The yeilow leaf ; ami that which should accompany old age, 

As honour, troops of friends, 1 must not look to have; 

Hut in their stead, curses not loud hut deep. 

Mouth-honour, breath, which the poor heart 
Would fain deny, and dare not.” 

Wc can conceive a common actor to pHy Richard tolera¬ 
bly wellwc can conceive no one to play Macbeth properly, 
or to look like a man that had encountered the Weird 
Sisters.' All the actors that wc have ever seen, appear 
as if they had encountered them on the boards of Covent- 
garden or Drury-lane, hut not on the heath ^at Fores, and 
as if they did not believe what they had seen.t^ The Witches 
of Macbeth indeed are ridiculous on the modern stage, 
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and we doubt if the Furies of ^schylus would be more 
respected. The progress of manners and knowledge has 
an influence on the stage, and will in time perhaps destroy 
both tragedy and comedy. Filch’s picking pockets in the 
Bcgorar’s Opera is not so good a jest as it used to be; by 
the force of the police and of philosophy, Lillo’s murders 
and the ghosts in Shakspeare will become obsolete. At last, 
there will be nothing left, good nor bad, to be desired or 
dreaded, on the theatre or in real life.—A question has 
been started with respect to the originality of Shakspeare’s 
witches, which has been well answered by Mr. Lamb in his 
notes to the “ Specimens of Early Dramatic Poetry.” 

" Though some resemblance may be traced between the charms 
in AhACUETH, and the incantations in this play, (The Witch of 
Middleton) which is supposed to have preceded it. this coincidence 
will not detract much from the originality of Shakspeare. His 
\yitches are distinguished from the Witches of Middleton by essen¬ 
tial differences. These are creatures to whom man or woman 
plotting some dire mischief might resort for occasional consultation. 
Those originate deeds of blood, and begin bad impulses to men. 
From the moment that their eyes first meet with IVIacbeth's, he is 
spell-bound. That meeting sways his destiny. He can never break 
the fascination. These Witches can hurt the body; those have 
power over the soul.—Hecate in Middleton has a son. a low 
buffoon; the hags of Shakspeare have neither child of their own, 
nor seem to be descended from any parent. They are foul 
anomalies, of whom we know not w'hence they are sprung, nor 
whether they have beginning or ending. As they are w-ithout 
human passions, so they seem to be without human relations. They 
come w'ith thunder and lightning, and vanish to airy music. This 
is all we know of them.—Except Hecate, they have no names, which 
heightens their mysteriousness. The names, and some of the prop¬ 
erties which Middleton has given to his hags, excite smiles. The 
Weird Sisters are serious things. Their presence cannot co-exist 
with mirth. But, in a lesser degree, the Witches of Middleton are 
fine creations. Their pow'er too is, in some measure, over the 

mind. They raise jars, jealousies, strifes, like a thick scurf o'er 
life," 



1 


72 


English Literature 


I AGO 

The cliaracter of lago is one of the supererogations of 
Shakspeare’s genius. Some ])crs()ns. more nice than wise, 
have thouglit this whole character unnatural, because his 
villainy is iK'lt/umf a sufJh'icnt motive. Shakspeare, who was 
as good a philosopher as he was a poet, thought otherwise, 
lie knew that the love t)f ])ower, which is another name 
for the love of mischief, is natural to man. Me would 
know this as well or better than if it had been demonstrated 
to him by a logical diagram, merely from seeing children 
paddle in the dirt or kill tlies for s])ort. Jagp in fact 
belongs to a class of eharaett r. e ommon to Shak speare and 

peeiilmr to him; vvhos<> he;u) s are as ac;^ tq 
and active as their heai^ts are ha r<l and callous. lago is to 
he s ure an extreme instance of the k ind ; that is to say^ of 
eased intellectual activi ty, with the mo st per fect in dilTerence 
lb moral g^^(r^l.^vilj or rather with a deci(le 5 l prefer ence of 
the latttT^because^ U falh_^nu)re readily in with his favo urite 
pro]5ensity, gives greater zest to his thoughts and scop e to 
Infract ions. He is quite or nearly as iiuliffercnt to his own 
fate as to that of others; he runs all risks for a trifling 
and doubtful advantage; and is himself the dupe and victim 
of his ruling jiassion—an insatiable craving after action 
of the most difficult and dangerous kind. “Our ancient*' 
is a i)hilosoi)hcr, who fancies that a lie that kills has more 
jjoint in it than an alliteration or an antithesis; who thinks 
a fatal experiment on the peace of a family a better thing 
than watching the palpitations in the heart of a flea in a 
microscope; who j)lots the ruin of his friends as an exercise 
for his ingenuity, and stabs men in the dark to prevent 
ennui. ^His gaiety, such as it is, arises from the success 
of his treachery; his ease from the torture he has inflicted 
on others. He is an amateur of tragedy in real life; and 
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instead of employing his invention on imaginary characters, 
or long-forgotten incidents, he takes the bolder and more 
desperate course of getting up his plot at home, casts the 
principal parts among his nearest friends and connections, 
and rehearses it in downright earnest, with steady nerves 
and unabated resolutionr^ We will just give an illustration 
or two. 

One of his most characteristic siieeches is that immedi¬ 
ately after the marriage of Othello. 



“ Rodcrigo. What a full fortune docs the thick lips owe. 
If he can carry her thus! 

!ago. Call up her father: 

Rouse him iOthcUo) make after him. poison his delight. 
Proclaim him in the streets, incense her kinsmen. 

And tho’ he in a fertile climate dwell, 

Plague him with flies: tho’ that his joy he joy, 

Yet throw such changes of vexation on it, 

As it may lose some colour.” 


A. 


In the next passage, his imagination runs riot in the 
mischief he is plotting, and breaks out into the wildness 
and impetuosity of real enthusiasm. 


'' Roderigo. Here is her father’s house: I'll call aloud. 

logo. Do, with like timourous accent and _dire yell 
As when, by night and negligence, the fire 
Is spied in populous cities.” 


One of his most favourite topics, on which he is rich 
indeed, and in descanting on which his spleen serves him 
for a Muse, is the disproportionate match between Des- 
demona and the Moor. (This is a clue to the character of 
the lady which he is by no means ready to part with.) It 
is brought forward in the first scene, and he recurs to it, 
when in answer to his insinuations against Desdemona, 
Roderigo says, 
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■* I cannot believe that in her—she’s full of most blest conditions. 
logo. Bless'd fig's end. The wine she drinks is made of grapes. 
If she had been blest, she would never have married the Moor." 

And again with still more spirit and fatal effect afterwards, 
when he turns this very suggestion arising in Othello’s own 
breast to her prejudice. 

“ OiheUo. And yet how nature erring from itself— 
lago. Ay. there's the point;—as to be Imld with you, 

Not to affect many proposed matches 

Of her own clime, complexion, and degree," etc. 

This is probing to the (juick. lago here turns the char¬ 
acter of poor Desdeniona. as it were, insitle out. It is cer¬ 
tain that nothing but the genius of Sliakspearc could have 
preserved the entire interest and delicacy of the part, and 
have even drawn an additional elegance and dignity from 
the peculiar circumstances in which she is placeil.—The 
Iiabitual licentiousness of lago’s conversation is luff to be 
traced to the idcasure he takes in gross or lascivious images, 
Imt to his desire of finding out the worst side of everything, 
and of proving himself an over-match for appearances, ^He 
has none of *' the milk of human kiiulness " in his com¬ 
position. His imagination rejects everything that has not 
a strong infusion of tlie most unpalatable ingredients; Ins 
mind digests only poisons. \’irtue or goodness or whatever 
has the least “ relish of salvation in it," is. to his depraved 
appetite, sickly and insipid: and he even resents the good 
opinion entertained of his own integrity, as if it were an 
affront cast on the masculine sense and spirit of his char¬ 
acter. Thus at the meeting between Othello and Des- 
demona. he exclaims—“ Oli, you are well tuned now: but 
ril set down the pegs that make this music, as Jtoitcst as 
J am "—his cliaracter oi bonhofumic not sitting at all easy 
upon him. In the scenes, where he tries to work Othello 
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to his purpose, he is proportionably guarded, insidious, 
dark, and deliberate. We believe nothing ever came np 
to the profound dissimulation and dextrous artifice of the 
well-known dialogue in the third act, where he first enters 
u[)on the* execution of his design. 

logo. My noble lord. 

Othello. What dost thou say, lago? 
logo. Did Michael Cassio, 

When you woo’d m3' lady, know of your love? 

Othello. He did from first to last. 

Why dost thou ask? 

logo. But for a satisfaction of my thought, 

No further harm. 

Othello. Why of thy thought. lago? 

lago. I did not think he had been acquainted with it. 

Othello. O yes, and went between us very oft— 
lago. Indeed! 

Othello. Indeed? Ay, indeed. Discern’st thou aught of that? 
Is he not honest ? 
lago. Honest, m3' lord? 

Othello. Honest? Ay, honest. 
lago. My lord, for aught 1 know. 

Othello. What do’st thou think? 
lago. Think, my lord ! 

Othello. Think, my lord! Alas, thou echo’st me. \ 

As if there was some monster in thy thought / 

Too hideous to be shewn.”— . 

r)^hc stops and breaks, the deep workings of treachery 
under the mask of love and honesty, the anxious watchful¬ 
ness. the cool earnestness, and if we may so say, the passion 
of hypocrisy, marked in every line, receive their last finish¬ 
ing in that inconceivable burst of pretended indignation at 
Othello’s doubts of his sincerity. 

O grace! O Heaven forgive me! 

Are 3’ou a man? Have you a soul or sense? 

God be wi’ you; take mine office. O wretched fool, 

That lov’st to make thine honest3' a vice! 

Oh monstrous world! Take note, take note, O world! 

To be direct and honest, is not safe. 
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I thank you for this profit, and from hence 

I'll love no friend, since love breeds such ofTence.” 


If lago is detestable enough when lie has business on his 
hands and all his engines at work, he is still worse when 
he has nothing to do, and we only see into the liollowness 
of his heart, llis indilTerence when Othello falls into a 
swoon, is jierfcctly diabolical. 



“ htijo. I low is it. General? Have you not hurt your head? 
Olhello. Do'st thou mock me? 
layo. 1 mock you not, by Heaven,” etc. 


d'he part indeed would hardly be tolerated, even as a 
foil to the virtue and generosity of the other characters 
in the l>lay, but for its indefatigable industry and inex- 
Iiaustible resources, which divert the attention of the spec¬ 
tator (as well as his own) from the end he has in view 
to the means by which it must be accomplished.—Edmund 
the Hastartl in Lear is something of the same character, 
jilaced in less prominent circumstances. Zanga is a vulgar 
caricature of it. 


Hamlet 


This is that Hamlet the Dane, whom we read of in our 
youth, and whom we may be said almost to remember in 
our after-years; he who made that famous soliloquy on 
life, who gave the advice to the players, who thought " this 
goodly frame, the earth, a steril promontory, and this brave 
o’er-hanging firmament, the air. this majestical roof fretted 
with golden fire, a foul and pestilent congregation of va¬ 
pours;” whom "man delighted not, nor woman neither;” 
he who talked with the grave-diggers, and moralised on 
Yorick’s skull; the school-fello\v of Rosencrans and 
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Guildenstern at Wittenberg; the -friend of Horatio; the 
lover of Ophelia; he that was mad and sent to England; 
the slow avenger of his father's death; who lived at the 
court of Horwendillus five hundred years before we were 
born, but all whose thoughts we seem to know as well as 
we do our own, because we have read them in Shakspeare. 

Hjarnlet is a name; his speeches and sayings but the idle 
coiii9.ge of The-poet’s brain. What then, are they not real? 
They are as real as our own thoughts. Their reality is 
in the reader’s mind. It is etc who are Hamlet. TMs ^play 
has a prophetic tru th, which js_ab.OYe_that of history. Who¬ 
ever has become thoughtful and melancholy through his 
own mishaps or those of others; whoever has borne about 
with him the clouded brow of reflection, and thought him¬ 
self “too much i’ th’ sun;” whoever has seen the golden 
lamp of day dimmed by envious mists rising in his own 
breast, and could find in the world before -him only a dull 
blank with nothing left remarkable in it; whoever has 
known “ the pangs of despised love, the insolence of office, 
or the spurns which patient merit of the unworthy takes;” 
he who has felt his mind sink within him, and sadness cling 
to his heart like a malady, who has had his hopes blighted 
and his youth staggered by the apparitions of strange 
things; who cannot be well at ease, while he sees evil 
hovering near him like a spectre; whose powers of action 
have been eaten up by thought, he to whom the universe 
seems infinite, and himself nothing; whose bitterness of 
I soul makes him careless of consequences, and who goes to 
a play as his best resource to shove off, to a second remove, 

, the evils of life by a mock representation of them—this is 
the true Hamlet. 

We have been so used to this tragedy that we hardly 
know how to criticise it any more than we should know 
how to describe our own faces. But we must make such 



English Literature 


7« 

jobservations as we can. It is the one of Shakspeare*s plays 
that we think of the oftenest. because it abounds most 
in striking reflections on Iniman life, and because the dis¬ 
tresses of Mamlet are transferred, by the turn of his mind, 
to the general account of humanity. Whateve r happe ns 
to him we apply to ourselves, because he applies it so 
himself as a means of general reasoning. He is a grej^t 
mocaliscr; and what makes him worth attending to is, that 
he moralises on his own feelings and experience. He is not 
a common-place pedant. If Lear is distinguished by the 
greatest depth of passion, Hamlet is the most remarkable 
for tlie ingenuity, originality, and unstudied dcvelopement 
of character. Shakspeare had more magnanimity than any 
other poet, and he has shewn more of it in this play than 
in any other. There is no attempt to force an interest: 
everything is left for time and circumstances to unfold. 
The attention is excited without effort, the incidents suc¬ 
ceed each other as matters of course, the characters think 
and speak and act just as they might do. if left entirely 
to themselves, 'riicre is no set purpose, no straining at 
a point. The observations are suggested by the passing 
♦ scene—the gusts of passion come and go like sounds of 
( music borne on the wind. The whole play is an exact 
transcript of what might be supposed to have taken place 
[ at the court of Denmark, at the remote period of time fixed 
upon, before the modern refinements in morals and manners 
^ were heard of. It would have been interesting enough to 
' have been admitted as a by-stander in sucli a scene, at such 
a time, to have heard and witnessed something of what 
was going on. But here we are more than spectators. We 
have not only “ the outward pageants and the signs of 
^ grief: ” but “ we have that within which passes shew.” 
Wc read the thoughts of the heart, we catch the passions 
diving as they rise. Other dramatic writers give us very 
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; fine versions and paraphrases of nature; but Shakspeare, 

‘i together with his own continents, gives us the original text, 
■thaJ..Ave may judge for ourselves. This is a very great 
i advantage. 

The character of Hamlet stands quite by itself. It_„is, 
not a character marked by strength of will or even of 
passion, but by refinement of thought and sentiment. Ham¬ 
let is as little of the hero as a man can well be: but he 
is a young and princely novice, full of high enthusiasm 
! and quick sensibility—the sport of circumstances, ques¬ 
tioning with fortune and refining on his own feelings, 
an'dlorced from the natural bias of his disposition by the 
strangeness of his situation. He seems incapable of .delib¬ 
erate action, and is only hurried into extremities on the 
spur of the occasion, when he has no time to reflect, as 
in the scene where he kills Polonius, and again, where 
^ he alters the letters which Rosencrans and Guildenstern are 
; taking with them to England, purporting his death.. At 
J otlier^ tunes, when he is most bound to act, he remains 
puzzled, undecided, and sceptical, dallies with his purposes, 
, til l the occasion is lost, and finds out some pretence to 
) relapse into indolence and thoughtfulness again. For this 
j reason he refuses to kill the King when he is at his prayers, 
i and by a refinement in malice, which is in truth only an 
\ excuse for his own want of resolution, defers his revenge 
to a more fatal opportunity, when he shall be engaged 
in some act “ that has no relish of salvation in it.” 

" He kneels and prays, 

And now I’ll do’t, and so he goes to heaven. 

And so am I reveng’d : that zvotild be scannd. 

He kill’d my father, and for that, 

I, his sole son, send him to heaven. 

Why this is reward, not revenge. 

Up sword and know thou a more horrid time, 

When he is drunk, asleep, or in a rage.” 
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He is the prince of philosophical speculators; and because 
he cannot have his revenge perfect, according to the most 
refined idea his wish can form, lie declines it altogether. 
So he scruples to trust the suggestions of the ghost, con¬ 
trives the scene of the play to have surer proof of his 
uncle's guilt, and then rests satisfied with this confirmation 
of his suspicions, and the success of his experiment, instead 
of acting upon it. Yet he is sensible of his own weakness, 
taxes himself with it, and tries to reason himself out of it. 

“ Mow all occasions do inform against me. 

And spur my dull revenge! W’hat is a man, 

If his chief good and market of his time 
l^e hut to sleep and feed? A heast; no more. 

Sure he that made us with such large discourse, 

Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and god-like reason 
To rust in us unus’d. Now whether it be 
Bestial oblivion, or some craven scruple 
Of thinking too precisely on th’ event.— 

A thought which quarter’d, hath but one part wisdom. 

And ever three parts coward :—I do not know 
Why yet I live to say, this thing’s to do; 

Sith 1 have cause, atul will, and strength, and means 
To do it. Examples gross as earth exhort me: 

Witness this army of such mass and charge. 

Led by a delicate and tender prince. 

Whose spirit with divine ambition puff’d. 

Makes mouths at the invisible event. 

Exposing what is mortal and unsure 

To all that fortune, death, and danger dare. 

Even for an egg-shell. ’Tis-not to be great 
Nevee to stir- without great argument; 

Hut greatly to find quarrel in a straw. 

When honour’s at the stake. How stand I then, 

That have a father kill’d, a mother stain’d. 

Excitements of my reason and my blood. 

And let all sleep, while to my shame I sec 
The imminent death of twenty thousand men. 

That for a fantasy and trick of fame. 

Go to their graves like beds, fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause. 
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Which is not tomb enough and continent 

To liide the slain?—O, from this time forth, 

jMy thoughts be bloody or be nothing worth.” 

Still he does nothing; and this very speculation on his 
own intinnity only affords him another occasion for in- 
dulging it. It is not from any want of attachment to his 
father or of abhorrence of his murder that Hamlet is thus 
dilatory, but it is more to his taste to indulge his imagina¬ 
tion in reflecting upon the enormity of the crime and refining 
on his schemes of vengeance, than to put them into imme¬ 
diate practice. His ruling passion is to think, not' to act: 
and any vague pretext that flatters this propensity instantly 
diverts him from his previous purposes. 

The moral perfection of this character has been called 
in question, we think, by those who did not understand it. 
It is more interesting than according to rules; amiable, 
though not faultless. The ethical delineations of “ that noble 
and liberal casuist” (as Shakspeare has been well called) 
do not exhibit the drab-coloured quakerism of morality. 
His plays are not copied either from The Whole Duty of 
Man, or from The Academy of Compliments! We confess 
we are a little shocked at the want of refinement in those 
who are shocked at the want of refinement in Hamlet. 
The neglect of punctilious exactness in his behaviour either 
partakes of the ” licence of the time,” or else belongs to 
the very excess of intellectual refinement in the character, 
which makes the common rules of life, as well as his own 
purposes, sit loose upon him. He may be said to be amena¬ 
ble only to the tribunal of his own thoughts, and is too 
much taken up with the airy world of contemplation to lay 
as much stress as he ought on the practical consequences 
of things. His habitual principles of action are unhinged 
and out of joint with the time. His conduct to Ophelia 
is quite natural in his circumstances. It is that of assumed 
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severity only. It is the cilcct of disapiiointed hope, of bitter 
regrets, of aiTection suspended, not obliterated, by the dis¬ 
tractions of the scene around him! Amidst the natural 
and preternatural horrors of his situation, he might be 
excused in delicacy from carrying on a regular courtship. 
When “ his father’s spirit was in arms.” it was not a time 
for the son to make love in. lie could neither marry 
Ophelia, nor wound her mind by explaining the cause of 
his alienation, which he durst hardly trust himself to think 
of. It would have taken him years to have come to a direct 
explanation on the point. In the harassed state of his mind, 
he could not have done much otherwise than he did. His 

conduct does not contradict what he says when he secs her 
funeral. 


I loved Ophelia : forty thousand brothers 
Could not with ;dl their f|uantity of love 
Make up my sum.*’ 


Nothing can he more affecting or beautiful than the 

Queen s a])ostro])he to Ophelia on throwing the flowers into 
the grave. 


Sweets to the sweet, farewell. 

I hop d thou should St ha\e been my Hamlet’s wife: 

I thoufiht thy bride bed to have deck’d, sweet maid. 

And not have strew’d thy Rrave.” 

5ll^<spcarc was thoroughly a master of the iuix£d._uiQ- 
tii£S._oJ diiunan character, and he here shews us the Quee n, 
who w'as so criminal in some respects, not without sensi¬ 
bility and affection in other relations of life.—Onhclia is 
a character almost too cxtiuisitcly touching to be dwelt 
upon. Oh rose of May. oh flower too soon faded! Her 
love, her madness, her death, arc described with the truest 
touches of tenderness and pathos. It is a character which 
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nobody but Shakspeare could have drawn in the way that 
he has done, and to the conception of which there is not 
even the smallest approach, except in some of the old 
romantic ballads/^^ Her brother, La,erfGS, is a character we 
do not like so well; he is too hot and choleric, and some¬ 
what rhodomontade. Polonius is a perfect character in 

- <■«.. - 

its kind; nor is there any foundation for the objections 
which have been made to the consistency of this part. It 
is said that he acts very foolishly and talks very sensibly. 
There is no inconsistency in that. Again, that he talks 
wisely at one time and foolishly at another; that his advice 
to Laertes is very excellent, and his advice to the King 
and Queen on the subject of Hamlet’s madness very ridicu¬ 
lous. But he gives the one as a father, and is sincere in it; 
he gives the other as a mere courtier, a busy-body, and is 
accordingly officious, garrulous, and impertinent. In short, 
Shakspeare has been accused of inconsistency in this and 
other characters, only because he has kept up the distinction 
winch there is in nature, between the understandings and 
the moral habits of men, between the absurdity of their 
ideas and the absurdity of their motives. Polonius is not 
a fool, but he makes himself so. His folly, whether in his 
actions or speeches, comes under the head of impropriety 
of intention. 

We do not like to see our author's plays acted, and least 
of all, Hamlet. There is no play that suffers so much in 
being transferred to the stage. Hamlet himself seems hardly 

* In the account of her death, a friend has pointed out an instance 
of the poet's exact observation of nature:— 

“ There is a willow growing o’er a brook, 

That shews its hoary leaves i’ th’ glassy stream.” 

The inside of the leaves of the willow, next the water, is of a 
whitish colour, and the reflection would therefore be “ hoary.” 
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capable of being; acted. Mr. Kemble unavoidably fails in 
this character from a want of ease and variety. The char¬ 
acter of Hamlet is made up of undulating lines; it has 
the yielding flexibility of a wave o* th’ sea." Mr. Kemble 
plays it like a man in armour, with a determined inveteracy 
of purpose, in one undeviating straight line, which is as 
remote from the natural grace and refined susceptibility of 
the character, as the sharp angles and abrupt starts whicH 
Mr. Kean introduces into the part. Mr. Kean’s Hamlet 
is as much too splenetic and rash as Mr. Kemble's is too 
deliberate and formal. His manner is too strong and 
pointed. He throws a severity, approaching to virulence, 
into the common observations and answers. There is noth¬ 
ing of this in llamlet. lie is. as it were, wrapped up 
in his rcdections, ami only iliinhs uloud. There should 
therefore be no attempt to impress what he says upon others 
by a studied exaggeration of emphasis or manner; no talk¬ 
ing at his hearers. 1'hcrc should be as much of the gentle¬ 
man and scholar as possible infused into the part, and 
as little of the actor. jiensivc air of sadness should sit 
reluctantly upon his brow, hut no ajipearancc of fixed and 
sullen gloom. He is full of weakness and melancholy, but 
there is no harshness in his nature. He is the most amia¬ 
ble of misanthropes. 

Romeo and Juihet 

R omeo and Jiuhet is the o nly tr aged y wEich Sh;^k<;pparp 
has written entirely on a love- story. It is supposed to have 
been his f irst pl ay, a iufTt deseryes_to stand iiy tliat prou4, 
rank . There is the buoyant spirit of youth in every line, 
in the rapturous intoxication of hope, and in the bitterness 
of despair. It has been said of Romeo and Juliet by a 
great critic, that “ whatever is most intoxicating in the 
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odour of a southern spring, languishing in the song of the 
nightingale, or voluptuous in the first opening of the rose, 
is to be found in this poem.” The description is true; and 
yet it does not answer to our idea of the play. For if 
it has tlie sweetness of the rose, it has its freshness too; 
if it has the languor of the nightingale's song, it has also 
^its giddy transport; if it has the softness of a southern 
spring, it is as glowing and as bright. There is nothing of 
a sickly and sentimental cast. Romeo and Juliet are in 
love, but they are not love-sick. Everything speaks tlie 
very soul of pleasure, the high and healthy pulse of the 
passions: the heart beats, the blood circulates and mantles 
throughout. Their courtship is not an insipid interchange 
of sentiments lip-deep, learnt at second-hand from poems 
and plays,—made up of beauties of the most shadowy 
kind, of “ fancies wan that hang the pensive head.” of 
evanescent smiles, and sighs that breathe not, of delicacy 
that shrinks from the touch, and feebleness that scarce 
supports itself, an elaborate vacuity of thought, and an 
artificial dearth of sense, spirit, truth, and nature! It is 
the reverse of all this. It is Shakspeare all over, and 
Shakspeare when he was young. 


Midsummer Night’s Dream 

or Robin Goodfellow, is the leader of the 
fairy band. He is the A^I of the Midsummer Night’s 
Dream ; and yet as unlike as can be to the Ariel in the 
Tempest. No other poet could have made two such dif¬ 
ferent characters out of the same fanciful materials and 
situations. Ariel is a minister of retribution, who is 
touched with the sense of pity at the woes he inflicts. Puck 
IS a mad-cap sprite, full of wantonness and mischief, who 
laughs at those whom he misleads—“ Lord, what fools 
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these mortals be! *’ Ariel cleaves the air, and executes 
his mission with the zeal of a winded messenger; Puck is 
borne along on his fairy errand like the light and glittering 
gossamer before the breeze. lie is. indeed, a most Epi¬ 
curean little gentleman, dealing in (juaint devices, and faring 
in dainty delights, Prosj^ero and hi^ world of spirits are 
a set of morali^ts: but with Oberon and his fairies we are 
launched at once into the empire of the butterllies. How 
beautifully is tins race of beings contrasted with the men 
and women actors in the scene, by a single epithet which 
Titania gives to the latter, "the human mortals”! It is 
astonishing that Shakspeare should be considered, not only 
by foreigners, but by many of our own critics, as a gloomy 
and heavy writer, who painted nothing but " gorgons and 
hydras, and chimeras dire.” Ilis subtlety exceeds that 
of all other dramatic writers, insomuch that a celebrated 
person of the jnesent day said tliat he regarded him rather 
as a metaphysician than a poet. Ilis delicacy and sportive 
gaiety are infinite. In the MinsuMMKu Night's Dream 
alone, we should imagine, tliere is more sweetness and 
beauty of description than in the whole range of French 
poetry put together. What we mean is this, that we will 
produce out of that single play ten passages, to which we 
(lo not tliink any ten passages in the works of the French 
poets can be opposed, displaying c(]ual fancy and imagery. 
Shall we mention the remonstrance of Helena to llcrmia. 
or Titania’s description of her fairy train, or her disputes 
with Oberon about the Indian bov, or Puck’s account of 
himself and his emplovments. or the I'airv Oucen’s exhorta- 
tion to the elves to pay due atteinlance upon lier favourite, 
Bottom: or Hippolita’s description (^f a chacc, or Theseus’s 
answer? The two last are as heroical and spirited as the 
others are full of luscious tenderness. The reading of this 
play is like wandering in a grove by moonlight: the de- 
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scriptions breathe a sweetness like odours thrown from 
beds of flowers. . . . 

The Midsummer Night’s Dream, when acted, is con¬ 
verted from a delightful fiction into a dull pantomime. 
All that is finest in the play is lost in the representation. 
The spectacle was grand; but the spirit was evaporated, the 
genius was fled.—Poetry and the stage do not agree well 
together. The attempt to reconcile them in this instance 
fails not only of effect, but of decorum. The ideal can have 
no place upon the stage, which is a picture without per¬ 
spective: everything there is in the fore-ground. That 
which was merely an airy shape, a dream, a passing thought, 
immediately becomes an unmanageable reality. Where all 
is left to the imagination (as is the case in reading) every 
circumstance, near or remote, has an equal chance of being 
kept in mind, and tells accordingly to the mixed impression 
of all that has been suggested. But the imagination cannot 
sufficiently qualify the actual impressions of the senses. 
Any offence given to the eye is not to be got rid of by 
explanation. Thus Bottom’s head in the play is a fantastic 
illusion, produced by magic spells: on the stage it is an 
ass’s head, and nothing more; certainly a very strange 
costume for a gentleman to appear in. Fancy cannot be 
embodied any more than a simile can be painted; and it 
is as idle to attempt it as to personate Wall or Moonshine. 
Fairies are not incredible, but fairies six feet high are so. 
Monsters are not shocking, if they are seen at a proper 
distance. When ghosts appear at mid-day, when appari¬ 
tions stalk along Cheapside, then may the IMidsummer 
Night’s Dream be represented without injury at Covent- 
garden or at Drury-lane. The boards of a theatre and the 
regions of fancy are not the same thing. 



88 


English Literature 


Falstaff 


If Sliakspeare s fondness for the ludicrous sometimes 
led to faults in his tragedies (wliich was not often the 
case) he has made us amends by the character of Falstaff. 
1 his is perhaps the most substantial comic character that 
ever was invented. Sir John carries a most portly presence 
in the mind’s eye; and in him, not to speak it profanely, 
“ we behold the fulness of the spirit of wit and humour 


bodily.” We are 
his mind, and his 


as well acquainted with his person as 
jokes come upon us with double force 


and relish from the (luantity of Hesh through which they 
make their way, as he shakes his fat sides with laughter, 
or “ lards the lean earth as he walks along.” Other comic 
characters seem, if we approach and handle them, to resolve 
themselves into air, “into thin air;” but this is embodied 


and [lalpable to the grossest aiqjrehension: it lies “ three 


fingers deep upon the ribs,” it jdays about the lungs and 
the diaphragm with all the force of animal enjoyment. 
His body is like a good estate to his mind, from which he 


receives rents and revenues of profit and pleasure in kind, 
according to its extent, and the richness of the soil. Wit 
is often a meagre substitute for pleasurable sensation; an 
effusion of spleen and petty spite at the comforts of others, 
from feeling none in itself. Falstaff's wit is an emanation 
of a fine constitution ; an exuberance of good-humour and 
good-nature; an overflowing of his love of laughter and 
good-fellowship; a giving vent to his heart’s ease, and over- 
contentment with himself and others. lie would not be 
in character, if he were not so fat as he is; for there is 
the greatest keeping in the boundless luxury of his imagina¬ 
tion and the pampered self-indulgence of his physical ap¬ 
petites. He manures and nourishes his mind with jests, 
as he does his body with sack and sugar. He carves out 
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liis jokes, as he would a capon or a haunch of venison, 
where there is cut and come again; and pours out upon 
them the oil of gladness. His tongue drops fatness, and 
in the chambers of his brain “ it snows of meat and drink.” 
He keeps up perpetual holiday and open house, and we 
live with him in a round of invitations to a rump and 
dozen.—Yet we are not to suppose that he was a mere 
sensualist. All this is as much in imagination as in reality. 
His sensuality does not engross and stupify his other facul¬ 
ties. but “ ascends me into the brain, clears away all the 
dull, crude vapours that environ it, and makes it full of 
nimble, fiery, and delectable shapes.” His imagination 
keeps up the ball after his senses have done with it. He ' 
seems to have even a greater enjoyment of the freedom 
from restraint, of good cheer, of his ease, of his vanity, 
in the ideal exaggerated description which he gives of 
them, than in fact. He never fails to enrich his discourse 
with allusions to eating and drinking, but we never see 
him at table. He carries his own larder about with him, 
and he is himself ” a tun of man.” His pulling out the 
bottle in the field of battle is a joke to shew his contempt 
for glory accompanied with danger, his systematic adher¬ 
ence to his Epicurean philosophy in the most trying cir¬ 
cumstances. Again, such is his deliberate exaggeration of 
his own vices, that it does not seem quite certain whether 
the account of his hostess’s bill, found in his pocket, with 
such an out-of-the-way charge for capons and sack with 
only one halfpenny-worth of bread, was not put there by 
himself as a trick to humour the jest upon his favourite 
propensities, and as a conscious caricature of himself. He 
is represented as a liar, a braggart, a coward, a glutton, 
etc. and yet we are not offended but delighted with him; 
for he is all these as much to amuse others as to gratify 
himself. He openly assumes all these characters to shew 
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tlie liumouroiis part of tliciii. 1 he uiirc.''trainccl indulgence 
of hib own case, appetites, and convenience, has neither 
malice nor Inpocrisy in it. In a word, he is an actor in 
himself almost as much as upon the stage, and we no more 
object to the character of l-alstaff in a moral point of view 
than we should think of bringing an excellent comedian, 
who should rei>resent him to the life, I'cforc one 
of the police oITices. W e only consider the number of 
pleasant lights in which he puts certain foibles (the more 
pleasant as they are opposed to the received rules and 
necessary restraints of society) and do not trouble ourselves 
about the conscfiuences resulting from them, for no mis¬ 
chievous consetiuences do result. Sir John is old as well 
as fat, which gives a melancholy retrospective tinge to the 
character; and by the disparity between his inclinations and 

his cai)acity for enjoyment, makes it still more ludicrous 
and fantastical. 

The secret of halstafl s wit is for the most part a mas¬ 
terly presence of mind, an absolute self-possession, which 
nothing can disturb. 1 lis repartees are involuntarv sugges¬ 
tions of his self-love; instinctive evasions of everything that 
thicatens to interru])t the career of his triumphant jollity and 
self-complacency. I Ms very size floats him out of all his 
difficulties in n sea of rich conceits; and he turns round on 
tlie pivot of his convenience, with every occasion and at 
a moments warning. Ills natural repugnance to every 
unpleasant thought or circumstance, of itself makes light of 
objections, and provokes the most extravagant and licen¬ 
tious answers in his own justification, I Ms indifTercnce to 
tiuth puts no check upon his invention, and the more im¬ 
probable and unexpected his contrivances arc. the more 
happily does he seem to be delivered of them, the anticipa¬ 
tion of their effect acting as a stimulus to the gaiety of 
his fancy. The success of one adventurous sally gives him 
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spirits to iiiidertakc another: he cleaP always in round 
numbers, and his exaggerations and excuses are “ open, 
palpable, monstrous as the father that begets them.” His 
dissolute carelessness of what he says discovers itself in 
the first dialogue with the Prince. 


" Falstaff. By the lord, tliou say’st true, lad; and is not mine 
hostess of the tavern a most sweet wench? 

P. Henry. As the honey of Hibla, my old lad of the castle: 
and is not a buff-jerkin a most sweet robe of durance? 

Falsfaff. How now, how now. mad wag, what in thy quips and 
thy quiddities? what a plague have I to do with a buff-jerkin? 

P. Henry. Why, what a pox have I to do with mine hostess 
of the tavern?” 


In the same scene he afterwards affects melancholy, from 
pure satisfaction of heart, and professes reform, because 
it is the farthest thing in the world from his thoughts. He 
has no qualms of conscience, and therefore would as soon 
talk of them as of anything else when the humour takes 
him. 


'"Falsfaff. But Hal, I pr’ythee trouble me no more with vanity. 
I would to God thou and I knew where a commodity of good 
names were to be bought: an old lord of council rated me the 
other day in the street about you, sir; but 1 mark’d him not, and 
yet he talked very wisely, and in the street too. 

P. Henry. Thou didst well, for wisdom cries out in the street, 
and no man regards it. 

Falstaff. O, thou hast damnable iteration, and art indeed able 
to corrupt a saint. Thou hast done much harm unto me, Hal; 
God forgive thee for it. Before I knew thee, Hal. I knew nothing, 
and now I am, if a man should speak truly, little better than one 
of the wicked. I must give over this life, and I will give it over, 
by the Lord; an I do not, I am a villain. I’ll be damned for never 
a king’s son in Christendom. 

P. Henry. Where shall we take a purse to-morrow, Jack? 

Falstaff. Where thou wilt, lad, I’ll make one; an I do not, call 
me villain, and bafHe me. 
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P. Henry I see good amendment of life in thee, from praying 
to purse-taking. ^ ^ ^ 

lalsiaff Why, Hal, 'tis iny vocation, Hal. ’Tis no sin for a 
man to lahoiir in his vocation." 


Of the other prominent passaf^es, hi.s account of his pre¬ 
tended resistance to the robbers, " who grew from four 
men in buckram into eleven '' as the imagination of his 
own valour increased with his relating it, his getting off 
when the truth is discovered by pretending he knew the 
Prince, the scene in which in the person of the old king 
lie lectures the jirince and gives himself a good character, 
the solilo(|uy on honour, and descri])tion of his new-raised 
recruits, his meeting with the chief justice, his abuse of the 
Prince and 1‘oins, who overhear him, to Doll Te.irsheet 
his reconciliation with .Mrs. Quickly who has arrested him 
for an old debt, and whom he persuades to pawn her plate 
to lend him ten pounds more, and the scenes with Shallow 
and Silence, are all inimitable. Of all of them, the scene 
in which Falstaff plays the part, first, of the King and 
then of Prince Henry, is the one that has been the'most 

o ten quoted. We must quote it once more in illustration 
of our remarks. 


ralslaff. Harry, I ,|„ „ot only marvel where thou spendest 
thy time, hut also how thou art .accompanied: for though the 
camomile, the more it is trmhien on, the faster i, grows, vet youth 
the more it is w.astcd, the sooner it wears. That thou art my son’ 
I h.ave partly thy mothers wool, ,,artly my own opinion; hut 
chiefly a villainous trick of thine eye, and a foolish hanging of 
thy nether hp, that doth warrant me. If then thou he son^to'^mc 

t.Lri > I'Icsscd sun of heaven prove a micher, and eat 
hlackherrics? .A question not to he ask'd. Shall the son of Eng¬ 
land procc .a thief and take purses? a question to he ask'd 
There is .a thing, Harry, which thou hast often heard of, and it 
IS known to many m our land hy the name of pitch: this pitch 

reers',' company thou 

keepest. for, Harry, now 1 do not speak to thee in drink, but in 
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tears; not in pleasure, but in passion; not in words onlj^ but in 
woes also :—and yet there is a virtuous man, whom 1 have often 
noted in thy company, but I know' not his name. 

P. Henry. W’hat manner of man, an it like your majesty? 

Palstaff. A goodly portly man, i’faith, and a corpulent; of a 
cheerful look, a pleasing eye, and a most noble carriage; and, as 
1 think, his age some fifty, or, by’r-lady, inclining to threescore; 
and now I do remember me, his name is Falstaff: if that man 
should be lewdly given, he deceiveth me; for. Harry. I see virtue 
in his looks. If then the fruit may be known by the tree, as the 
tree by the fruit, then peremptorily 1 speak it, there is virtue in 
that FalstafT: him keep with, the rest banish. And tell me now', 
thou naughty varlet, tell me. where hast thou been this month? 

P. Henry. Dost thou speak like a king? Do thou stand for me. 
and I’ll pla}' my father. 

Palstaff. Depose me? if thou dost it half so gravely, so majes¬ 
tically, both in word and matter, hang me up by the heels for a 
rabbit-sucker, or a poulterer’s hare. 

P. Henry. Well, here I am set. 

Palstaff. And here I stand:—judge, my masters. 

P. Henry. Now', Harry, whence come you? 

Palstaff. My noble lord, from Eastcheap. 

P. Henry. The complaints I hear of thee are grievous. 

Falstaff. S’blood, my lord, they are false:—nay, I’ll tickle ye 
for a young prince, i’faith. 

P. Henry. Swearest thou, ungracious boy? henceforth ne'er look 
on me. Thou art violently carried away from grace: there is a 
devil haunts thee, in the likeness of a fat old man : a tun of man 
is thy companion. Why dost thou converse with that trunk of 
humours, that bolting-hutch of beastliness, that sw'oln parcel of 
dropsies, that huge bombard of sack, that stuft cloak-bag of guts, 
that roasted Manning-tree ox with the pudding in his belly, that 
reverend vice, that grey iniquity, that father ruffian, that vanity in 
years? wherein is he good, but to taste sack and drink it? wherein 
neat and cleanly, but to carve a capon and eat it? w'herein cunning, 
but in craft? wherein crafty, but in villainy? w'herein villainous, 
but in all things? wlierein worthy, but in nothing? 

Palstaff. I would, your grace would take me w'ith you: whom 
means your grace? 

P. Henry. That villainous, abominable mis-leader of youth, 
Falstaff. that old white-bearded Satan. 

Falstaff. My lord, the man I know. 

P. Henry. I know' thou dost. 

Falstaff. But to say, I know more harm in him than in myself, 
were to say more than I know. That he is old (the more the pity) 
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his white hairs do witness it: but that he is (saving your reverence) 
a whore-master, that I utterly deny. If sack and sugar be a fault, 
God help the wicked! if to be old and merry be a sin, then many 
an old host that I know is damned; if to be fat be to be hated, 
then Pharoah s lean kine are to be loved. Xo, my good lord; 
banish E^eto, banish Bardolph, banish I^oins: but for sweet Jack 
Palstaff. kind Jack i-alstaff. true Jack I-'alstafT. valiant Jack Falstaff. 
and therefore more valiant, being as he is. old Jack I*alstaff, banish 
not him thv Harry’s coni()any ; banish plump Jack, and banish all 


the work!. 
l\ Ilcury. 


I (I 


, I will. 

[Ktiockintj: aud Hostess and Hardolf^h go out. 

Re enter B.vki>(>li»ii, running. 

Ihirdolf'h. (). my lord, my loril ; the sheriff, with a most mon¬ 
strous watch, is at the door. 

1‘olsttitT. Out, y(ui rogue! play (^ut the play; I have much to say 
in the behalf of that balstalT.” 

Otic of the most cliaractcri.stic descrijitions of Sir John 
is that which Mrs. (Jnickly jj^ives of him when he asks 
her “ What i.s the f^ross sum that I owe thee?" 


Hostess. Marry, if thou wort an honest man. thyself, and the 
money too. I hou didst swear to me upon a parcel-gilt goblet, 
sitting in niy Dfilphin-chamber, at the round table, by a sca-coa! 
fire on Wednesday in W hitsun-week, when the Prince broke thy 
head for likening his father to a singing man of Windsor; thou 
didst swear to me then, as I was washing thv wound, to marry 
me. and make me my lady thy wife. Canst thou deny, it? Did 
not goodwife Keech. the butcher’s wife, come in then, and call me 
gossip Quickly? coming in t-> bornnv a mess of vinegar; telling us, 
she had a good dish of prawns; whereby thou didst desire to eat 
some, whereby 1 told thee they were ill for a green wound? And 
didst thou not. when she was gone down sti^irs, desire me to be 
no more so familiarity with such poor people; saying, that ere 
long they should call me mad.iin? And <lidst thou not kiss me, 
and bid me fetch thee thirty shillings? 1 put thee now to thy 
book-oath; deny it. if thou canst.” 


4 his scene is to tis the most convincin*^ |iroof of Fal- 
staff’s |)ower of gainings over the good will of those he 
was familiar with, cxcc|)t indeed LJardolph’s somewhat pro- 


The Characters of Shakspeare’s P[,avs 


95 


fane exclamation on hearing the account of his death, 
“ Would I were with him, wheresoe'er he is. whether in 
heaven or hell.” 

One of the topics of exulting superiority over others 
most common in Sir John's mouth is his corpulence and 
the exterior marks of good living which he carries about 
him, thus ” turning his vices into commodity.” He ac¬ 
counts for the friendship between the Prince and Poins, 
from ” their legs being both of a bigness; ” and compares 
Justice Shallow to ” a man made after supper of a cheese¬ 
paring.” There cannot be a more striking gradation of 
character than that beween Falstaff and Shallow, and Shal¬ 
low and Silence. It seems difficult at first to fall lower than' 
the squire; but this fool, great as he is, finds an admirer 
and humble foil in his cousin Silence. Vain of his acquaint¬ 
ance with Sir John, who makes a butt of him, he exclaims. 

” Would, cousin Silence, that thou had'st seen tliat which 
this knight and I have seen! ”—” Aye, Master Shallow, we 
have heard the chimes at midnight," says Sir John. To 
Falstaff’s observation, “ I did not think Master Silence had 
been a man of this mettle,” Silence answers, “ Who, I ? 

I have been merry twice and once ere now.” What an idea 
is here conveyed of a prodigality of living? What good 
husbandry and economical self-denial in his pleasures? 
What a stock of lively recollections? It is curious that 

m 

Shakspeare has ridiculed in Justice Shallow, who was ” in 
some authority under the king,” that disposition to unmean¬ 
ing tautology which is the regal infirmity of later times, and 
which, it may be supposed, he acquired from talking to 
his cousin Silence, and receiving no answers. 

Falstaff. You have here a goodly dwelling, and a rich. 

Shallow. Barren, barren, barren; beggars all. beggars all, Sir 
John: marry, good air. Spread Davy, spread Davy. Well said, 
Davy. 
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Falstaff. This Davy serves you for good uses. 

Shallow. A good varlet, a good varlet, a very good varlet. By 
the mass. I have drunk too much sack at supper. A good varlet. 
Now sit down, now sit down. Come, cousin.” 

The true spirit of humanity, tlie thorough knowledge 
of the stufif we are made of, the practical wisdom with 
the seeming fooleries in the whole of the garden-scene at 
Shallow’s country-seat, and just before in the exquisite dia¬ 
logue between him and Silence on the death of old Double, 
have no parallel anywhere else. In one point of view, they 
are laughable in the extreme ; in another they are equally 
affecting, if it is affecting to shew it'/ifl/ a little thing is 
human life, what a poor forked creature man is! 

Twei.i'tii Night; or, What You Will 

^This is justly considered as one of the most delightful 
of Shakspeare’s comedies. It is full of sweetness and pleas¬ 
antry. It is perhaps too good-natured for comedy. It has 
little satire, aiul no spleen. It aims at the ludicrous rather! 
than the ridiculous. It makes us laugh at the follies ofl 
mankind, not despise them, and still less bear any ill-will) 
towards them. Shakspearc’s comic geitius resembles thel 
bee rather in its power of extracting sweets from weedsj 
or poisons, than in leaving a sting behind it. He gives the 
most amusing exaggeration of the prevailing foibles of his 
characters, but in a way that they themselves, instead of 
being offended at, would almost join in to humour; he 
rather contrives opportunities for them to shew themselves; 
off in the happiest lights, than renders them contemptiblelj 
in tlie perverse construction of the wit or malice of othcrs.-Vl 
1 here is a certain stage of society in which people become 
conscious of their peculiarities and absurdities, affect to n 
disguise what they are, and set up pretensions to what they 


The Characters of Shakspeare's Plays 97 

lare not. This gives rise to a corresponding style of comedy, 
'the object of which is to detect the disguises of self-love, 
and to make reprisals on these preposterous assumptions of 
vanity, by marking the contrast between the real and the 
affected character as severely as possible, and denying to 
those, who would impose on us for what they are not, even 
the merit which they have. This is the comedy of artificial 
^ wit and satire, such as we see it in Congreve, J j 

j tWycherley, \'anburgh, etc) (To this succeeds a state of jj 
society from which the same sort of affectation and pretence 
are banished by a greater knowledge of the world or by | 
their successful exposure on the stage; and whicli by neu- 
tralising the materials of comic character, both natural and 
artificial, leaves no comedy at all—but the sentimental. ^ 
Such is our modern comedy.) (There is a period in the 
[progress of manners anterior to both these, in which the 
Toibles and follies of individuals are of nature’s planting, not 
; the growth of art or study; in which they are therefore 
i unconscious of them themselves, or care not who knows 
; them, if they can but have their whim out; and in which, 
as there is no attempt at imposition, the spectators rather 
receive pleasure from humouring the inclinations of the 
persons they laugh at, than wish to give them pain by 
exposing their absurdity. This may be called t he co medy 
of nature, and it is the comedy which we generally find 
in Shakspeare.^-^Vhether the analysis here given be just 
j ( or not, the spirit of his comedies is evidently quite distinct 
I I from that of the authors above mentioned, as it is in its 
f j essence the same with that of Cervantes, and also very 
I ■ frequently of Afoliere, though he was more systematic in 
1 his extravagance than Shakspeare., Shakspeare’^.,.c.Ojnedy 
’ is of a pastoral and poetical cast. Folly is indigenous to 
‘ ' the_^oil, and shoots out with native, happy, unchecked 
luxuriance. Absurdity has every encouragement afforded 
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(Uj^aiid nonsense, has room to flourisli in. Nothing is 

isli, icy liand of indifference or severity, 
y The poet runs riot in a conceit, and idolises a quibble. His 
Avhole object is to turn the meanest or rudest objects to 
, a pleasurable' account. Tlie relish which he has of a pun, 
or of the quaint humour of a low character, does not inter¬ 
fere with the delight willi which he describes a beautiful 
.image, ()r the most relined love. The Clown's forced jests 
Ido not spoil tlie sweetness of tlie character of \^iola ; the 
I same liouse is big enough to hold Malvolio, the Countess, 

w * and Sir Andrew Ague-cheek. For in¬ 
stance, nothing can fall much lower than this last character 
in intellect or morals : how are his weaknesses nursed 

and <landled by Sir Toby into sometliing “ high fantastical,” 
when on Sir Andrew's commendation of himself for 
dancing and fencing. Sir Toby answers—“ Wherefore are 
these tilings liid? Wherefore have these gifts a curtain 
befoie them? Are they like to take dust like mistress 
Moll s picture\\ hy dost thou not go to church in a 
galliaid, and come home in a coranto? My very walk 
sliould he a jig! 1 would not so much as make water but 
^ in a ciiK|ue-|)ace. What dt)st thou mean? Is this a world 
i to hide viitues in? 1 tlid think by the excellent constitu¬ 
tion of thy leg. it was framed under the star of a galliard! ” 
Mow Sir 1 ohy, Sir Andrew, and the Clown afterwards 
chirp over their enps, how they “ rouse the night-owl in 
a catch, able to draw three souls out of one weaver!” 
W hat can be better than Sir 1 oby’s unanswerable answer 
to Alalvolio, Dost thou tliink because thou art virtuous, 
there shall be no more cakes and ale?”-^In a word, the 
dicst tLU-n .is given to everything, instead of the wor~ 
I Iheie is a constant infusion of the romantic and enthusi- 
- astic, in piopoiiion as the characters arc natural and sin- 
cei e. \\ bci eas, in the more artificial style of comedy, every- 
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thing gives way to ridicule and indifference, there bcincr 
nothing left but affectation on one side, and incredulity on 
tlic other.-^Much as we like Shaks|)carc’s comedies, we , 
cannot, agree with Dr. Johnson that they arc better than < 
his tragedies; nor do we like them half so well. ^ If his i 

N 4 

inclination to comedy sometimes led him to triile with tlie 
seriousness of tragedy, the poetical and impassioned pas- . 
sages are the best parts of his comedies. The great and ‘ 
secret charm of Twelfth Xk;ht is the character of \'iola. 
Much as we like catclies and cakes and ale. there is some-' 
thing that we like better. \\*e have a friendship for Sir 
Toby; we patronise Sir Andrew; we have an understanding 
with the Clown, a sneaking kindness for Maria and iicr 
rogueries; we feel a regard for Malvolio, and sympathise . 
with his gravity, his smiles, his cross garters, his yellow • 
stockings, and imprisonment in the stocks. Hut there is ' 
something that excites in us a stronger feeling than all 
this—it is Viola’s confession of her love. ) 

4 

'‘Duke. What’s her historv? 

Viola. A blank, t/iy lord, she never fold her love: 

She let concealment, like a worm i’ th’ bud. 

Feed on her damask cheek : she pin'd in thought, 

And with a green and yellow melanclioly, 

She sat like Patience on a monument. 

Smiling at grief. IVas not this love indeed^ 

We men may say more, swear more, luit indeed. 

Ou r she^vs are, more tha n wiltj. for _still we prove 
Much in our vows, but little in our love. 

Duke. Rut died thy sister of her love, my hoy? 

Viola. I am all the daughters of my father’s house. 

And all the brothers too;—and vet I know not.”— 

Shakspeare alone could describe the effect of his own 
poetry. 


“ Oh, it came o’er the ear like the sweet south 
That breathes upon a bank of violets, 

Stealing and giving odour.” 
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What \vc so much admire here is not the image of Pa- 
! tience on a monument, which has been generally quoted, 
J but the lines before and after it. “ They give a very echo 
to the scat where love is throned.” How long ago it is since 
we first learnt to repeat them ; and still, still they vibrate on 
the heart, like the sounds which the passing wind draws 
from the trembling strings of a harp left on some desert 
shore! I'hcrc arc other passages of not less impassioned 
sweetness. Such is Olivia’s address to Sebastian, whom 
she supposes to have already deceived her in a promise of 
marriage. 


“ Blame not this haste of mine: if you mean well, 
Now Ro with me and with this holy man 
Into the chantry by: there before him. 

And underneath that consecrated roof. 

Plight me the full assurance of your faith. 
That my most jealous aud too doubtful soul 
May live at peace." 


MILTON 


Shakspeare discovers in his writings little religious en¬ 
thusiasm, and an indifference to personal reputation; he 
had none of the bigotry of his age, and his political preju¬ 
dices were not very strong. In these respects, as well as 
in every other, he formed a direct contrast to Milton. AliL 
t on's works, are a p_er D.etuaI.iD.vQca,tiQn _tn thp ^ 

hymn to Far a£*^.H^jTi ad hi s thoughts constantly^ fix ed on 
t he contemplation of the Hebrew thenc^rary ^ and of a perfect 
commonw ealth; and he seized the pen with a hand just 
warm from the toiTcTT ^the ar k of faitL ~His "r eligious 
z ^l infu sed its ~^aracter into hi s imagination; so that he 
devotes himself with the sam e sense of duty t o the cultiv a¬ 
t ion of his geniuSj. as he did to the exercise of virtue, or 
the^ood of his country. The spirit of the poet, the pa triot, 
^ yLthe __pCQ. phpt , v i e d^WJjJh^eaidi^athe.r in his Hig 

mind appears t o have he ld equal communion with the in- 
s^red wnters7 an d with the bards and sages of an cien t 
Greece an3~Rome:— 


“ Blind Thamyris, and blind Masonides, 

And Tiresias, and Phineus, prophets old.” 

tjg^had a_high standard, with which he was always com¬ 
paring himself, nothirig short of, which could satisfy his 
j ealous amhitinn , He thought of nobler forms and ^iiobler 
things than those he found about him. He lived apart, in 
the solitude of his own thoughts, carefully excluding from 
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his mind whatever might distract its ]>ur])oses, or alloy its 
Ijurity, or damp its zeal. " With darkness and with dangers 
compassed round." lie had the mighty models of antiquity 
always present to his thoughts^ and determined to raise a 
monument of equal height and glory, *' piling up every stone 
of lustre from the brook," for the delight and wonder of 
posterity, lie had girded himself u]), and as it were, sancti¬ 
fied his genius to this service from his youth. " hor after," 
he says, “ I had fn)m my tirst years, hy the ceaseless dili¬ 
gence and care of my father, heen exercise<l to the tongues, 
and some sciences as my age could suller, hy sundry mas¬ 
ters and teachers, it was ftmnd that whether aught was 
imposed upon me hy them, or betaken to t)f my own choice, 
the style hv certain vital signs it had. was likely to live; 
hut much latelier, in the private academics of Italy, per¬ 
ceiving that some tritles which I had in memory, composed 
at under twenty or thereabout, met with acceptance above 
what was looked for; 1 began thus far to assent both to 
them and divers of my friends here at home, and not less 
to an inward prompting which now grew daily upon me, 
that by labour and intense study (which I take to be my 
jiortion in this life), joined with the strong propensity of 
nature, I might perhajis leave something so written to 
after-times as they should not willingly let it die. The 
accomplishment of these intentions which have lived within 
me ever since I could conceive myself anything worth to 
my country, lies not but in a power above man’s to promise; 
but that none hath by more studious ways endeavoured, 
and with more unwearieil spirit that none shall, that I dare 
almost aver of myself, as far as life and free leisure will 
extend. Neither do 1 think it shame to* covenant with any 
knowing reader, that for some few years yet, I may go on 
trust with him toward the payment of what I am now 
indebted, as being a work not to be raised from the heat 
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of youth or the vapours of wine; like that which hows 
at waste from the pen of some vulgar amourist, or the 
trencher fury of a rhyming parasite, nor to be obtained by 
the invocation of Dame Memory and her Siren daughters, 
but by devout prayer to that eternal spirit, who can enrich 
with all utterance and knowledge, and sends out his 
Seraphim with the hallowed fire of his altar, to touch and 
purify the lips of whom he pleases: to this must be added 
industrious and select reading, steady observation, and in¬ 
sight into all seemly and generous arts and affairs. Al¬ 
though it nothing content me to have disclosed thus much 
beforehand; but that I trust hereby to make it manifest 
with what small willingness I endure to interrupt the pur¬ 
suit of no less hopes than these, and leave a calm and 
pleasing solitariness, fed with cheerful and confident 
thoughts, to embark in a troubled sea of noises and hoarse 
disputes, from beholding the bright countenance of truth 
in the quiet and still air of delightful studies.’' 

So that of Spenser: 

“ The noble heart that harbours virtuous thought, 

And is with child of glorious great intent, 

Can never rest until it forth hath brought 
The eternal brood of glory excellent." 

Milto n, therefore, did not write from casual impuls e, but 
after a severe examin ation of h is own strength, arid wi th 
a reso lution to leave nothing undon_e_ \\diich_jt. wAs_Ul_^^^ 
power to do. He al way s labours, and almost always ^uc- 
ceed^^ ljp_^triv^pg harH ^^y finest, thin gs in the 

^'orld^and he does say them. He adorns and dignifie^is 
^^ect to the utmost: 1 ^ surrounds it with every possib le 
association of beauty o r grandeur., whether moral, intel ¬ 
le ctual. or physical. _ He refines on his descriptions of 
beauty; loading sweets on sweets, till the sense aches at 
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tlicni; and raises his images of terror to a gigantic elevation, 
that “makes Ossa like a wart.” In Milton there is always 
an appearance of effort: in Shakspcare, scarcely any. 

Milton has, borrowed more than any other writer, and 
exhausted every source of imitatioUj sacred or profane; yet 
lie is perfectly distinct from every other writer. He is_ a_ 
\mter of centos, and yet in originality sc^rcejy jnfj^ruilLtQ 
Lloniej^/rhcu^owt^pf his niind is stamp ed on every lin^ 
The fervour of his imagination melts down and renders 
malleable, as in a furnace, the most contradictory materials. 

Ln reading his works, we feel ourselves under the influence 
0^'a mighty intellect, that the nearer it approaches to 
otliers, becomes more distinct from them. The quantity of 
art in him shews the strength of his genius: the weight of 
his intellectual obligations would have oppressed any other 
writer. Aljlton’s learning has all the effect qf_intuitiQn* 
describes jc»l)jects, ()f_which he could o nly have read i n 
books, with the vividness of actual observati on^_ His imag - 
ination has the force of nature. He makes words tell as__ 


jiictures.,- 


“ Him followed Rinimon. whose delightful seat 
Was fair Damascus, on the fertile hanks 
Of Ahbana and Pharphar, lucid streams.” 


The word lucid here gives to the idea all the sparkling 
effect of the most perfect landscape. 

And again: 


“As when a vulture on Imaus bred, 

Whose snowy ridge the roving Tartar bounds, 
Dislodging from a region scarce of prey, 

To gorge the flesh of lambs and yeanling kids 
On hills where flocks are fed. flies towards the springs 
Of Ganges or llydaspes, Indian streams; 

But in his way lights on the barren plains 

Of Sericana. where Chineses drive 

With sails and wind their cany waggons light.” 
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If Milton had taken a journey for the express purpose, he 
could not have described this scenery and mode of life 
better. Such passages are like demonstrations of natural 
history. Instances might be multiplied without end. 

We might be tempted to suppose that the vividness with 
which he describes visible objects, was owing to their having 
acquired an unusual degree of strength in his mind, after 
the privation of his sight; but we find the same palpableness 
and truth in the descriptions which occur in his early poems. 
In Lycidas, he speaks of “ the great vision of the guarded 
mount," with that preternatural weight of impression with 
which it would present itself suddenly to *■ the pilot of some 
small night-foundered skiff; ’’ and the lines in the Tense- 
roso, describing “ the wandering moon, 

“ Rifling near her highest noon. 

Like one that had been led astray 

Through the heaven's wide pathless way," 

are as if he had gazed himself blind in looking at her. 
There is also the same depth of impression in his descrip¬ 
tions of the objects of all the different senses, whether 
colours, or sounds, or smells—the same absorption of his 
mind in whatever engaged his attention at the time. It 
has been indeed objected to Milton, by a common perversity 
of criticism, that his ideas were musical rather than pic¬ 
turesque, as if because they were in the highest degree 
musical, they must be (to keep the sage critical balance 
even, and to allow no one man to possess two qualities at 
the same time) proportionably deficient in other respects. 
But Milton's poetry is not cast in any such narrow, com¬ 
mon-place mould; it is not so barren of resources. His 
worship of the Muse was not so simple or confined. A 
sound arises “ like a steam of rich distilled perfumes, 
we hear the pealing organ, but the incense on the altars 
is also there, and the statues of the gods are ranged 
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around! The ear indeed predominates over tlie eye, because 
it i> more immediately affected, and hccaU'C the language 
of music blends more immediately with, atid fotms a more 
natural accompaniment to. the variable ami iiidefmitc asso¬ 
ciations (jf ideas conveyed by words. lUit where the associa¬ 
tions of the imagination are not tlie principal thing, the 
individual object is given by Milton with ecpial force and 
beauty. I he strongest and best proof of this, as a char¬ 
acteristic power of his mind, is. tliat the persons of Adam 
and b've. of Satan, etc. are always accompanied, in (nir 
imagination, with the grandeur of tlie naked figure; they 
convey to us the ideas of sculpture. As an instance, take the 
following; 

“He soon 

Saw within ken a glorious Angel stand. 

The same whom John saw also in the sun : 

Ilis hack was turned, hut not his hrightness hid; 

Of l)caming sunny rays a gohlen tiar 
( ircled his luad, nor less his locks behind 
Illustrious on his slnuilders Hedge with wings 
Lay waving round; cm some great charge employ’d 
He seem’d, or fi.\’d in cogitation deep. 

(dad was the spirit impure, as now in hope 
d'o find who might direct his wand'ring (light 
To Paradise, the happy seat of man. 

His journey’s en<l. an<l our beginning woe. 

Hut first he casts to change his pr<^per shape, 

Which else might work him danger or delay: 

And now a stripling cherub he appears. 

Not of the prime, yet such ;is in his face 
N’outh smiled celestial, and to every limb 
Suitable grace diffus’d, so well he feign’d: 

Lbider a coronet Ids flowing hair 

In curls on either cheek play’tl: wings he wore 

(^f many a colour’d plume sprinkled with gold. 

His habit fit for speed succinct, and held 
Before his decent steps a silver wand.” 

The figures introduced here have all the elegance and 
precision of a Greek statue; glossy and impurpled, tinged 
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with golden light, and musical as the strings of Memnon's 
harp! 

Again, nothing can be more magnificent than the portrait 
of Beelzebub: 


" With Atlantean shoulders fit to bear 
The weight of mightiest monarchies:” 

Or the comparison of Satan, as he “ lay floating many a 
rood," to “ that sea beast," 


“ Leviathan, which God of all his works 
Created hugest that swim the ocean-stream ! ” 



What a force of imagination is there in this last expression! 
What an idea it conveys of the size of that hugest of 
created beings, as if it shrunk up the ocean to a stream, and 
took up the sea in its nostrils as a very little thing! Force 
of style is one of Milton’s greatest excellences. Hence, 
perhaps, he stimulates us more in the reading, and less 
afterwards. The way to defend Milton against all im- 
pugners, is to take down the book and read it. 

Miltoa-'s blgjlk verse is the only blank verse in the la n- 
fexcept Shakspeare’s) that jleserves th e name of 



y^erse. Dr, Johnson, who had modelled his ideas of versi¬ 
fication on the regular sing-song of Pope, condemns the 
Paradise Lost as harsh and unequal. I shall not pretend 
to say that this is not sometimes the case; for where a 
degree of excellence beyond the mechanical rules of art is 
attempted, the poet must sometimes fail. But I imagine 
that there are more perfect examples in Milton of musical 
expression, or of an adaptation of the sound and movement 
of the verse to the meaning of the passage, than in all our 
other writers, whether of rhyme or blank verse, put to¬ 
gether, (with the exception already mentioned). Spenser 
is the most harmonious of our stanza writers, as Dryden 
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is the most sounding and varied of our rhymists. But in 
neitlicr is there anything like the same ear for music, the 
same power of approximating tlie varieties of poetical to 
those of musical rhytlim, as there is in our great epic poet. 
The sound of his lines is moulded into the expression of the 
sentiment, almost of the verv image. Thev rise or fall, 
j)ausc or hurry rapi<lly on, with ex{iiiisilc art, hut without 
the least trick or afTectation, as the occasion seems to 
recjuire. 

The following are some of the finest instances: 


“ 11 is haml was known 

In Heaven by many a t<»wcr*<l structure high;— 
Nor was his n.une unheard t)r unadi>rM 
In ancient (ireece; and in tlie .Vusiunan land 
Men called him Mulciher; and how he fell 
]‘rom Heaven, they fahled. tlirown hy angry Jove 
Sheer o'er the crystal hattleinenls; from morn 
To noon he fell, from noon to dewy eve. 

A summer's day; ami with the sotting sun 
Dropt from the /ettilh like a falling star 
On Lemnos, the .ICgean isle: thus they relate. 
Erring."— 


“ lUit chief the spaciotts hall 
Thick swarm’d, both on the ground and in the air, 
Crush’d witli the hiss of rustling wings. .Vs hees 
In spring time, when the sun with Taurus rides. 
Pour forth their populous youth about the hive 
In clusters; they among fresh dews and ilow’rs 
Idy to and fro; or on the smoothed plank. 

The suburb of their straw-built cita<lel. 


New rubb’d with balm, expatiate, and C(mfer 
Their state alTairs. St> thick the airy crowd 


Swarm’d and were straiten’d; till the signal giv’n. 


llehold a wonder! They but now who seem’d 
In bigness to stirpass earth’s giant sons. 

Now less than smallest dwarfs, in narrow room 


Throng numberless, like that Pygmean race 
Hevond the Indian mount, or fairy elves. 


Whose midnight revels by a forest side 
Or fountain, some belated peasant sees, 
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Or dreams be sees, while over-head the moon 

Sits arbitress, and nearer to the earth 

Wheels her pale course: they on their mirth and dance 

Intent, with jocund music charm his ear; 

At once with joy and fear his heart rebounds.” 

I can give only another instance, though I have some 
difficulty in leaving off. 


“Round he surveys (and well might, where he stood 
So high above the circling canopy 
Of night’s extended shade) from th’ eastern point 
Of Libra to the fleecy star that bears 
Andromeda far off Atlantic seas 
Beyond the horizon: then from pole to pole 
He views in breadth, and without longer pause 
Down right into the world’s first region throws 
His flight precipitant, and winds with ease 
Through the pure marble air his oblique way 
Amongst innumerable stars that shone 
Stars distant, but nigh hand seem'd other worlds; 
Or other worlds they seem’d or happy isles,” etc. 


The verse, in this exquisitely modulated passage, floats up 
and down as if it had itself wings. Milton has himself 
given us the theory of his versification— 

I “Such as the meeting soul may pierce 
\ In notes with many a winding bout 
\ Of linked sweetness long drawn out.” 

Dr. Johnson and Pope would have converted his vaulting 
Pegasus into a rocking-horse. Read any other blank verse 
but Milton’s,—Thomson’s, Young's, Cowper’s, Words¬ 
worth’s,—and it will be found, from the want of the same 
insight into “ the hidden soul of harmony,” to be mere 

lumbering prose. 

To proceed to a consideration of the merits of Paradise 
Lost, in the most essential point of view, I mean as to the 
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poetry of cliaractcr and passion. I shall say nothing of the 
fable, or of other technical objections or excellences; but 
I shall try to ex|>lain at once the foundation of the interest 
belonging to the poem. I am ready to give np the dialogues 
in Heaven, where, as Poiic justly observes, “God the 
['ather turns a school-divine ; ” nor do I consider the battle 
of the angels as the-climax of sublimity, or the most suc¬ 
cessful effort of Milton’s pen. In a word, the interest of 
jthe poem arises from the daring ambition and fierce pas- 
! sion.s of Satan, and from the account of the paradisaical 
. happiness, and the loss of it by our first parents. Three- 
fourths of the work are taken up with these characters, and 
nearly all that relates to them is nnmixed sublimity and 
beauty. The two first books abme are like too massy pillars 
of sf)lid gold. 

Satan is Hie i nost lie roic subje^ that aver-wai-diosgn 
^ f or a poem : and the execution is as perfect as_the design 

lit-' f'f created beings^ who, for 

endeavouring to 1 h^ ecpial with the highest, and to divide 
the empire of heaven \Gtb the .Mmigbty. was burled down^ 
fo bclU-JHis_aini le^than the thro ne o f the uni- 

verse; liis im'ans, myriads of angelic armies bright , the 
third part of the heavens, whom he lured after him_i\jth 
his^conntcnancc, and who durst defy the (')mnipotc nt in 
j iuans. TTi_s ambition was the greatest, and his punishment 
' was the greatest; hut not so his despair, for his fortitude 

great as his sufferiiigs,_^Hh^_strength of mituLwLas 

matchless as his strength of Iiody j the vastness of his de¬ 
signs (lid~not surpass the firm, infldxihlc determination with 
which he submitted to his irreversible doom, and final loss 
of all good, llis jiowcr of action and of suffering was 
e{|iial. lie was the greatest power that was ever over¬ 
thrown. with the strongest will left to resist or to endure. 
He was hafilcd, not confounded. He stood like a tower; or 
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“ As when Heaven’s fire 

Hath scathed the forest oaks or mountain pines!” 

He is still surrounded with hosts of rebel angels, armed 
warriors, who own him as their sovereign leader, and with 
whose fate he sympathises as he views them round, far as 
the eye can reach ; though he keeps aloof from them in his 
own mind, and holds supreme counsel only with his own 
breast. An outcast from Heaven, Hell trembles beneath 
his feet. Sin and Death are at his heels, and mankind are 
hi^ easy prey. 

r 

“ All is not lost; th’ unconquerable will, 

And study of revenge, immortal hate. 

And courage never to submit or yield. 

And what else is not to be overcome,” 

are still his. The sense of his punishment seems lost in 
the magnitude of it; the fierceness of tormenting flames, 
is qualified and made innoxious by the greater fierceness 
of his pride; the loss of infinite happiness to himself is 
compensated in thought, by the power of inflicting infinite 
misery on others. Yet Satan is not the principle of malig¬ 
nity, or of the abstract love of evil—but of the abstract 
love jof power, of pride, of self-will personified, to which 
las t pr inciple, all other good and evil, and even his own. 
are subordinate. From this principle he never once flinches. 
His love of power and contempt for suffering are never 
once relaxed from the highest pitch of intensity. Ilis 
thoughts burn like a hell within him; but the power of 
thought holds dominion in his mind over every other con¬ 
sideration. The consciousness of a determined purpose, of 
“ that intellectual being, those thoughts that wander 
through eternity,” though accompanied with endless pain, 
he prefers to nonentity, to ” being swallowed up and lost 
in the wide womb of uncreated night.” He expresses the 
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sum and substance of all ambition in one line: “Fallen 
cherub, to be weak is miserable, doing or suffering!” 
After such a conflict as his, and such a defeat, to retreat 
in order, to rally, to make terms, to exist at all, is some¬ 
thing; but he does more than this—he founds a new empire 
in hell, and from it comiuers this new world, whither he 
bends his undaunted flight, f(ircing his way through nether 
and surrounding fires, 'file poet has not in all this given 
us a mere shadowy outline; the strength is equal to the 
magnitude of the conception. The Achilles of Homer is 
not more distinct; the Titans were not more vast; Prome¬ 
theus chained to his rock was not a more terrific example 
of suffering and of crime. Wherever the figure of Satan 
is introduce<l, whether he walks or flies, ” rising aloft in¬ 
cumbent on the dusky air," it is illustrated with the most 
striking and a|>propriate images; so that we see it always 
before us. gigantic, irregular, portentous, uneasy, and dis¬ 
turbed—but dazzling in its faded s])lendour, the clouded 
ruins of a god. I he deformity of Satan is only in the 
depnuity of his will; (jcjias no bodily defurniity.to excite 
our loathing or disgust. The horns and tail arc not there, 
])oor emblems of the unbending, uncon(|ucrod spirit, of the 
writhing agonies within. Milton was too magnanimous 


and open an antagonist to su])port his argument by the 
hve-tricks of a hump and cloven foot; to bring into the 
fair field (.ff controversy the good old catholic prejudices of 
which Tasso and Dante have availctl themselves, and which 
the mystic (ierman critics would restore. He relied on 
the justice of his cause, and did not scruple to give the 
devil his due. Some ])ersons may think that he has carried 
his liberality too far. and injured the cause he professed 
to es])ouse by making him the chief person in his poem. 
Considering the nature of his subject, he would be equally 
in danger of running into this fault, from his faith in 
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religion, and his love of rebellion; and perhaps each of 
these motives had its full share in determining the choice 
of his subject. 

Not only the figure of Satan, but his speeches in council, 
his soliloquies, his address to Eve, his share in the war in 
heaven, or in the fall of man, show the same decided su¬ 
periority of character. To give only one instance, almost 
the first speech he makes: 

“ Is this the region, this the soil, the clime, 

Said then the lost archangel, this the seat 

That we must change for Heaven; this mournful gloom 

For that celestial light? Be it so, since he 

Who now is sov’rain can dispose and bid 

What shall be right: farthest from him is best. 

Whom reason hath equal’d. force hath made supreme 
Above his equals. Farewell happy fields. 

Where joy for ever dwells: Hail horrors, hail 
Infernal world, and thou profoundest Hell. 

Receive thy new possessor; one who brings 
A mind not to be chang’d by place or time. 
iThe mjnd is its own place, and in itself 
|Can make a Heav’n of Hell, a Hell of Heav’n. 

What matter where, if 1 be still the same. 

And what I should be, all but less than he 
Whom thunder hath made greater? Here at least 
We shall he free; th’ Almighty hath not built 
Flere for his envy, will not drive us hence: 

Here we may reign secure, and in my choice, 
t To yeign is worth ambition, though in Hell: 

Better to reign in Hell, than serve in Heaven.” 


The whole of the speeches and debates in Pandemonium 
are well worthy of the place and the occasion—with Gods 
for speakers, and angels and archangels for hearers. There 


is a.decided manly tone in the arguments and sentiments, 
an eloquent dogmatism, as if each person spoke from thor¬ 
ough conviction; an excellence which Milton probably bor¬ 
rowed from his spirit of partisanship, or else his spirit of 
partisanship from the natural firmness and vigour of his 
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mind. In this respect Milton resembles Dante, (the only 
modern writer with whom he has any thing in common) 
and it is remarkable that Dante, as well as Milton, was 
a political j^artisan. That approximation to the severity of 
impassioned prose which has been made an objection to 
Milton’s poetry, and which is chiefly to be met with in these 
bitter invectives, is one of its great excellences. The author 
might here turn fiis philippics against Salmasius to good 
account. The rout in Heaven is like the fall of some 
mighty structure, nodding to its base, “ with hideous ruin 
and combustion down.” Rut, perhaps, of all the passages 
in Raradi^e Lost, the description of the employments of 
the angels during the absence of Satan, some of whom 
“ retreated in a silent valley, sing with notes angelical to 
many a harp their own heroic deeds and hapless fall by 
<loom {»f battle ’’ is tlie most perfect example of mingled 
pathos and sublimity.—What jwoves the truth of this noble 
picture in every part, and that the frequent complaint of 
want of interest in it is the fault of the reader, not of the 
])oet, is that when any interest of a jiractical kind takes a 
shape that can be at all turned into this, (and there is 
little <loubt that Milton had st)mc such in bis eye in writing 
it.) each party converts it to its own purposes, feels the 
absolute itientity of these abstracted and bigb speculations: 
and that, in fact, a noted political writer of the present 
day has exhausted nearly the whole account of Satan in 
the Paradise Lost, by applying it to a character whom be 
considered as after the devil, (though I do not know 
whether he would make even that exception) the greatest 
enemy of the human race. This mav serve to show that 
Milton’s Satan is not a very insipid personage. 

()f Adam and Eve it has been said, that the ordinary 
ren<ler can feel little interest in them, because they have 
none of the passions, pursuits, or even relations of human 
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life, except that of man and wife, the least interesting of 
all others, if not to the parties concerned, at least to the 
b 3 -standers. The preference has on this account been given 
tg Homer, who, it is said, has left very vivid and infinitely 
diversified pictures of all the passions and affections, public 
and private, incident to human nature,—the relations of 
son, of brother, parent, friend, citizen, and many others. 
Longinus preferred the Iliad to the Odj^ssey, on account of 
the greater number of battles it contains ; but I can neither 
agree to his criticism, nor assent to the present objection. 
It is true, there is little action in this part of Milton s poem ; 
but there is much repose, and more enjoyment. There are 
none of the every-day occurrences, contentions, disputes, 
wars, fightings, feuds, jealousies, trades, professions, liv¬ 
eries, and common handicrafts of life; “ no kind of traffic; 
letters are not known; no use of service, of riches, poverty, 
contract, succession, bourn, bound of land, tilth, vineyard 
none; no occupation, no treason, felony, sword, pike, knife, 
gun, nor need of any engine.’* So much the better; thank 
Heaven, all these were yet to come. But still the die was 
cast, and in them our doom was sealed. In them 

“The generations were prepared; the pangs, 

The internal pangs, were ready, the dread strife 
Of poor humanity’s afflicted will, 

Struggling in vain with ruthless destiny. 


In their first false step we trace all our future woe, with 
Joss of Eden. But there was a short and precious interval 
between, like the first blush of morning before the day 
is overcast with tempest, the dawn of the world, the birth 
of nature from “ the unapparent deep,” with its first dews 
and freshness on its cheek, breathing odours. Theirs was 
the first delicious taste of life, and on them depended a 
that was to come of it. In them hung trembling all our 
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hopes and fears. They were as yet alone in the world, 
in the eye of nature, wondering at their new being, full of 
enjoyment and enraptured witli one another, with the voice 
of their Maker walking in the garden, and ministering angels 
attendant on their steps, winged messengers from heaven 
like rosy clouds descending in tlieir sight. Nature played 
around them her virgin fancies wild ; and spread for them 
a repast where no crude surfeit reigned. Was there nothing 
in this scene, wliich God and nature alone witnessed, to 
itrterest a modern critic? What need was there of action, 
wliere the heart was full of bliss and innocence without it! 
riicy had nothing to do but feel their own happiness, and 
know to know no more." ** 'I'hey toiled not, neither 
did they si>in ; yet Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed 
like one of these." All tilings seem to acquire fresh sweet¬ 
ness, and to be clothed with fresh beauty in their sight. 
I'hev tasted as it were for themselves and us, of all that 
there ever was pure in liuman bliss. “ In them the burthen 
of the mysterv, the heavy and the weary weight of all this 
unintelligible world, is lightene<l." They stood awhile per¬ 
fect. hut they afterwards fell, and were driven out of 
Paradise, tasting tiie fust fruits of bitterness as they had 
done of bliss. Hut their pangs were such as a pure spirit 


might feel at the sight—their tears " such as angels weep." 
'I'he pathos is of that mild contemplative kind which arises 
from regret for the loss of unspeakable happiness, and 


resignation to inevitable fate, riiere is none of the fierce¬ 
ness of intemperate passion, none of the agony of mind 


and turbulence of action, which is the result of the habitual 


struggles of the will with circumstances, irritated by re¬ 
peated disappointment, and constantly setting its desires 
most eagerly on that which there is an impossibility of 
attaining. This woidd have (Icstroyed the beauty of the 
whole picture. Tliey had received their unlooked-for hap- 
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piness as a free gift from their Creator’s hands, and they 
submitted to its loss, not without sorrow, but without im¬ 
pious and stubborn repining. 

“ In either hand the hast’ning angel caught 
Our ling’ring parents, and to th’ eastern gate 
Led them direct, and down the cliff as fast 
To the subjected plain; then disappear’d. 

They looking back, all th’ eastern side beheld 
Of Paradise, so late their happy seat, 

Wav’d over by that flaming brand, th« gate 
With dreadful faces throng’d, and fiery arms: 

Some natural tears they dropt, but wip’d them soon; 

The world was all before them, where to choose 
Their place of rest, and Providence their guide.” 
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I\Ti[k question, whether Pope was a poet, has hardly yet 
been settled, and is hardly worth settling; for if he was 
not a great iioet, he must have been a great prose-writer, 
lliat is, he was a great writer of some sort. He was a 
man of extiuisite faculties, and of the most refined taste; 
and as he chose verse (the most obvious distinction of 
]>oetry) as tlie vehicle to express his ideas, he has generally 
passed for a i>oct, and a good oneM If. indeed, by a great 
])oet, we mean one who gives the utmost grandeur to our 
conceptions of nature, i^r the utmost force to the passions 
of the heart. Pope was not in this seiise a grea^po&tg-ior 
the bent, the characteristic power of his niind^ lay_ the cl^i 
contrary way; namely, in representing things as they appear 
to the iiulifferent observer, stripped of prejudice and pas¬ 
sion. as in his Critical Kssays^or in represenUng jlicm. in 
llii;.liiail_cmitemi»tible and insignificant point _of_\dew^_as jn_ 
his Satires; or in clothing the little with mock-dignity, as 
in his poems of Fancy; or in adorning the trivial incidents 
and familiar relations of life with the utmost elegance of 
expression, and all the llattcring illusions of friendship or 
self-U>ve, as in his Fpistles. He was not then distinguished 
as a poet of lofty enthusiasm, of strong imagination, with 
a passit>nate sense of the beauties of nature, oi a deep 
insight into the workings of the heart; but be was a wit, 
and a critic, a man of sense, of observation, and the world, 
with a keen relish for the elegances of art, or of nature 
when embellished by art. a quick tact for propriety of 
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thought and manners as established by the forms and cus¬ 
toms of society, a refined sympathy with the sentiments and 
habitudes of human life, as he felt them within the little 
circle of his family and friends. He was, in a word, the 
paet,.not of nature, but of art; and the distinction between 
the two, as well as I can make it out, is this—£The_2fi^l^ 
of nature is one who, from the elements of beauty, of 
power, and of passion in his own breast, sympathises with 
whatever is beautiful, and grand, and impassioned in 
nature, in its simple majesty, in its immediate appeal to 
the senses, to the thoughts and hearts of all men; so that 
the poet of nature, by the truth, and depth, and harmony 
of his mind, may be said to hold communion with the very 
soul of nature; to be identified with and to foreknow and to 
record the feelings of all men at all times and places, as 
they are liable to the same impressions; and to exert the ‘ 
same power over the minds of his readers, that nature does. 
He sees things in their eternal beauty, for he sees them as 'r 
they are; he feels them in their universal interest, for he > 
feels them as they affect the first principles of his and our / 
common nature. Such was Homer, such was Shakspeare, ! 
whose works will last as long as nature, because they are . 
a copy of the indestructible forms and everlasting impulses 
of nature, welling out from the bosom as from a perennial 
spring, or stamped upon the senses by the hand of their 
maker. The power of the imagination in them, is the repre¬ 
sentative power of all nature. It has its centre in the ‘ 
human soul, and makes the circuit of the universe,} 

Pope was not assuredly a poet of this class, or in the ^ 
first rank of it. He saw nature only dressed by art; he/ 
judged of beauty by fashion; he sought for truth in the^. 
opinip.n 5 ,ofJ.he world; he judged of the feelings of others 
by his own. The capacious soul of Shakspeare had an 
intuitive and mighty sympathy with whatever could enter . 
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into tlie lieart of man in all possible circumstances; Pope 
had an exact knowledge of all that he himself loved or hated, 
wished or wanted. Milton has winged his daring flight 
I from heaven to earth, tlirough Chaos and old Night. Pppj:’s 
Muse never wandered with safety, but from his library to 
his_grotto, or from his grotto into his library back again. 
His niind dwelt with greater pleasure on his own garden, 
than on the garden of Eden; he could describe the faultless 
whole-length mirror that reflected his own person, better 
than the smooth surface of the lake that reflects the face 
of heaven—a piece of cut-glass or a pair of paste buckles 
with more brilliance and effect, than a thousand dew-drops 
glittering in the sun. lie would be more delighted with a 
patent lamj), than with “ the pale reflex of Cynthia’s brow,” 
that fills the skies with its soft silent lustre, that trembles 
through the cottage window, and cheers the watchful 
mariner on the lonely wave. In short, he was the poet of 
personality and of polished life. That which was nearest 
to hiui, was the greatest; the fashion of the day bore sway 
in his mind over the immutable laws of nature. He pre¬ 
ferred the artificial to the natural in external objects, be¬ 
cause he had a stronger fellow-feeling with the self-love 
of the maker or jiroprietor of a gewgaw, than admiration of 
that which was interesting to all mankind. Hc-^preferred 
the artificial to the natural in passion, because the involun¬ 
tary and uncalculating impulses of the one hurried him away 
with a force and vehemence with which he could not grap¬ 
ple; while he could trifle with the conventional and super¬ 
ficial modifications of mere sentiment at will, laugh at or 
admire, i>ut them on or olT like a masquerade dress, make 
much or little of them, indulge them for a longer or a 
shorter time, as he jileased ; and because while they amused 


his fancy ami exercised his ingenuity, they never once dis¬ 
turbed his vanity, his levity, or indilYerence. His mind 
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was the antithesis of strength and grandeur; its power was 
the power of indifference. He had none of the enthusiasm 
of poetry: he was in poetry what the sceptic is in religion. 

It cannot be denied, that his chief excellence lay more 
in diminishing^ than in aggrandizing objects; checking, 
not in encouraging our enthusiasm; in sneering at the 
extravagances of fancy or passion, instead of giving a 
loose to them; in describing a row of pins and needles^ 
rather than the embattled spears of Greeks and Trojans; 
in penning a lampoon or a compliment, and in praising 
Martha Blount. 

Shakspeare says, 

“ In Fortune’s ray and brightness 
The herd hath more annoyance by the brize 
Than by the tygcr: but when the splitting wind 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks, 

And flies fled under shade, why then 
The thing of courage, 

As roused with rage, with rage doth sympathise; 

And with an accent tuned in the self-same key, 

Replies to chiding Fortune.” 

There is none of this rough work in Pope, tiis !Muse 
I was on a peace-establishment, and grew somewhat effem- 
j inate by long ease and indulgence. He lived in the smiles 
of fortune, and basked in the favour of the great. In.Iijs 
s mo oth and polished verse we meet with no prodigies of 
nature, but with miracles of wit; the thunders of his pen 
are whispered flatteries; its forked lightnings pointed sar¬ 
casms ; for the gnarled oak,” he gives us ” the soft myr¬ 
tle : ” for rocks, and seas, and mountains, artificial grass- 
ptos, gravel-walks, and tinkling rills; for earthquakes and 
tempests, the breaking of a flower-pot, or the fall of a 
china jar; for the tug and war of the elements, or the 
deadly strife of the passions, we have 

“ Calvin, contemplation and poetic ease.” 
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Yet within this rctirc<I and narrow circle how much, 
fand that liow cxqiii'^itc, was contained! What discrimina¬ 
tion, what wit, what delicacy, what fancy, wliat lurking 
spleen, what elegance of thought, wliat pampered refine¬ 
ment of sentiment! It is like looking at the world through 
a microscope, where everything assumes a new' character 
and a new' consequence, where things arc seen in their 
minutest circumstances and slightest shades of difference; 
where the little becomes gigantic, the deformed beautiful, 
and the beautiful deformed. The wrong end of the mag¬ 
nifier is, to be sure, held to every thing, but still the exhibi¬ 
tion is highly curious, and we know not wdiethcr to be most 
.l)lcascd or surprised. Such, at least, is the best account 
I am able to give of this extraordinary man, without doing 
injustice to him or others. It is time to refer to particular 
instances in his works.—^'hc Rape of the JLock is the best 
or most ingenious of these. It is the most exquisite speci¬ 
men.of fiUci^rcc work ever invented. It is admirable in 
proportion as it is made of nothing. 

'* More siil>tlc web .'\rnchnc cannot spin. 

Nor the fine nets, which oft we woven sec 
Of scorched dew, do not in th’ air more lightly flee.” 

It is made of gauze and silver spangles. The most glit¬ 
tering appearance is given to every thing, to paste, poma¬ 
tum. billet-doux, and patches. Airs, languid airs, breathe 
around ;—the atmosi)herc is perfumed with affectation. A 
toilette is described with the solemnity of an altar raised 
to the goddess of vanity, and the history of a silver bodkin 
is given with all the pomp of heraldry. No pains are 
siiarcd. no jirofusion of ornament, no splendour of poetic 
diction, to set off the meanest things. Tlie balance betw'ccn 
tile concealed irony and the assumed gravity, is as nicely 
trimmetl as the balance of power in Europe. The l ittle 
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is,_nia(lc great, and the great little. You hardly know 
whether to laugh or weep. It is the triumph of insignifi¬ 
cance, the apotheosis of foppery and folly. It is the per¬ 
fection, of the mock-heroic!) I will give only the two fol¬ 
lowing passages in illustration of these remarks. Can any¬ 
thing be more elegant and graceful than the description of 
Belinda, in the beginning of the second canto? 

“ Kot with more glories, in the ethereal plain, 

The sun first rises o’er the purpled main, 

Than, issuing forth, the rival of his beams 
Launch’d on the bosom of the silver Thames. 

Fair n 3 'mphs, and well-drest youths around her shone, 

But ev’ry eye was fix’d on her alone. 

On her white breast a sparkling cross she wore, 

Which Jews might kiss, and infidels adore. 

Her lively looks a sprightly mind disclose. 

Quick as her eyes, and as unfix’d as those: 

Favours to none, to all she smiles extends; 

Oft she rejects, but never once offends. 

Bright as the sun, her eyes the gazers strike; 

And like the sun, the)' shine on all alike. 

Yet graceful ease, and sweetness void of pride, 

Might hide her faults, if belles had faults to hide: 

If to her share some female errors fall, 

Look on her face, and you’ll forget ’em all. 

This nymph, to the destruction of mankind, 

Nourish’d two locks, which graceful hung behind 
In equal curls, and well conspir’d to deck 
With shining ringlets the smooth iv’ry neck.” 

The following is the introduction to the account of 
Belinda’s assault upon the baron bold, who had dissevered 
one of these locks “ from her fair head for ever and for 
ever.'* 


” Now meet thy fate, incens’d Belinda cry’d. 
And drew a deadly bodkin from her side. 
(The same his ancient personage to deck. 

Her great, great grandsire wore about his neck. 
In three seal-rings: which after, melted down. 
Form’d a vast buckle for his widow’s gown: 
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Her infant granclamc’s whistle next it grew. 

The hells she jingled, and the whistle blew; 

Then in a hodkin grac’d her mother’s hairs. 

Which long she wore, and now Belinda wears.)’’ 

I do not know how far Pojje was indebted for the original 
idea, or the delightful execution of this poem, to the Lutrin 
of Hoileau. 

^ The Rape of the Lock is a double-refined esseiice-^f 
) t w it and fancy, as the Essay on Criticism is of wit and sense. 
The cpiantity of thought and observation in this work, for 
so young a man as Rope was when he wrote it, is won¬ 
derful : unless we adopt the supposition, that most men of 
genius s])end the rest of their lives in teaching others what 
they themselves have learned under twenty. The concise¬ 
ness and felicity of the expression is equally remarkable. 
Thus in reasoning on the variety of men’s opinions, he 
says— 


“’Tis with our judgments, as our watches; none 
Go just alike, yet each believes his own.” 

Nothing can be more original and happy than the general 
remarks and illustrations in the Essay; the critical rules 
laid down are too much those of a school, and of a confined 
one. There is one jiassagc in the Essay on Criticism in 
which the author speaks with that eloquent enthusiasm of 
the fame of ancient writers, which those will always feel 
who have themselves any hope or chance of immortality. 
I have quoted the passage elsewhere, but I will repeat it 
here. 


“ Still green with bays each ancient altar stands, 
Above the reach of sacrilegious hands; 

Secure from llamcs, from envy’s fiercer rage. 
Destructive war, and all-involving age. 

Mail, bards triumphant, born in happier days, 
Immortal heirs of universal praise! 
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Whose honours with increase of ages grow, 

As streams roll down, enlarging as they flow.*’ 

These lines come with double force and beauty on the 
reader as they were dictated by the writer’s despair of 
ever attaining that lasting glory which he celebrates with 
such disinterested enthusiasm in others, from the lateness 
of the age in which he lived, and from his writing in a 
tongue, not understood by other nations, and that grows 
obsolete and unintelligible to ourselves at the end of every 
second century. But he needed not have thus antedated his 
own poetical doom—the loss and entire oblivion of that 
which can never die. If he had known, he might have 
boasted that his “ little bark wafted down the stream of 
time, 

“With theirs should sail, 

Pursue the triumph and partake the gale ’’— 

if those who know how to set a due value on the blessing, 
were not the last to decide confidently on their own pre¬ 
tensions to it. 

I There is a cant in the present day ahoutgenius, as every 
[thing in poetry: there was a cant in the time of Pope 
'.about-sense, as performing all sorts of wonders. It was a 
kind of watchword, the shibboleth of a critical party of 
the day. As a proof of the exclusive attention which it 
occupied in their minds, it is remarkable that in the Essay 
on Criticism (not a very long poem) there are no less than 
half a score successive couplets rhyming to the word sense. 
This appears almost incredible without giving the instances, 
and no less so when they are given. 

“ But of the two, less dangerous is the offence. 

To tire our patience than mislead our sense.” lines $, 4 - 

“In search of wit these lose their common sense, 

And then turn critics in their own defence.” /. 28,29. 
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“ Pride, where wit fails, steps in to our defence, 

And fills up all the mighty void of sense." /. 209, 10. 

" Some by old words to fame have made pretence, 

Ancients in jjhrase, mere moderns in their sense." /. 324, 5. 

“'Tis not enough no harshness gives offence; 

The sound must seem an echo to the sense." I. 364, 5. 

" At every trille scorn to take offence: 

That always shews great pride, or little sense." /. 386, 7. 

" I 3 e silent always, when you doubt your sense, 

And speak, though sure, with seeming <liffidcncc." /. 366, 7. 

’* Re niggards of advice on no pretence. 

For the worst avarice is that of sense." /. 578. 9. 

“Strain out the last dull dropping of their sense, 

And rhyme with all the rage of impotence." /. 608,9. 

“ Horace still charms with graceful negligence. 

And without method talks us into sense." /. 653, 4. 

I have mentioned this the more for the sake of those 
critics who arc higotted idolisers of our author, chiclly on 
the score of his correctness. These persons seem to he of 
opinion that *' there is hut one jicrfcct writer, even Pope.” 
This is, however, a mistake: his excellence is by no means 
faultlcssness. If he had no great faults, he is full of little 
errors. 1 1is.^ giaininatica 1 construction is often lame and 
in ^^crfc ct. In the Abelard and Eloise, he says— 

“ There died the best of passions, Love and Fame." 

Tliis is not a legitimate ellipsis. Fame is not a passion, 
tliough love is; but his ear was evidently confused by 
the meeting of the sounds “ love and fame,*’ as if they of 
themselves immediately implied “ love, and love of famc.“ 
Pope’s.-rliymcs are constantly defective, being rhymes to 
thc,£y.Q jnstead of the car; and this to a greater degree, 
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not only than in later, but than in preceding writers. Tiie 
praise of his versification must be confined to its uniform 
sinoo.tluiess and harmony. In the translation of the Iliad, 
which has been considered as his masterpiece in style and 
execution, he continually changes the tenses in the same 
sentence for the purpose of the rhyme, which shews either 
a want of technical resources, or great inattention to punc¬ 
tilious exactness. But to have done with this. 

The Ej?is.tle,.Qf. Eloise to Abelard is the only exception 
I can think of, to the general spirit of the foregoing re¬ 
marks ; and I should be disingenuous not to acknowledge 
that it is an exception. The foundation is in the letters 
themselves of Abelard and Eloise, which are quite as im¬ 
pressive, but still in a different way. It b fine as a poem: 
it is finer as a piece of high-wrought eloquence. No woman 
could be supposed to write a finer love-letter in verse. Be¬ 
sides the richness of the historical materials, the high gusto 
of the original sentiments which Pope had to work upon, 
there were perhaps circumstances in his own situation 
which made him enter into the subject with even more 
than a poet’s feeling. The tears shed are drops gushing 
from the heart: the words are burning sighs breathed from 
the soul of love. Perhaps the poem to which it bears the 
greatest similarity in our language, is Dryden’s Tancred 
and Sigismunda, taken from Boccaccio. Pope’s Eloise will 
bear this comparison; and after such a test, with Boccaccio 
for the original author, and Dryden for the translator, it 
need shrink from no other. There is something exceedingly 
tender and beautiful in the sound of the concluding lines: 

“ If ever chance two wandering lovers brings 
To Paraclete’s white walls and silver springs,” etc. 

Tha,.E3say„ oil. Man. is not. Pope’s best work. It is a 
theory which Bolingbroke is supposed to have given him. 
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and which he expanded into verse. But “ he spins the 
thread of his verbosity finer than the staple of his argu¬ 
ment.” All that he says, ” the very words, and to the self¬ 
same tune,” would prove just as well that whatever is, is 
zin'ong, as that whatever is, is ri^ht. The Dunciad has 
splendid passages, but in general it is dull, heavy, and 
mechanical. The sarcasm already quoted on Settle, the 
Lord Mayor’s poet. (for at that time there was a city as 
well as a court poet) 

“ Now night descending, the proud scene is o’er. 

But lives in Settle’s numbers one d«iy more ”— 

is the finest inversion of immortality conceivable. It is 
even better than his serious apostrophe to the great heirs 
of glory, the triumphant bards of antiquity! 

The finest burst of severe moral invective in all Pope, 
is the prophetical conclusion of the epilogue to the Satires: 

*' Virtue mny chuse the high or low degree, 

’Tis just alike to virtue, and to me: 

Dwell in a monk, or light upon a king. 

She's still the same hclov’d, contented thing. 

Vice is undone if she forgets her birth. 

And stoops from angels to the dregs of earth. 

But ’tis the Fall degrades her to a wliore: 

Let Greatness own her, an<l she’s mean no more. 

Her birth, her beauty, crowds and courts confess. 

Chaste matrons praise her, and grave bishops bless; 

In golden chains the willing world she draws, 

.And hers the gospel is. and hers the laws: 

Mounts the tribunal, lifts her scarlet head. 

And sees pale Virtue carted in her stead. 

Lo! at the wheels of her triumi>hal car. 

Old England's Genius, rough with many a scar. 

Dragged in the dust! his arms hang idly round, 

His flag inverted trails along the ground! 

Our youth, all livery'<l o’er with foreign gold. 

Before her dance ; behind her, craw! the old! 

See thronging millions to tlie Pagod run, 

And offer country, parent, wife, or sonl 
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Hear her black truinpct through the land proclaim. 

That not to be corrupted is the shame. 

In soldier, churchman, patriot, man in pow’r, 

'Tis av’rice all, ambition is no more! 

See all our nobles begging to be slaves! 

See all our fools aspiring to be knaves! 

The wit of cheats, the courage of a whore, 

Are what ten thousand envy and adore: 

All, all look up with reverential awe. 

At crimes that ’scape or triumph o’er the law; 

While truth, worth, wisdom, daily they decry: 

Nothing is sacred now but villainy. 

Yet may this verse (if such a verse remain) 

Show there was one who held it in disdain.” 

. His Satires are not in general so good as his Epistles. 
His enmity is effeminate and petulant from a sense of 
weakness, as his friendship was tender from a sense of 
gr^itude. I do not like, for instance, his character of 
Chartres, or his characters of women. His delicacy often 
borders upon sickliness; his fastidiousness makes others 
fastidious. But his compliments are divine; they are equal 
in value to a house or an estate. Take the following. In 
addressing Lord Mansfield, he speaks of the grave as a 
scene, 


” Where Murray, long enough his country’s pride, 
Shall be no more than Tully, .or than Hyde.” 

To Bolingbroke he says— 

“ Why rail they then if but one wreath of mine, 

Oh all-accomplished St. John, deck thy shrine?” 

Again, he has bequeathed this praise to Lord Cornbury 

” Despise low thoughts, low gains : 

Disdain whatever Cornbury disdains; 

Be virtuous and be happy for your pains.” 
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One would think (ihou^^h there is ii<^ knowing) that a 
descendant of this nohlcinan, if tliere be such a iierson 
living, could hardly be guilty of a mean or paltry action. 

\ The finest, piece gf personal satire in Pope (perhaps in 
the world) is his character of Addison; and this, it may 
be observed, is of a mixed kind, made up of his respect for 
'the man. and a cutting sense of his failings. The other 
finest one is that of lJuckingham, and the best part of that 
is the i)lcasurable 


“Alas! how changed from him. 

That life of pleisiirc, and that soul of whim: 

Gallant and gay, in Cliveden’s proud alcove, 

The bower of wanton Shrewsbury and love!” 

Among his happiest and most inimitable efTusions arc 
the Epistles to Arbuthnot. and to Jervas the painter; amia¬ 
ble patterns of the delightful unconcerned life, blending 
case with dignity, which poets and painters then led. Thus 
he says to Arbuthnot— 


“Why did I write? What sin to me unknown 
Dipp’d me in ink, my parents’ or my own? 

As yet a child, nor yet a fool to fame, 

1 lisped in numbers, for the numbers came. 

I left no calling for this idle trade, 

No duty broke, no father disobey’d: 

The Muse Init served to case some friend, not wife; 
To help me through this long disease, my life; 

To second, .Arbuthnot! thy art and care. 

And teach the being you preserv'd to bear. 

but why then publish? Granville the polite. 

And knowing Walsh, would tell me I could write; 
Well-natur’d Garth. inflam’<l with early praise. 
And ('ongreve lov'd, and Swift endur d my lays; 
The courtly Talbot, Somers. Sheflield read; 

E’en initrcil Rochester would nod the head: 

And St. John’s self (great Dryden’s friend before) 
With open arms receiv’d one poet more. 
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Happy my studies, when by these approv'd ! 

Happier their author, when by these belov’d ! 
h'rom these the world wdll judge of men and books, 

Xot from the Burnets, Oldmixons, and Cooks.” 

I cannot help giving also the conclusion of the Epistle to 
Jervas. 

“ Oh, lasting as those colours may they shine, 

Free as thy stroke, yet faultless as thy line; 

New graces yearly like thy w-orks display, 

Soft without w'eakness, without glaring gay; 

Led by some rule, that guides, but not constrains; 

And finish’d more through happiness than pains. 

The kindred arts shall in their praise conspire. 

One dip the pencil, and one string the lyre. 

Vet should the Graces all thy figures place, 

And breathe an air divine on ev’ry face; 

Yet should the Muses bid my numbers roll 
Strong as their charms, and gentle as their soul; 

With Zeuxis’ Helen thy Bridgewater vie, 

And these be sung till Granville’s Myra die: 

Alas! how little from the grave w'e claim! 

Thou but preserv’st a face, and I a name.” 

And shall we cut ourselves off from beauties like these 
with a theory? Shall we shut up our books, and seal up 
our senses, to please the dull spite and inordinate vanity 
of those “ who have eyes, but they see not—ears, but they 
hear not—and understandings, but they understand not,”— 
and go about asking our blind guides, whether Pope was 
a poet or not? It will never do. Such persons, when you 
point out to them a fine passage in Pope, turn it off to 
something of the same sort in some other writer. Thus 
they say that the line, “ I lisp’d in numbers, for the numbers 
came,” is pretty, but taken from that of Ovid —Et quum 
conabar scribere, z*ersHs crat. They are safe in this mode 
of criticism: there is no danger of any one’s tracing their 
writings to the classics. 
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Pope’s letters and prose writings neither take away from, 
nor add to his poetical reputation. There is, occasionally, 
a littleness of manner, and an unnecessary degree of cau¬ 
tion. Pie appears anxious to say a good thing in every 
word, as well as every sentence. They, however, give a 
very favourable idea of his moral character in all respects; 
and his letters to Atterbury, in his disgrace and exile, do 
equal honour to both. If I had to choose, there are one 
or two persons, and but one or two, that I should like to 
have been better than Pope! 




VII 


ON THE. PERIODICAL ESSAYISTS 

“The proper study of mankind is man/’ 

I NOW come to speak of that sort of writing which has 
been so successfully cultivated in this country by our period¬ 
ical, JEssayists, and which consists in applying the talents 
and resources of the mind to all that mixed mass of human 
affairs, which, though not included under the head of any 
regular art, science, or profession, falls under the cognisance 
of the writer, and “ comes home to the business and bosoms 
of men.” Qtdcqidd agiint homines nostri farrago libclli, 
is the general motto of this department of literature. It 
does not treat of minerals or fossils, of the virtues of 
plants, or the influence of planets; it does not meddle with 
forms of belief or systems of philosophy, nor launch into 
the world of spiritual existences; but it makes familiar 
wjth. the„.worldjDf men and women, records theirs actions, 
assigns their motives, exhibits their whims, characterises 
their pursuits in all their singular and endless variety,: 
ridicules their absurdities, exposes their inconsistencies,; 
“ holds the mirror up to nature, and shews the very age ' 
ani.body-of.the time its form and pressure;” takes min-.' 
utes of our dress, air, looks, words, thoughts, and actions 
shews us what we are, and what we are not; plays the i 
whole game of human life over before us, and by making I 
us enlightened spectators of its many-coloured scenes, en-! 
ables us (if possible) to become tolerably reasonable agents i 
in the one in which we have to perform a part. “ The act 

X33 
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and practic part of life is thus made the mistress of our 
lheori(iue.’’ It is the best and most natural course of study. 

It is in morals and manners what the experimental is in 
natural philosophy, as opposed to the dogmatical method. 

It does not deal in sweeping clauses of proscr iptio n and 
anathcm^_biit in nice distinction and liberal constructions. 

It makes up its general accounts from details, its few 
theories from many facts. It does not try to prove all 
black or all white as it wishes, but lays on the intermediate 
colours, (and most of them not unpleasing ones.) as it 
finds them blended with “ the web of our life, which is of 
a mingled yarn, good and ill together,” It in(|uires what 
human life is and has been, to shew what it ought to be. 

It follows it into courts and camps, into town and country, 
into rustic sports or learned disputations, into the various 
shades of prejudice or ignorance, of refinement or barbar¬ 
ism, into its private haunts or public i)ageants, into its weak¬ 
nesses and littlenesses, its professions and its practices— 
before it pretends to distinguish right from wrong, or one 
thing from another. How, indeed, should it do so other¬ 
wise? , 

“ Quid sit pulclinim, quid turpe, quid utile, quid non, 

Plcnius ct melius Chrysippo et Crantorc dicit." 

The writers I speak of arc, if not moral idiilosophers. moral 
historians, and that's better: or if they are both, they found 
the one character upon the other; their premises precede 
their conclusions; and we put faith in their testimony, for 
we know that it is true. 

Montaigne was the first person who in liis Essays led 
the way to this kind of writing among the moderns. The 
great merit of Montaigne then was, that he may be said 
to have been the first who had the courage to say as an 
author what he felt as a man. And as courage is generally 
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the effect of conscious strength, he was probably led to 
do so by the richness, truth, and force of his own observa¬ 
tions on books and men. Ife was, in the truest sense, a 
man of original mind, that is, he had the power of looking 
at things for himself, or as they really were, instead of 
blindly trusting to, and fondly repeating what others told 
him that they were. Pie got rid of the go-cart of prejudice 
and affectation, with the learned lumber that follows at 
their heels, because he could do without them. In taking 
up his pen he did not set up for a philosopher, wit, orator, 
or moralist, but he became all these by merely daring to 
tell us whatever passed through his mind, in its naked 
simjiftcity and force, that he thought any ways worth com¬ 
municating. He did not, in the abstract character of an 
author, undertake to say all that could be said upon a sub¬ 
ject, but what in his capacity as an inquirer after truth 
he happened to know about it. He was neither a pedant nor 
a bigot. He neither supposed that he was bound to know 
all things, nor that all things were bound to conform to 
what he had fancied or would have them to be. In treating 
of men and manners, he spoke of them as he found them, 
not according J^mconceived notions and abstract dogmas; 
and he began ^^eaching us what he himself was. In 
criticising books he did not compare them with rules and 
systems, but told us what he saw to like or dislike in them. 
He did not take his standard of excellence “ according to 
an exact scale ” of Aristotle, or fall out with a work that 
was good for any thing, because “ not one of the angles 
at the four corners was a right one.” He was, in a word, 
the first author who was not a bookmaker, and who wrote 
not to make converts of others to established creeds and 
prejudices, but to satisfy his own mind of the truth of 
things. In this respect we know not which to be most 
charmed with, the author or the man. There is an inex- 
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pressible frankness and sincerity, as well as power, in what 
he writes. There is no attempt at imposition or conceal¬ 
ment, no juggling tricks or solemn mouthing, no laboured 
attempts at proving himself always in the right, and every 
body else in the wrong; he says what is uppermost, lays 
open what floats at the top or the bottom of his mind, and 
deserves Pope’s character of him, where he professes to 

“- pour out all as plain 

As downright Shippen, or as old Montaigne.” * 

Me does not converse with us like a pedagogue with his 
pupil, whom he wishes to make as great a blockhead as 
himself, but like a philosopher and friend who has passed 
through life with thought and observation, and is willing 
to enable others to pass through it with pleasure and profit. 
A writer of this stamp, I confess, appears to me as much 
superior to a common bookworm, as a library of real books 
is superior to a mere hook-case, painted and lettered on 
the outside with the names of celebrated works. As he 
was the first to attempt this new way of writing, so the 
same strong natural impulse which prompted the under¬ 
taking, carried him to the end of his career. The same 
force and honesty of mind whicli urged him to throw off 
the shackles of custom and prejudice, would enable him 
to complete his triumph over them. He has left little for 
his successors to atchieve in the way of just and original 
.speculation on human life. Nearly all the thinking of 
the two last centuries of that kind which the French de¬ 
nominate morale obscrvatricc, is to be found in Montaigne's 
Essays: there is the germ, at least, and generally much 
more. He sowed the seed and cleared away the rubbish, 
even where others have reaped the fruit, or cultivated and 

♦Why Pope should say in reference to him, “Or more wise 
Charron,” is not easy to determine. 
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decorated the soil to a greater degree of nicety and perfec¬ 
tion. There is no one to whom the old Latin adage is more 
applicable fhan to Montaigne, “ Pcrcant isti qiti ante nos 
nostra di-venint." There has been no new impulse given 
to thought since his time. Among the specimens of criti¬ 
cisms on authors which he has left us, are those on Virgil, 
Ovid, and Boccaccio, in the account of books which he 
thinks worth reading, or (wliich is the same thing) which 
he finds he can read in his old age, and which may be 
reckoned among the few criticisms which are worth reading 
at any age.* 

* As an instance of his general power of reasoning, I shall give 
his chapter entitled One Mans Profit is AnothePs Loss, in whicli 
he has nearly anticipated Mandeville’s celebrated paradox of private 
vices being public benefits:— 

“ Demades, the Athenian, condemned a fellow-citizen, who fur¬ 
nished out funerals, for demanding too great a price for his goods: 
and if he got an estate, it must be by the death of a great many 
people: but I think it a sentence ill grounded, forasmuch as no 
profit can be made, but at the expense of some other person, and 
that every kind of gain is by that rule liable to be condemned. 
The tradesman thrives by the debauchery of youth, and the farmer 
by the dearness of corn; the architect by the ruin of buildings, 
the officers of justice by quarrels and law-suits; nay, even the 
honour and functions of divines is owing to our mortality and 
vices. No physician takes pleasure in the health even of his best 
friends, said the ancient Greek comedian, nor soldier in the peace 
of his country ; and so of the rest. And, what is yet worse, let 
every one but examine his own heart, and he will find, that his 
private wishes spring and grow up at the expense of sorne other 
person. Upon which consideration this thought came into my 
head, that nature does not hereby deviate from her general policy; 
for the naturalists hold, that the birth, nourishment, and increase 
of any one thing, is the decay and corruption of another: 

Nam quodcunqxie suis mutatum finibus exit, 

Continuo hoc mors est illius, quod fuit ante. i.e. 

For what from its own confines chang’d doth pass, 

Ife straight the death of what before it was. 

Vol. I, Chat>. XXI. 
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Montaigne’s Essays were translated into English by 
Charles Cotton, who was one of the wits and poets of the 
age of Charles II; and Lord Halifax, one of the noble 
critics of that day, declared it to be “ the book in the world 
he was the best pleased with.” This mode of familiar 
Essay-writing, free from the trammels of the schools, and 
the airs of professed aiithorshiji, was successfully imitated, 
about the same time, by Cowley and Sir William Temple, 
in their miscellaneous Essays, which are very agreeable and 
learned talking upon paper. Lord Shaftesbury, on the 
contrary, who aimed at the same easy, degage mode of 
communicating his thoughts to the workl, has quite spoiled 
his matter, which is sometimes valuable, by his manner, 
in which he carries a certain flaunting, flowery, figurative, 
flirting style of amicable condescension to the reader, to an 
excess more tantalising than the most starched and ridicu¬ 
lous formality of the age of James 1. There is nothing 
so tormenting as the affectation of case and freedom from 
affectation. 

The ice being thus thawed, and the barrier that kept 
authors at a distance from common-sense and feeling broken 
through, the transition was not difficult from Montaigne 
and his imitators, to our Periodical Essayists. These last 
applied the same unrestrained expression of their thoughts 
to the more immediate and passing scenes of life, to tem¬ 
porary and local matters; and in order to discharge the 
invidious office of Censor Mornm more freely, and with less 
responsibility, assumed some fictitious and humorous dis¬ 
guise, which, however, in a great degree corresponded to 
their own peculiar habits and character. By thus conceal¬ 
ing their own name and person under the title of the Tatlcr, 
Spectator, etc. they were enabled to inform us more fully 
of what was passing in the world, while the dramatic con¬ 
trast and ironical point of view to which the whole is 
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subjected, added a greater liveliness and piquancy to the 
descriptions. The philosopher and wit here comincuces 
newsmonger, makes himself master of “ the perfect spy o’ 
th’ time," and from his various walks and turns through 
life, brings home little curious specimens of the humours, 
opinions, and manners of his contemporaries, as the botanist 
brings home different plants and weeds, or the mineralogist 
different shells and fossils, to illustrate their several theories, 
and be useful to mankind. 

Tlie first of these papers that was attempted in this 
country was set up by Steele in the beginning of the last 
century; and of all our Periodical Essayists, the Toiler 
(for that was the name he assumed) has always appeared 
to me the most amusing and agreeable. Montaigne, whom 
I have proposed to consider as the father of this kind of 
personal authorship among the moderns, in which the reader 
is admitted behind the curtain, and sits down with the 
writer in his gown and slippers, was a most magnanimous 
and undisguised egotist; but Isaac Bickerstaflf, Esq. was 
the more disinterested gossip of the two. The French 
author is contented to describe the peculiarities of his own 
mind and constitution, which he does with a copious and 
unsparing hand. The English journalist good-naturedly lets 
you into the secret both of his own affairs and those of 
others. A young lady, on the other side Temple Bar, 
cannot be seen at her glass for half a day together, but 
Mr. Bickerstaff takes due notice of it; and he has the first 
intelligence of the symptoms of the belle passion appearing 
in any young gentleman at the West-end of the town. The 
departures and arrivals of widows with handsome jointures, 
either to bury their grief in the country, or to procure a 
second husband in town, are punctually recorded in his 
pages. He is well acquainted with the celebrated beauties 
of the preceding age at the court of Charles II; and the 
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old gentleman (as lie feigns himself) often grows romantic 
in recounting *' the disastrous strokes which his youth suf¬ 
fered" from the glances of their bright eyes, and their 
unaccountable caprices. In particular, he dwells with a 
secret satisfaction on the recollection of one of bis mis¬ 
tresses. who left him for a richer rival, and whose constant 
reproach to her husband, on occasion of any quarrel be¬ 
tween them, was " I, that might have married the famous 
]\Ir. Bickerstaflf, to be treated in this manner!" The club 
at the Trumpet consists of a set of persons almost as well 
worth knowing as himself. The cavalcade of the justice 
of the peace, the knight of the shire, the country squire, 
and the young gentleman, his nephew, who came to wait on 
him at his chambers, in such form and ceremony, seem 
not to have settled tlic order of their precedence to this 
hour; * and I should hojie that the iqiholsterer and his com¬ 
panions. wlio used to sun themselves in the Green Park, 
and who broke their rest and fortunes to maintain the 
balance of power in Europe, stand as fair a chance for 
immortality as some modern politicians. Mr. Bickerstaflf 
himself is a gentleman and a scholar, a humourist, and a 
man of the world ; with a great deal of nice easy nah'ctc 
about him. If he walks out and is caught in a shower of 
rain, he makes amends for this unlucky accident by a 
criticism on the shower in N'irgil, and concludes with a bur¬ 
lesque copy of verses on a city-shower. He entertains us. 
when he dates from his own apartment, with a quotation 
from Plutarch, or a moral reflection; from the Grecian 
coflfce-liouse with politics; and from Wills*, or the Temple, 
with the ])oets and iilayers. the beaux and men of wit and 
pleasure about town. In reading the pages of the Tatler, 
we seem as if suddenly carried back to the age of Queen 
Anne, of toupees and full-bottomed periwigs. The whole 

* No. 125. 
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appearance of our dress and manners undergoes a delightful 
metamorphosis. The beaux and the belles are of a quite 
different species from what they are at present; wc dis¬ 
tinguish the dappers, the smarts, and the pretty fellows, 
as they pass by Mr. Lilly’s shop-windows in the Strand; 
we are introduced to Betterton and Mrs. Oldfield behind the 
scenes; are made familiar with the persons and perform¬ 
ances of Will Estcourt or Tom Durfey ; we listen to a dispute 
at a tavern, on the merits of the Duke of Marlborough, or 
Marshal Turenne; or are present at the first rehearsal of 
a play by Vanbrugh, or the reading of a new poem by Mr. 
Pope. The privilege of thus virtually transporting our¬ 
selves to past times, is even greater than that of visiting 
distant places in reality. London, a hundred years ago, 
would be much better worth seeing than Paris at the present 
moment. 

It will be said, that all this is to be found, in the same 
or a greater degree, in the Spectator. For myself, I do 
not think so; or at least, there is in the last work a much 
greater proportion of commonplace matter. I have, on 
this account, always preferred the Tatler to the Spectator. 
Whether it is owing to my having been earlier or better 
acquainted with the one than the other, my pleasure in 
reading these two admirable works is not in proportion to 
their comparative reputation. The Tatler contains only 
half the number of volumes, and, I will venture to say. 
nearly an equal quantity of sterling wit and sense. “ Tlie 
first sprightly runnings ” are there: it has more of the 
original spirit, more of the freshness and stamp of nature. 
The indications of character and strokes of humour are 
more true and frequent; the reflections that suggest them¬ 
selves arise more from the occasion, and are less spun out 
into regular dissertations. They are more like the remarks 
which occur in sensible conversation, and less like a lecture. 
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Something is left to the understandiiig of the reader. Steel e 
seems to have gone into liis closet chiefly to sot down what 
he observed out of doors. A dtliso^ i seems to have spent 
most of his time in his study, and to have spun out anti 
wire-drawn the liints, which he borrowed from Steele, or 
took from nature, to the utmost. I am far from wishing to 
depreciate Addison’s talents, but I am anxious to do justice 
to Steele, who was. I think, upon the whole, a less artificial 
and more original writer. The humorous descriptions of 
Steele resemble loose sketches, or fragments of a comedy; 
those of Addison are rather comments or ingenious para¬ 
phrases on the genuine text. The characters of the club, not 
only in the Tatler, but in the Spectator, were drawn by 
Steele. Tiiat of Sir. Roger de Covcrley is among the 
number. Addison has, however, gained himself immortal 
honour by his manner of filling tip this last character. Who 
is there that can forget, or be insensible to. the inimitable 
nameless graces and varied traits of nature and of old 
I'higlish character in it—to his unpretending virtues and 
amiable weaknesses—to his modesty, generosity, hospitality, 
and eccentric whims—to the respect of his neighbours, and 
the affection of his domestics—to his wayward, hopeless, 
secret passion for his fair enemy, the widow, in which there 
is more of real romance and true dclicacv than in a thou- 
sand tales of knight-errantry—(we perceive the hectic flush 
of his check, the faltering of his tongue in speaking of lier 
bewitching airs and " the whiteness of her hand ”)—to the 
havoc he makes among the game in his neighbourhood—to 
his speech from the bench, to shew the Spectator what is 
thought of him in the country—to his unwillingness to be 
put up as a sign-post, and his having his own likeness 
turned into the Saracen’s head—to his gentle reproof of 
the baggage of a gipsy that tells him “ he has a widow in 
his line of life —to his doubts as to the existence of witch- 
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craft, and protection of reputed witches—to his account of 
the family pictures, and his choice of a chaplain—to his 
falling asleep at church, and his reproof of John Williams, 
as soon as he recovered from his nap, for talking in 
sermon-time. The characters of Will. Wimble and Will. 
Honeycomb are not a whit behind their friend, Sir Roger, 
in delicacy and felicity. The delightful simplicity and 
good-humoured officiousness in the one, are set off by the 
graceful affectation and courtly pretension in the other. 
How long since I first became acquainted with these two 
characters in the Spectator! What old-fashioned friends 
they seem, and yet I am not tired of them, like so many 
other friends, nor they of me I How airy these abstractions 
of the poet’s pen stream over the dawn of our acquaintance 
with human life! how they glance their fairest colours on 
the prospect before us! how pure they remain in it to the 
last, like the rainbow in the evening-cloud, which the rude 
hand of time and experience can neither soil nor dissipate! 
What a pity that we cannot find the reality, and yet if we 
did, the dream would be over. I once thought I knew a 
Will. Wimble, and a Will. Honeycomb, but they turned out 
but indifferently ; the originals in the Spectator still read, 
word for word, the same that they always did. We have 
only to turn to the page, and find them where we left them! 
—Many of the most exquisite pieces in the Tatler, it is to 
be observed, are Addison’s, as the Court of Honour, and 
the Personification of Musical Instruments, with almost all 
those papers that form regular sets or series. I do not 
know whether the picture of the family of an old college 
acquaintance, in the Tatler, where the children run to let 
Mr. Bickerstaff in at the door, and where the one that 
loses the race that way, turns back to tell the father that 
he is come; with the nice gradation of incredulity in the 
little boy who is got into Guy of Warwick, and the Seven 
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(. liampions, and who shakes his head at the improbability 
of /Esop’s b'ablcs, is Steele’s or Addison’s, though I believe 
it belongs to the former, d'lie account of the two sisters, 
one of whom held up her liead higher than ordinary, from 
having on a pair of dowered garters, and that of the mar¬ 
ried lady who complained to the Taller of the neglect of 
her husband, with her answers to some home questions that 
were put to her, arc iimiuestionably Steele’s.—If the Taller 
is not inferior to the Sjjectator as a record of manners 
and character, it is sui>crior to it in the interest of many 
of the stories. Several of tlic incidents related there by 
Steele have never been surpassed in the heart-rending pathos 
of private distress. I might refer to those of the lover 
and his mistress, when the theatre, in which they were, 
caught fire; of the hridegroom, who hy accident kills his 
I)ridc on the day of their marriage ; the story of Mr. Eustace 
and his wife; and the fine dream about his own mistress 
when a youth. What has given its superior reputation to 
the Spectator, is the greater gravity of its pretensions, its 
moral dissertations and critical reasonings, by which I con¬ 
fess myself less edified than by other things, which are 
thought more lightly of. Systems and opinions change, but 
nature is always true. It is the moral and didactic tone 
of the Spectator which makes us apt to think of Addison 
(according to Manclevillc’s sarcasm) as “a parson in a 
tic-wig.” Many of his moral Essays arc. however, ex¬ 
quisitely beautiful and quite happy. Such arc the reflections 
on cheerfulness, those in Westminster Abbey, on the Royal 
Exchange, and particularly some very affecting ones on 
the death of a young latly in the fourth volume. These, it 
must be allowed, arc the perfection of elegant sermonising. 
Ilis critical Essays are not so good. I prefer Steele’s occa¬ 
sional selection of beautiful poetical passages, without any 
affectation of analysing their beauties, to Addison's finer- 
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spun thcoi'ics. The best criticism in the Spectator, that 
on the Cartoons of Raphael, of wliich Mr. Fuseli has availed 
himself with great spirit in his Lectures, is by Steele.^ 
I owed this acknowledgment to a writer who has so often 
put me in good humour with myself, and every thing about 
me, when few things else could, and when the tomes of 
casuistry and ecclesiastical history, with which the little 
duodecimo volumes of the Tatler were overwhelmed and 
surrounded, in the only library to which I had access wdien 
a boy, had tried their tranquillising effects upon me in 
vain. I had not long ago in my hands, by favour of a 
friend, an original copy of the quarto edition of the Tatler, 
with a list of the subscribers. It is curious to see some 
names there which we should hardly think of (that of Sir 
Isaac Newton is among them,) and also to observe the 
degree of interest excited by those of the different persons, 
which is not determined according to the rules of the 
Herald’s College. One literary name lasts as long as a 
whole race of heroes and their descendants! The Guardian, 
which followed the Spectator, was, as may be supposed, 
inferior to it. 

The dramatic and conversational turn which forms the 
distinguishing feature and greatest charm of the Spectator 
and Tatler, is quite lost in the Raiiibler by Dr. Johnson. 
There is no reflected light thrown on human life from an 
assumed character, nor any direct one from a display of the 
author’s own. The Tatler and Spectator are, as it were, 
made up of notes and memorandums of the events and inci¬ 
dents of the day, with finished studies after nature, and 
characters fresh from the life, which the writer moralises 

*The antithetical style and verbal paradoxes which Burke was so 
fond of, in which the epithet is a seeming contradiction to the sii 
stantive, such as “ proud submission and dignified obedience, are, 
I think, first to be found in the Tatler. 
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upon, and turns to account as they conic before him; the 
Rambler is a collection of moral Essays, or scholastic theses, 
written on set subjects, and of which the iiulividual char¬ 
acters and incidents arc merely artificial illustrations, 
brought in to give a pretended relief to the dryness of 
didactic discussion. The Rambler is a splendid and im¬ 
posing common-j)lace-book of general topics, and rhetorical 
declamation on the conduct and business of human life. 
In this sense, there is hardly a rctlcction that has been 
suggested on such subjects which is not to be found in 
this celebrated work, and there is, perhaps, hardly a reflec¬ 
tion to be found in it which had not licen already suggested 
and developed by some other author, or in the common 
course of conversation. I'he mass of intellectual wealth 
here heaped together is immense, but it is rather the result 
of gradual accumulation, the produce of the general intel¬ 
lect, labouring in the mine of knowledge and retlection, 
than dug out of the quarry, and dragged into the light by 
the industry and sagacity of a single mind. I am not here 
saying that Dr. Johnson was a man without originality, 
compared with the ordinary run of men’s minds, but he 
was not a man of original thought or genius, in the sense 
in which Montaigne or I.ord liacon was. He opened no 
new vein of precious ore. nor did he light upon any single 
pebbles of uncommon size and unrivalled lustre. W'e seldom 
meet with anything to "give us pause;" he does not set 
us thinking for the first time. His reflections present 
themselves like reminiscences; do not disturb tbo ordinary 
march of our thoughts; arrest our attention by tbe state¬ 
liness of their ai)pearance, and the costliness of their garh. 
but ])ass on and mingle with the throng oi our impressions. 
After closing the volumes of tbe Rambler, there i^ nothing 
that we remember as a new truth gained to the mind, 
nothing indelibly stamped upon the memory; nor is there 
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any passage that we wish to turn to as embodying any 
known principle or observation, with sucli force and beauty 
that justice can only be done to the idea in the author’s own 
words. Such, for instance, are many of the passages to 
be found in Burke, which shine by their own light, belong 
to no class, have neither equal nor counterpart, and of 
which we say that no one but the author could have written 
them ! There is neither the same boldness of design, nor 
mastery of execution in Johnson. In the one, the spark of 
genius seems to have met with its congenial matter: the 
shaft is sped; the forked lightning dresses up the face of 
nature in ghastly smiles, and the loud thunder rolls far 
away from the ruin that is made. Dr. Johnson’s style, on 
the contrary, resembles rather the rumbling of mimic 
thunder at one of our theatres; and the light he throws upon 
a subject is like the dazzling effect of phosphorus, or an 
ignis fatnus of words. There is a wide difference, however, 
between perfect originality and perfect common-place: 
neither ideas nor expressions are trite or vulgar because 
they are not quite new. They are valuable, and ought to be 
repeated, if they have not become quite common ; and John¬ 
son’s style both of reasoning and imagery holds the middle 
rank between startling novelty and vapid common-place. 
Johnson has as much originality of thinking as Addison; but 
then he wants his familiarity of illustration, knowledge 
of character, and delightful humour. What most distin¬ 
guishes Dr. Johnson from other writers is the pomp and 
uniformity of his style. All his periods are cast in the 
same mould, are of the same size and sliape, and conse¬ 
quently have little fitness to the variety of things he pro¬ 
fesses to treat of. His subjects are familiar, but the author 
is always upon stilts. He has neither ease nor simplicity, 
and his efforts at playfulness, in part, remind one of the 
lines in Milton :— 
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“-Tlic elephant 

To make them sport wrcatli'd his proboscis lithe." 

Mis Letters from Correspondents, in particular, are more 
pompous and unwieldy than what lie writes in his own person. 
This want of relaxation and variety of manner has, I think,, 
after the first effects of novelty and surprise were over, 
been prejudicial to the matter. Jt takes from the general 
jiower, not only to please, hut to instruct. 1 he monotony 
of style produces an ajiparent monotony of ideas. What 
is really striking and valuable, is lost in the vain ostentation 
and circumlocution of the expression ; for when we find the 
same pains and jiomp of diction bestowed wpon the most 
trifling as upon the most important ]iarts of a sentence gr 
discourse, wc grow tired of distinguishing between preten¬ 
sion and reality, and arc disposed to confound the tinsel 
and bombast of the phraseology with want of weight in 
the thoughts. Thus, from the imposing and oracular nature 
of the style, jicople arc tempted at first to imagine that our 
author's speculations arc all wisdom and profundity: till 
having found out their mistake in some instances, they 
suppose that there is nothing but common-place in them, 
concealed under verbiage and pedantry; and in both they 
arc wrong. The fault of Dr. Johnson’s style is, that it 
reduces all things to the same artificial and unmeaning level. 
It destroys all shades of difference, the association between 
words and things. It is a perpetual paradox and innova¬ 
tion. He condescends to the familiar till we are ashamed of 
our interest in it: he expands the little till it looks big. ** If 
he were to write a fable of little fishes.” as Goldsmith said 
of him, “ he would make them speak like great whales.” 
We can no more distinguish the most familiar objects in bis 
descriptions of them, than wc can a well-known face under 
a huge painted mask. The structure of bis sentences, which 
was his own invention, and which has been generally imi- 
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tated since his time, is a species of rhyming in prose, where 
one clause answers to another in measure and quantity, like 
the tagging of syllables at the end of a verse; the close of 
the period follows as mechanically as the oscillation of a 
pendulum, the sense is balanced with the sound ; each sen¬ 
tence, revolving round its centre of gravity, is contained 
with itself like a couplet, and each paragraph forms itself 
into a stanza. Dr. Johnson is also a complete balance- 
master in the topics of morality. He never encourages 
hope, but he counteracts it by fear; he never elicits a truth, 
but he suggests some objection in answer to it. He seizes 
and alternately quits the clue of reason, lest it should 
involve him in the labyrinths of endless error: he wants 
confidence in himself and his fellows. He dares not trust 
himself with the immediate impressions of things, for fear 
of compromising his dignity; or follow them into their con¬ 
sequences, for fear of committing his pi'ejudices. His 
timidity is the result, not of ignorance, but of morbid appre¬ 
hension. “ He runs the great circle, and is still at home.” 
No advance is made by his writings in any sentiment, or 
mode of reasoning. Out of the pale of established author¬ 
ity and received dogmas, all is sceptical, loose, and desul¬ 
tory : he seems in imagination to strengthen the dominion 
of prejudice, as he weakens and dissipates that of reason; 
and round the rock of faith and power, on the edge of which 
he slumbers blindfold and uneasy, the waves and billows 
of uncertain and dangerous opinion roar and heave for 
evermore. His Rasselas is the most melancholy and de¬ 
bilitating moral speculation that ever was put forth. 
Doubtful of the faculties of his mind, as of his organs of 
vision, Johnson trusted only to his feelings and his fears. 
Pie cultivated a belief in witches as an out-guard to the 
evidences of religion; and abused Milton, and patronised 
Lauder, in spite of his aversion to his countrymen, as a step 
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to secure the cxistin<^ establishment in church and state. 
This was neither ri<;ht feeling nor sound loj^ic. 

The most triumphant record of the talents and character 
of Johnson is to be found in Idoswell’s Life of him. The 
man was superior to the author. When he threw aside his 
pen, which he rep^arded as an incumbrance, he became not 
only learned and thoughtful, but acute, witty, humorous, 
natural, honest; hearty and determineil, “ the king^ of good 
fellows an<l wale of old men." There are as many smart 
repartees, profound remarks, and keen invectives to be 
found in Boswell's inventory of all he said," as are re¬ 
corded of any celebrated man. The life and dramatic play 
of his conversation forms a contrast to his written works. 
Ilis natural powers and untlisguiscd opinions were called 
out in convivial intercourse. In public, he jiractiscd with 
the foils on: in private, he unsheathed the sword of con¬ 
troversy, and it was " the Ebro’s temper." The eagerness 
of opposition rouseil him from his natural sluggishness and 
acquired timidity; he returned blow for blow; and whether 
the trial were of argument or wit. none of his rivals could 
boast much of the cnctnuiter. Burke seems to have been 
the only person who hail a chance with him; and it is the 
unpardonable sin of Boswell’s work, that he has purposely 
omitted their combats of strength and skill. Goldsmith 
asked, ** Docs he wind into a subject like a serpent, as Burke 
docs?" And when exhausted with sickness, he himself 
said, "If that fellow Burke were here now, he would kill 
me." It is to be observed, that Johnson’s colloquial style 
was as blunt, direct, and downright, as his style of studied 
composition was involved and circuitous. As when Topham 
Beauclerc and Langton knocked him \\p at liis chambers, 
at three in the morning, and be came to the door with the 
poker in his hand, but seeing them, exclaimed, " What, is 
it you, my lads? then I'll have a frisk with you!" and 
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he afterwards reproaches Langton, who was a literary 
milksop, for leaving them to go to an engagement “ with 
some un-idcad girls.’' What words to come from the mouth 
of the great moralist and lexicographerJ His good deeds 
were as many as his good sayings. His domestic habits, 
his tenderness to servants, and readiness to oblige his 
friends ; the quantity of strong tea that he drank to keep 
down sad thoughts; his many labours reluctantly begun, 
and irresolutely laid aside; his honest acknowledgment of 
his own, and indulgence to the weaknesses of others; his 
throwing himself back in the post-chaise with Boswell, and 
saying, “ Now I think I am a good-humoured fellow," 
though nobody thought him so, and yet he was; his quitting 
the society of Garrick and his actresses, and his reason 
for it; his dining with Wilkes, and his kindness to Gold¬ 
smith ; his sitting with the young ladies on his knee at the 
Mitre, to give them good advice, in which situation, if not 
explained, he might be taken for Falstaff; and last and 
noblest, his carrying the unfortunate victim of disease and 
dissipation on his back up through Fleet Street, (an act 
which realises the parable of the good Samaritan)—all 
these, and innumerable others, endear him to the reader, 
and must be remembered to his lasting honour. He had 
faults, but they lie buried with him. He had his prejudices 
and his intolerant feelings; but he suffered enough in the 
conflict of his own mind with them. For if no man cani 
be happy in the free exercise of his reason, no wise man. 
can be happy without it. His were not time-serving, heart- ^ 
less, hypocritical prejudices; but deep, inwoven, not to be 
rooted out but with life and hope, which he found from 
old habit necessary to his own peace of mind, and thought 
so to the peace of mankind. I do not hate, but love him 
for them. They were between himself and his conscience; 
and should be left to that higher tribunal, “ where they in 
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trembling hope repose, the bosom of his Father and his 
(iod.” In a word, he has left behind him few wiser or 
Ijetter men. 

d'he Iicrd of liis imitators shewed wliat he was by their 
disproportionate effects. The I’eriotlical Essayists, that suc¬ 
ceeded the Rambler, are, and deserve to l)e, little read at 
present. The .Vilveutiirer, by Hawk^worth, is completely 
trite and vaj)id, aping all the faults of Johnson’s style, 
without any thing to atone for them. The sentences are 
often absolutely unmeaning; an<l one half of each might 
regularly be left blank. Tiie World, aiul Connoisseur, which 
followed, are a little better; and in the last of these there 
is one good idOa, that of a man in indifTerent health, who 
judges of every one’s title to respect from their possession 
of this blessing, and bows to a sturdy beggar with sound 
limbs and a tlorid complexion, while he turns his back 
upon a lord who is a valetudinarian. 

Goldsmith’s Citizen of the World, like all his \vorks, 
bears the stamp of the author’s mind. It docs not “ go 
about to cozen reputation without the stamp of merit." He 
is more observing, more original, more natural and pic¬ 
turesque than Johnson. His work is written on the motlel 
of the Persian Letters; and contrives to give an abstracted 
and somewhat perplexing view of things, by opposing for¬ 
eign i)rcpossessions to our own, and thus stripping objects 
of their customary disguises. Whether truth is elicited in 
this collision of contrary absurdities, I do not know; but 
I confess the process is too ambiguous and full of intricacy 
to be very amusing to my plain understanding. For light 
summer reading, it is like walking in a garden full of traps 
and pitfalls. It necessarily gives rise to paradoxes, and 
tiiere arc some very bold ones in the Essays, which woultl 
subject an author less established to no very agreeable sort 
of ccnsitra litcraria. Thus the Chinese philosopher exclaims 
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very unadvisedly, “ The bonzes and priests of all religions 
keep up superstition and imposture: all reformations begin 
with the laity.” Goldsmith, however, was staunch in his 
practical creed, and might bolt speculative extravagances 
with impunity. There is a striking difference in this respect 
between him and Addison, who, if he attacked authority, 
took care to have common sense on his side, and never 
hazarded anything offensive to the feelings of others, or 
on the strength of his own discretional opinion. There is 
anotlier inconvenience in this assumption of an exotic char¬ 
acter and tone of sentiment, that it produces an incon¬ 
sistency between the knowledge which the individual has 
time to acquire, and which the author is bound to com¬ 
municate. Thus the Chinese has not been in England three 
days before he is acquainted with the characters of the 
three countries which compose this kingdom, and describes 
them to his friend at Canton, by extracts from the news¬ 
papers of each metropolis. The nationality of Scotchmen 
is thus ridiculed:— ''Edinburgh. We arc positive when we 
say, that Sanders Maegregor, lately executed for horse¬ 
stealing, is not a native of Scotland, but born at Carrick- 
fergus.” Now this is very good; but how should oiir 
Chinese philosopher find it out by instinct? Beau Tibbs, 
a prominent character in this little work, is the best comic 
sketch since the time of Addison ; unrivalled in his finery, 
his vanity, and his poverty. 

I have only to mention the names of the Lounger and the 
Mirror, which are ranked bv the author's admirers with 

J m 

Sterne for sentiment, and with Addison for humour. I shall 
not enter into that: but I know that the story of La Roche 
is not like the story of Le Fevre, nor one hundredth ]:)art 
so good. Do I say this from prejudice to the author? No: 
for I have read his novels. Of the Afan of the World I 
cannot think so favourably as some others; nor shall I 
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here dwell on the picturesque and romantic beauties of 
Julia de Roubigne, the early favourite of the author of 
Rosamond Gray; but of the Man of Feeling I would speak 
with grateful recollections: nor is it possible to forget the 
sensitive, irresolute, interesting Harley; and that lone figure 
of Miss Walton in it, tliat floats in the horizon, dim and 
ethereal, the day-dream of her lover’s youthful fancy— 
better, far better than all the realities of life! 



VIII 


THE ENGLISH NOVELISTS 

There is an exclamation in one of Gray’s Letters—“Be 
mine to read eternal new romances of Marivaux and Cre- 
billon!”—If I did not utter a similar aspiration at the 
conclusion of the last new novel which I read (I would 
not give offence by being more particular as to the name) 
it was not from any want of affection for the class of 
writing to which it belongs: for, without going so far as 
the celebrated French philosopher, who thought that more 
was to be learnt from good novels and romances than from 
the gravest treatises on history and morality, yet there are 
few works to which I am oftener tempted to turn for 
profit or delight, than to the standard productions in this 
species of composition. We find there a close imitation 
of men and manners; we see the very web and texture of 
society as it really exists, and as we meet with it when we 
come into the world. If poetry has “ something more divine 
in it,” this savours more of humanity. We are brought 
acquainted with the motives and characters of mankind, 
imbibe our notions of virtue and vice from practical exam¬ 
ples, and are taught a knowledge of the world through the 
airy medium of romance. As a record of past manners an 
opinions, too, such writings afford the best and fullest in¬ 
formation. For example, I should be at a loss where to 
find in any authentic documents of the same penoc so 
satisfactory an account of the general state of society, anc 
of moral, political, and religious feeling in the reign o 
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(icorj^c II. as wc meet with in the Adventures of Joseph 
Andrews and his friend Mr. Abraham Adams. This work. 
indee<I. I take to he a perfect i)iecc of statistics in its kind. 
In looking into any regular liistory of that period, into a 
learned and eloejnent charp^e to a grand jury or tlic clergy 
of a diocese, or into a tract on controversial divinity, we 
should hear only of the ascendancy of the I'rotestant suc¬ 
cession. the horrors of I'opery, the triumph of civil and 
religious liberty, tlie wis(k)m and moderation of the sov¬ 
ereign, the happiness of the subject, and the flourishing 
state of manufactures and commerce. But if we really 
wish to know what all tliese fine-souiuling names come to, 
we cannot do better than turn to the works of those, who 
having no other object than to imitate nature, coul 1 only 
hope for success from the fidelity of their pictures; and 
were bound (in self-ilefence) to reduce the boasts of vague 
theorists and the exaggerations of angry disputants to the 
mortifying standanl of reality. Extremes are said to meet: 
and the works of imagination, as they are called, somefimes 
come the nearest to trutii and nature. FieUling in speaking 
on this subject, and vindicating the use and dignity of the 
style of writing in which he excelled against the loftier 
pretensions of ])rofessed historians, says that in their ])ro- 
ductions nothing is true but the names and dales, whereas 
in his everything is true but the names and dates. If so, 
he has the advantage on his side. 

I will here confess, however, that I am a little prejudiced 
on the point in question; and that the ctTect of many fine 
speculations has been lost upon me, from an early famil¬ 
iarity with the most striking passages in the work to which 
1 have just alluded. Thus nothing can be more captivating 
than the description somewhere givCMi by Mr. Burke of 
the indissoluble connection between learning and nobility: 
and of the respect universally paid by wealth to piety and 
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morals. But the effect of this ideal representation has 
always been spoiled by my recollection of Parson Adams 
sitting over his cup of ale in Sir Thomas Booby’s kitchen. 
Echard “ On the Contempt of the Clergy ” is, in like 
manner, a very good book, and “ worthy of all accepta¬ 
tion: ” but, somehow, an unlucky impression of the reality 
of Parson Trulliber involuntarily checks the emotions of 
respect, to which it might otherwise give rise: while, on 
the other hand, the lecture wliich Lady Booby reads to 
Lawyer Scout on the immediate expulsion of Joseph and 
Fanny from the parish casts no very favourable light on 
the flattering accounts of our practical jurisprudence which 
are to be found in Blackstone or De Lolme. The most | 
moraL writers,, after all, are those who do not pretend to f 
inculcate any moral. The professed moralist almost un- , 
avoidably degenerates into the partisan of a system; and 
the philosopher is too apt to warp the evidence to his own 
purpose. But the painter of manners gives the facts of 
human nature, and leaves us to draw the inference; if we 
arc not able to do this, or do it ill, at least it is our own i 
fault. 

The first-rate writers in this class, of course, arc few; but 
those few we may reckon among the greatest ornaments 
and best benefactors of our kind. There is a certain set 
of them who, as it were, take their rank by the side of 
reality, and are appealed to as evidence on all questions 
concerning human nature. The principal of these are 
Cervantes and Le Sage, who may be considcretl as having 
been naturalised among ourselves ; and, of native English 
growth. Fielding, Smollett, Richardson, and Sterne.* As 

* It is not to be forgotten that the author of Robinson Crusoe was 
also an Englishman. His other works, such as the Life of Colonel 
Jack, &c., are of the same cast, and leave an impression on the mind 

more like that of things than words. 
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lliis is a flepartmciit of criticism which deserves more atten¬ 
tion than has been usually bestowed upon it, I shall here 
venture to recur (not from choice, but necessity) to what 
I have said upon it in a well-known periodical publication; 
and endeavour to contribute my mite towards settling the 
standard of excellence, both as to degree and kind, in these 
several wTiters. . . . 

There is very little to warrant the common idea that 
I'jcldiag was an imitator of Cervantes, except his own 
declaration of such an intention in the title-page of Joseph 
Andrews, the romantic turn of the cliara.c_tcr._c>L-lZarsQn 
Adams (the only romantic character in his works), and 
the i)rovcrbial humour of Partridge, which is kept up only 
for a few pages. Fielding’s novels are, in general, thor¬ 
oughly his own; and they are thoroughly English. What 
they are most remarkable for, is neither sentiment, nor 
imagination, nor wit. nor even humour, though there is an 
immense deal of this last quality; hut ^>rofound knowledg e 
of human nature, at least of English nature; and masterly 
pictures of the characters of men as he saw them existing. 
This quality distinguishes all his works, and is shown almost 
equally in all of them. As a painter of real life, he was 
equal to Hogarth; as a mere observer of human nature, he 
was little inferior to Shakspeare, though without any of the 
genius and poetical qualities of his mind. ^His humour is 
less rich and laughable than Smollett's: his wit as often 
misses as hits; he has none of the fine pathos of Richardson 
or Sterne; but he has brought together a greater variety 
of characters in common life, marked with more distinct 
peculiarities, and without an atom of caricature, than any 
other novel writer whatever. The extreme subtlety of ob¬ 
servation on the springs of human conduct in ordinary 
characters, is only equalled by the ingenuity of contrivance 
in bringing those springs into play, in such a manner as 
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to lay open their smallest irregularity. The detection is 
always complete, and made with the certainty and skill of 
a philosophical experiment, and the obviousness and famil¬ 
iarity of a casual observation. ) The truth of the imitation 
is indeed so great, that it has' been argued that Fielding 
must have had his materials ready-made to his hands, and 
was merely a transcriber of local manners and individual 
habits. For this conjecture, however, there seems to be no 
foundation. (His representations, it is true, are local and 
individual; but they are not the less profound and con¬ 
clusive. The feeling of the general principles of human 
nature, operating in particular circumstances, is always in¬ 
tense, and uppermost in his mind ; and he makes use of 
incident and situation only to bring out character. ' 

It is scarcely necessary to give any illustrations. Tom 
Jones is full of them. There is the account, for example, 
of the gratitude of the elder Blifil to his brother, for 
assisting him to obtain the fortune of Miss Bridget Al- 
worthy by marriage; and of the gratitude of the poor in 
his neighbourhood to Alworthy himself, who had done so 
much good in the country that he had made every one in 
it his enemy. There is the account of the Latin dialogues 
between Partridge and his maid, of the assault made on 
him during one of these by Mrs. Partridge, and the severe 
bruises he patiently received on that occasion, after wliich 
the parish of Little Baddington rung with the story, that 
the school-master had killed his wife. There is the exquisite 
keeping in the character of Blifil, and the want of it in that 
of Jones. There is the gradation in the lovers of Molly 
Seagrim; the philosopher Square succeeding to Tom Jones, 
who again finds that he himself had succeeded to the accom¬ 
plished Will. Barnes, who had the first possession of her 
person, and had still possession of her heart, Jones being 
only the instrument of her vanity, as Square was of her 
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interest. Then there is the discreet lidiiesty of Black 
(icorj;e, the Icarninj^ of rinvackum and Square, and the 
profundity of Stpiire Western, who considered it as a 
physical impossihility that his daughter slionld fall in love 
with Tom Jones. We have also that gentlenian*s disputes 
with his sister, and the inimitable apjical of that lady to 
her niece.—“ I was never so handsome as you, Sophy: yet 
I had something of you formerly. I was called the cruel 
Parthenissa. Kingdoms and states, as Tully Cicero says, 
undergo alteration, and so must the luiman form!” The 
adventure of the same lady with the highwayman, who 
robbed her of her jewels while he complimented her beauty, 
ought not to be passed over, nor that of Sophia and her 
muff, nor the reserved corpietry of her cousin Fitzpatrick, 
nor the dcscrijnion of Lady Bcllaston, nor the modest over¬ 
tures of the pretty widow Hunt, nor the indiscreet babblings 
of Mrs. Honour. 'I'hc moral of this book has been ob¬ 
jected to. without much reason; but a more serious objec¬ 
tion has been made to the want of refinement and elegance 
in two i)rincipal characters. We never feel this objection, 
indeed, while we are reading the book; but at other times 
we have something like a lurking suspicion that Jones was 
but an awkward fellow, and Siqdiia a pretty simpleton. I 
do not know how to account for this effect, unless it is that 
Fielding's constantly assuring us of the beauty of his hero, 
and the good sense of his heroine, at last produces a distrust 
of both. The story of Tom Jones is allowed to be un¬ 
rivalled; and it is this circumstance, together with the vast 
variety of characters, that has given the History of a 
Foundling so decided a ]M*cfercnce over Fielding’s other 
novels. The characters themselves, both in Amelia and 
Joseph Andrews, are (juite e(iual to any of those in Tom 
Jones. The account of Miss Matthews and Ensign Hibbert, 
in the former of these; the way in which that lady recon- 
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ciles herself to the death of her father ; the inflexible Colonel 
Bath; the insipid Mrs. James, the complaisant Colonel 
Trent, the demure, sly, intriguing, equivocal Mrs. Bennet, 
the lord who is her seducer, and who attempts afterwards 
to seduce Amelia by the same mechanical process of a 
concert-ticket, a book, and the disguise of a great-coat; his 
little, fat, short-nosed, red-faced, good-humoured accom¬ 
plice, the keeper of the lodging-house, who, having no 
pretensions to gallantry herself, has a disinterested delight 
in forwarding the intrigues and pleasures of others (to say 
nothing of honest Atkinson, the story of the miniature- 
pictiu'c of Amelia, and the hashed mutton, which are in 
a different style.) are masterpieces of description. The 
whole scene at the lodging-house, the masquerade, etc., in 
Amelia, are equal in interest to the parallel scenes in Tom 
Jones, and even more refined in the knowledge of character. 
For instance, Mrs. Bennet is superior to Mrs. Fitzpatrick 
in her own way. The uncertainty, in which the event of 
her interview with her former seducer is left, is admirable. 
Fielding was a master of what may be called the double 
entendre of character, and surprises you no less by what 
he leaves in the dark, (hardly known to the persons them¬ 
selves) than by the unexpected discoveries he makes of 
the real traits and circumstances in a character with which, 
till then, you find you were unacquainted. Th^reis nothing 
/ at all heroic, however, in the usual style of his delineations. 

I Fle does not draw lofty characters or strong passions; all 
his persons are of the ordinary stature as to intellect; and 
possess little elevation of fancy, or energy of purpose. Per¬ 
haps, after all, Parson Adams is his finest character. It 
is equally true to nature, and more ideal than any of the 
others. Its unsuspecting simplicity makes it not only more 
amiable, but doubly amusing, by gratifying the sense of 
superior sagacity in the reader. Our laughing at him does 
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not once lessen our respect for him. His declaring that 
ho would willingly walk ten miles to fetch his sermon on 
vanity, merely to convince Wilson of his thorough contempt 
of this vice, and his consoling himself for the loss of his 
/TZschylus, hy suddenly recollecting that he could not read it 
if he had it, because it is dark, are among the finest touches 
of )ian'ctc. The night-adventures at Lady Booby’s with 
Beau Didapper, and the amiable Slipslop, are the most 
ludicrous: and that with the huntsman, who draws off the 
hounds from the poor Parson, because they would be spoiled 
by following trrnn'n. the most i)rofound. Fielding did not 
often repeat himself ; but Dr. Harrison, in Amelia, may 
be considered as a variation of the character of Adams; so 
also is Goldsmith’s A’icar of Wakefield; and the latter part 
of that work, which sets out so delightfully, an almost 
entire ])lagiarism from Wilson’s account of himself, and 
Adams’s domestic history. 

Smollett’s first novel, Roderick Random, which is also 
his best, appeared about the same time as Fielding’s Tom 
Jones; and yet it has a much more modern air with it: 
but this may be accounted for from the circumstance that 
Smollett was cpiitc a young man at the time, whereas Field¬ 
ing’s manner iiiust have been formed long before. The 
style of Roderick Rainlom is more easy and flowing than 
that of Tom Jones; the incidents follow one another more 
rapidly (though, it must be confessed, they never come in 
such a throng, or arc brought out with the same dramatic 
effect) ; the humour is broader, and as effectual; and there 
is very nearly, if not ciuitc. an equal interest excited by the 
story. What, then, is it that gives the superiority to Field¬ 
ing? It is the superior insight into the springs of human 
character, and the constant developemcnt of that character 
through every change of circumstance. Smollett’s humour 
often arises from the situation of the persons, or the pecul- 
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iarity of their external appearance; as, from Roderick 
Random’s carrotty locks, which hung down over his shoul¬ 
ders like a pound of candles, or Strap’s ignorance of 
London, and the blunders that follow from it. There is a 
tone of vulgarity about all his productions. The incidents 
frequently resemble detached anecdotes taken from a news¬ 
paper or magazine; and, like those in Gil Bias, might 
happen to a hundred other characters. He exhibits the 
ridiculous accidents and reverses to which human life is 
liable, not “ the stuff ” of which it is composed. He seldom 
probes to the quick, or penetrates beyond the surface; and, 
therefore, he leaves no stings in the minds of his readers, 
and in this respect is far less interesting than Fielding. 
His novels always enliven, and never tire us: we take them 
up with pleasure, and lay them down without any strong 
feeling of regret. We look on and laugh, as spectators of 
a highly amusing scene, without closing in with the com¬ 
batants, or being made parties in the event. We read 
Roderick Random as an entertaining story; for the par¬ 
ticular accidents and modes of life which it describes have 
ceased to exist :'but we regard Tom Jones as a real history; 
because the author never stops short of those essential prin¬ 
ciples which lie at the bottom of all our actions, and in 
which we feel an immediate interest —intns ct in cute. 
Smollett excels most as the lively caricaturist: Fielding as 
the exact painter and profound metaphysician. I am far 
from maintaining that this account applies uniformly to the 
productions of these two writers; but I think that, as far 
as they essentially differ, what I have stated is the general 
distinction between them. Roderick Random is the purest 
of Smollett’s novels : I mean in point of style and descrip¬ 
tion. Most of the incidents and characters are supposed 
to have been taken from the events of his own life; and 
are, therefore, truer to nature. There is a rude conception 
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of generosity in some of his characters, of which Fielding 
seems to liave been incapable, his amiable persons being 
merely good-natured. It is owing to this that Strap is 
superior to Partridge; as there is a heartiness and warmth 
of feeling in some of the scenes between Lieutenant Bowling 
and his nejjhew, which is beyond Fielding’s power of im¬ 
passioned writing. The whole of the scene on ship-board 
is a most admirable and striking picture, and, I imagine, 
very little if at all exaggerated, though the interest it excites 
is of a very unpleasant kind, because the irritation and 
resistance to petty oiJprcssion can be of no avail. The 
picture of the little profligate b'rench friar, who was Rod¬ 
erick’s travelling companion, and of whom he always kept 
to the windward, is one of Smollett's most masterly 
sketches. Peregrine Pickle is no great favourite of mine, 
and Launcclot Greaves was not worthy of the genius of the 
author. 

I lumphry Clinker and Count I'athom are both equally 
admirable in their way. Perhaps the former is the most 
pleasant gossiping novel that ever was written; that which 
gives the most pleasure with the least effort to the reader. 
It is ([uite as amusing as going the journey could have been; 
and we have just as good an idea of what happened on the 
road, as if we had been of the party. Humphry Clinker 
liimself is exquisite; and his sweetheart, Winifred Jenkins, 
not much behind him. Matthew Bramble, though not alto¬ 


gether original, is excellently supported, and seems to have 
been the prototype of Sir Anthony Absolute in the Rivals. 
But Lismahago is the flower of the flock. His tenaciousness 
in argument is not so delightful as the relaxation of his 
logical severity, when he finds his fortune mellowing in the 


wintry smiles of Mrs. Tabitha Bramble. This is the best- 
preserved and most severe of all Smollett’s characters. The 
resemblance to Don Quixote is only just enough to make it 
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interesting to the critical reader, without giving offence to 
any body else. The indecency and filth in this novel are 
what must be allowed to all Smollett's writings.—The sub¬ 
ject and characters in Count Fathom are, in general, exceed¬ 
ingly disgusting: the story is also spun out to a degree of 
tediousness in the serious and sentimental parts ; but there 
is more power of writing occasionally shewn in it than in 
any of his works. I need only refer to the fine and bitter 
irony of the Count’s address to the country of his ancestors 
on his landing in England ; to the robber-scene in the forest, 
which has never been surjjassed ; to the Parisian swindler 
who personates a raw English country squire (Western is 
tame in the comparison) ; and to the story of the seduction 
in the west of England. It would be difficult to point out, 
in any author, passages written with more force and mas¬ 
tery than these. 

It is not a very difficult undertaking to class Fielding or 
Smollett;—the one as an observer of the characters of 
human life, the other as a describer of its various eccen¬ 
tricities. But it is by no means so easy to dispose of 
Rjehardson, who was neither an observer of the one, nor 
a describer of the other; but who seemed to spin his ma¬ 
terials entirely out of his own brain, as if there had been 
nothing existing in the world beyond the little room in 
which he sat writing. There is an artificial reality about 
his works, which is no where else to be met with. They 
have the romantic air of a pure fiction, with the literal 
minuteness of a common diary. The author had the strong¬ 
est matter-of-fact imagination that ever existed, and wrote 
the oddest mixture of poetry and prose. He does not 
appear to have taken advantage of anything in actual nature, 
from one end of his works to the other; and yet, throughout 
all his works, voluminous as they are—(and this, to be sure, 
is one reason why they are so,)—he sets about describing 
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every object and transaction, as if the whole had been 
given in on evidence by an eye-witness. This kind of high 
finishing from imagination is an anomaly in the history 
of human genius; and, certainly, nothing so fine was ever 
produced by the same accumulation of minute parts. There 
is not the least distraction, the least forgetfulness of the 
end: every circumstance is made to tell. I cannot agree 
that this exactness of detail produces heaviness; on the 
contrary, it gives an appearance of truth, and a positive 
interest to the story; and we listen with the same attention 
as we should to the particulars of a confidential communica¬ 
tion. I at one time used to think some parts of Sir Charles 
Grandison rather trifling and tedious, especially the long 
description of Miss Harriet Byron’s wedding-clothes, till I 
was told of two young lathes who had severally copied out 
the whole of that very description for their own private 
gratification. After that. I couUl not blame the author. 

The effect of reading this work is like an increase of 
kindred. You find yourself all of a sudden introduced into 
the midst of a large family, with aunts and cousins to the 
third and fourth generation, and grandmothers both by the 
father's and mother’s side;—and a very odd set of people 
they are, but people whose real existence and personal 
identity you can no more dispute than your own senses, 
for you see and hear all that they do or say. What is still 
more extraordinary, all this extreme elaborateness in work¬ 
ing out the story, seems to have cost the author nothing; 
for it is said, that the published works are mere abridg¬ 
ments. I have heard (though this I suspect must be a 
pleasant exaggeration) that Sir Charles Grandison was 
originally written in eight and twenty volumes. 

Pamela is the first of Richardson’s productions, and the 
very child of his brain. Taking the general idea of the 
character of a modest and beautiful country girl, and of 
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tlie ordinary situation in which she is placed, he makes out 
all the rest, even to the smallest circumstance, by the mere 
force of a reasoning imagination. It would seem as if 
a step lost, would be as fatal here as in a mathematical 
demonstration. The development of the character is the 
most simple, and comes the nearest to nature that it can 
do, without being the same thing. The interest of the story 
increases with the dawn of understanding and reflection in 
the heroine: her sentiments gradually expand themselves, 
like opening flowers. She writes better every time, and 
accjuires a confidence in herself, just as a girl would do, 
writing such letters in such circumstances; and yet it is 
certain that no girl u'ould zoritc such letters in such circum¬ 
stances. What I mean is this:—Richardson’s nature is 
always the nature of sentiment and reflection, not of impulse 
or situation. He furnishes his characters, on every occa¬ 
sion, with the presence of mind of the author. He makes 
them act, not as they would from the impulse of the mo¬ 
ment, but as they might upon reflection, and upon a careful 
review of every motive and circumstance in their situation. 
They regularly sit down to write letters: and if the business 
of life consisted in letter-writing, and was carried on by 
the post (like a Spanish game at chess), human nature 
would be what Richardson represents it. All actual objects 
and feelings are blunted and deadened by being presented 
through a medium which may be true to reason, but is 
false in nature. He confounds his own point of view with 
that of the immediate actors in the scene; and hence pre¬ 
sents you with a conventional and factitious nature, instead 
of that which is real. Dr. Johnson seems to have preferred 
this truth of reflection to the truth of nature, when he said 
that there was more knowledge of the human heart in a 
page of Richardson, than in all Fielding. Fielding, how¬ 
ever, saw more of the practical results, and understood 
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tile principles as well; but lie had not the same power of 
speculating^ upon their possible results, and combining them 
in certain ideal forms of ])assion and imagination, which 
was Richardson's real excellence. 

It must be observed, however, that it is this mutual 
good understanding, and coni|)aring of notes between the 
author and the persons he describes; his infinite circumspec¬ 
tion^ his exact process of ratiocination and calculation, 
which gives such an appearance of coldness and formality 
to most of his characters,—which makes prudes of his 
women, and coxcombs of his men. Every thing is too con¬ 
scious in his works. Every thing is distinctly brought 
home to the mind of the actors in the scene, which is a 
fault undoubtedly: but then it must be confessed,, every 
thing is brought home in its full force to the mind of the 
reader also; and we feel the same interest in the story as if 
it were our own. Can anything be more beautiful or more 
affecting than Pamela’s reproaches to her “ lumpish heart.” 
when she is sent away from her master’s at her own re¬ 
quest; its lightness, when she is sent for back; the joy 
which the conviction of the sincerity of his love diffuses in 
her heart, like the coming on of spring; the artifice of the 
stuff gown; the meeting with Lady Davers after her mar¬ 
riage; and the trial-scene with her husband? Who ever 
remained insensible to the passion of Lady Clementina, 
except Sir Charles Gramlison himself, who was the object 
of it? Clarissa is, however, his masterpiece, if we except 
Lovelace. If she is fine in herself, she is still finer in his 
account of her. With that foil, her purity is dazzling indeed : 
and she who could triumph by her virtue, and the force 
of her love, over the regality of Lovelace’s mind, his wit, 
his ])erson, his accomplishments, and his spirit, conquers 
all liearts. I should suppose that never sympathy more 
deep or sincere was excited than by the lieroinc of Richard- 
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son’s romance, except by the calamities of real life. The 
links in this wonderful chain of interest are not more finely 
wrought, than their whole weight is overwhelming and 
irresistible. Who can forget the exquisite gradations of 
her long dying-scene, or the closing of the coffin-lid, when 
INliss Howe comes to take her last leave of her friend ; or 
the heart-breaking reflection that Clarissa makes on what 
was to have been her wedding-day? Well does a certain 
writer exclaim— 

“ Books are a real world, both pure and good, 

Round which, with tendrils strong as flesh and blood, 

Our pastime and our happiness may grow! ” 

Richardson’s wit was unlike that of any other writer—his 
humour was so too. Both were the effect of intense activity 
of mind—laboured, and yet completely effectual. I might 
refer to Lovelace’s reception and description of Hickman, 
when he calls out Death in his ear, as the name of the person 
with whom Clarissa had fallen in love; and to the scene at 
the glove-shop. What can be more magnificent than his 
enumeration of his companions—“ Belton, so pert and so 
pimply—Tourville, so fair and so foppish! ” etc. In casuis¬ 
try this author is quite at home; and, with a boldness 
greater even than his puritanical severity, has exhausted 
every topic on virtue and vice. There is another peculiarity 
in Richardson, not perhaps so uncommon, which is, his 
systematically preferring his most insipid characters to Ins 
finest, though both were equally his own invention, and he 
must be supposed to have understood something of their 
qualities. Thus he preferred the little, selfish, affected, 
insignificant Miss Byron, to the divine Clementina; and 
again, Sir Charles Grandison, to the nobler Lovelace. I 
have nothing to say in favour of Lovelace’s morality; but 
Sir Charles is the prince of coxcombs,—whose eye was 
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never once taken frcjin liis (mvii person, and his own virtues; 
and there is nothin.ic which excites so little sympathy as 
this excessive egotism. 

It remains to speak <>f Sterne; and I sliall do it in few 
words. There is more of nuiiiiicyisni and affectation in 
him, and a more immediate reference to preceding authors; 
hut his excellences, where he is excellent, are of the first 
order, Jlis characters are intellectual and inventive, like 
Richardson s; hut totally opposite in the execution. The 
one arc made out hy continuity, and patient repetition of 
touches: the others, hy glancing transitions and graceful 
aiiposition. 1 [is style is equally <lifferent from Richard¬ 
son s: it is at times the most rapid, the most hapjiy, the most 


idomatic of any that is to he found. It is the pure essence 
of English conversational style, llis works consi>t onlv 
of Jiiorccaiix —of brilliant passages. I wonder that Gold¬ 
smith, who ought to have known better, should call him 
“a dull fellow.” Ilis wit is poignant, though artificial: 
and his characters (though the groun<lwork of some of 
them had been laid before) have yet invaluable original 
differences; and tbe si)irit of the execution, the master¬ 
strokes constantly thrown into them, arc not to be sur¬ 
passed. It is sufficient to name them;—Yorick, Dr. Slop, 
Mr. Shandy, My I'ncle 'I'oby, 'frim, Susanna, and the 
W'idow VVadmati. In these he has contrived to oppose, 
with equal felicity and Originality, two characters, one of 
pure intellect, and tlie other of pure good nature, in ^ly 
Father and My Uncle Toby. There appears to have been 
in Sterne a vein of dry, sarcastic humour, and of extreme 
tenderness of feeling; the latter s(mictimcs carried to affec¬ 
tation, as in the tale of Maria, and the apostrophe to the 
recortling angel; hut at other times pure, anti without Idem- 
ish. The story of Le Fevre is perhaps the finest in the 
English language. My Father’s restlessness, both of body 
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and mind, is inimitable. It is the model from which all 
those despicable performances aj^ainst modern philosophy 
ought to have been copied, if their authors had known any 
thing of the subject they were writing about. IMy Uncle 
Toby is one of the finest compliments ever paid to human 
nature. He is the most unoffending of God’s creatures; or, 
as the French express it, im tel petit bon hoiunc! Of his 
bowling-green, his sieges, and his amours, who would say 
or think any thing amiss! 



IX 


CHARACTER OF MR. BURKE. 1807 + 

Till-: following: speech is perhaps the fairest specimen I 
could give of Mr. Burke’s various talents as a speaker. 
The subject itself is not the most interesting, nor docs it 
admit of that weight and closeness of reasoning which he 
disjdayed on other occasions. But there is no single speech 
which can convey a satisfactory idea of his powers of 
mind: to do him justice, it would be necessary to quote all 
his works; the only specimen of Burke is, all that he 'lerote. 
With respect to most other speakers, a specimen is gen¬ 
erally enough, or more than enough. When you are ac¬ 
quainted with their manner, and sec what proficiency they 
have made in the mechanical exercise of their ])rofession, 
with what facility they can borrow a simile, or round a 
period, how dexterously they can argue, and object, and 
rejoin, you arc satisfied; there is no other difference in 
their speeches than what arises from the difference of the 
subjects. But this was not the case with Burke. He 
brought his subjects along with him; he drew his materials 
from liimself. The only limits which circumscribed his 
\’ariety were the stores of his own tnind. Ilis stock of 
ideas did not consist of a few meagre facts, meagrely statetl. 
of half a dozen common-places tortured in a thons:\nd dif¬ 
ferent ways: but his mine of wealth was a profound under¬ 
standing. inexhaustible as the human heart, and various as 

* This character was written in a fu of extravagant candour, at 
a time when I thought 1 could do justice, or more than justice, to 
an enemy, without betraying a cause. 
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the sources of nature. He therefore enriched every sub¬ 
ject to which he applied himself, and new subjects were 
only the occasions of calling forth fresh powers of mind 
which had not been before exerted. It would therefore 
be in vain to look for the proof of his powers in any one 
of his speeches or writings: they all contain some additional 
proof of power. In speaking of Burke, then, I shall speak 
of the whole compass and circuit of his mind—not of that 
small part or section of him which I have been able to give: 
to do otherwise would be like the story of the man who 
put the brick in his pocket, thinking to shew it as the model 
of a house. I have been able to manage pretty well with 
respect to all my other speakers, and curtailed them down 
without remorse. It was easy to reduce them witliin cer¬ 
tain limits, to fix their spirit, and condense their variety: 
by having a certain quantity given, you might infer all the 
rest; it was only the same thing over again. But wlio can 
bind Proteus, or confine the roving flight of genius? 

Burke’s writings are better than his speeches, and indeed 
his speeches are writings. But he seemed to feel himself 
more at ease, to have a fuller possession of his faculties in 
addressing the public, than in addressing the House of 
Commons. Burke was raised into public life: and he seems 
to have been prouder of this new dignity than became so 
great a man. For this reason, most of his speeches have 
a sort of parliamentary preamble to them: there is an air 
of affected modesty, and ostentatious trifling in them : he 
seems fond of coqueting with the House of Commons, and 
is perpetually calling the Speaker out to dance a minuet 
with him, before he begins. There is also something like 
an attempt to stimulate the superficial dulness of his hearers 
by exciting their surprise, by running into extravagance; 
and he sometimes demeans himself by condescending to 
what may be considered as bordering too much upon buf- 
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fooncry, for the aniiiscnicnt t)f the company. Those lines 
of Milton were admirably applied to him by some one— 

“ Tl'.e elephant to make them spori wreathed his proboscis 
lithe.” The truth is. that he was out of his place in the 
House of Commons; he was eminently (lualified to shine 
as a man of genius, a> the instructor of mankind, as the 
brightest luminary of his age: but he had nothing in 
common with that motley crew of knights, citizens, and 
burgesses. He could not be said to be “ native and endued 
unto that element.” He was above it; and never appeared 
like himself, but when, forgetful of the idle clamours 
of party, and of tlVc little views of little men, he ap¬ 
pealed to his country, and the enlightened judgment of 
mankind. 

1 am not going to make an idle panegyric on Burke (he 
has no need of it) ; but 1 cannot help looking uj^ou him as 
the chief boast an<l ornament of the English House of 
Commons. What has been said of bim is. I think, strictly 
true, that “ lie. was the most el()C|uent man of his lime: 
his wisdom was greater than his eloquence." Tlic only 
public man that in my opinion can be put in any competi¬ 
tion with him, is Lord Chatham: and he moved in a sphere 


so very remote, that it is almost impossible to compare 
them. But though it would perhaps be ditTcult to determine 
which of them excelled most in his particular way, there 
is nothing in the world more easy than to point out in 
what their peculiar excellences consisted. I hey were in 
every respect the reverse of each other. Chatliajns elo¬ 
quence was popular; his wistlom was altogether plaiu and 
])ractical. Burke’s eloquence was that of the poet ; ai Uic 
man of high and unbounded fancy; his wisdom was pro¬ 
found and contemplative. Chatluuu’s elotpiencc was cal¬ 
culated to make men act; Burke's was calculated to make 
them think. Chatham could have roused the fury of a multi- 
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tiule, and wielded their jjhysical cnerj^y as he i)lcascd: 
Burke’s eloquence carried conviction into the mind of the 
retired and lonely student, opened the recesses of the human 
breastj and lighted up the face of nature around him. Chat¬ 
ham supplied his hearers with motives to immediate action : 
Burke_furnished them with reasons for action which might 
have little effect upon them at the time, but for which they 
would be the wiser and better all their lives after. In re¬ 
search, in originality, in variety of knowledge, in richness 
of invention, in depth and comprehension of mind, Burke 
had as much the advantage of Lord Chatham as he was 
excelled by him in plain common sense, in strong feeling, 
in steadiness of purpose, in vehemence, in warmth, in en¬ 
thusiasm, and energy of mind. Burke was the man of 
genius, of fine sense, and subtle reasoning; Chatham was 
a man of clear understanding, of strong sense, and violent 
passions. B urk e's mind w-as satisfied with speculation: 
Chatham's was'el^entially actk'c: it could not rest without 
an object. The power which governed Burke’s mind was 
his Imagination ; that which gave its impetus to Chatham s 
was Will. The one was almost the creature of pure intel¬ 
lect, the other of physical temperament. 

There are two very different ends which a inan^o.f genius 
may propose to himself either in w^riting or speaking, and j. 
which will accordingly give birth to very different stales. 
He can have but one of these two objects; either to enrich 
or strengthen the mind ; either to furnish us with new ideas, j 
to lead the mind into new trains of thought, to which it ^ 
was before unused, and which it was incapable of striking , 
out for itself; or else to collect and embody what we already 
knew, to rivet our old impressions more deeply; to make ^ 
what was before plain still plainer, and to give to that 
which was familiar all the effect of novelty. In the one 
case we receive an accession to the stock of our ideas, in / 
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the other, an additional degree of life and energy is infused 
into them: our thoughts continue to flow in the same chan¬ 
nels, l)Ut their pulse is quickened and invigorated, I do 
not know liow to distinguish these different styles better 
than bv callinsx them severally the, inventive and refined, 
or the impressive and vigorous styles. It is only the subject- / 
matter of eloquence, however, which is allowed to be remote 
or obscure. The things in tliemselvcs may be subtle and 
recondite, but they must be dragged out of their obscurity 
aiul brought struggling to the light ; they must be rendered 
plain and palpable, (as far as it is in the wit of man to do 
so) or they are no longer eloquence. That which by its 
natural impenetrability, and in spite of every effort, remains 
dark and difficult, which is impervious to every ray. on 
wliich the imagination can shed no lustre, which can be 
clotlied witli no beauty, is not a subject for the orator or 
poet. At the same time it cannot be expected that abstract j 
truths or profound observations should ever be placed in 
the same strong and dazzling points of view as natural , 
objects and mere matters of fact. It is enough if they 
receive a reflex and borrowed lustre, like that which cheers 
the first dawn of morning, where the effect of surprise 


and novelty gilds every object, and the joy of beholding 
another world gradually emerging out of the gloom of 
night, “ a new creation rescued from his reign, fills die 
mind with a sober rapture. Philosophical cUxiuence is in 
writing what chiaro senro is in painting; be wouUl be a fool 
who should object that the colours in the shaded part of 
a picture were not so bright as those on the opposite side; 
the eve of the connoisseur receives an equal delight from 


both, balancing the want of brilliancy and effect with the 
greater delicacy of the tints, and difficulty of the execu¬ 
tion.' In judging of Burke, therefore, we are to consider 
first the style of. cloqilfiucc wbich he adopted, and secondly 
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the effects which he produced with it. If he did not pro¬ 
duce the same effects on vulgar minds, as some others have 
done, it was not for want of power, but from the turn anti 
direction of his mind.^ It was because his subjects, bis 
ideas, his arguments, were less vulgar. The question is 
not whether he brought certain truths equally hotne to us, 
but how much nearer he brought them than they were 
before. In my opinion, he united the two extremes of 
refinement and strength in a higher degree than any other 
writer whatever. 

The subtlety of his mind was undoubtedly that which 
^rendered Burke a less popular writer and speaker than he 
otherwise would have been. It weakened the impression 
of his observations upon others, but I cannot admit that it 
fveakened the observations themselves; that it took any¬ 
thing from their real weight and solidity.) ‘Coarse minds 
think all that is subtle, futile: that because it is not gross 
and obvious and palpable to the senses, it is therefore liglit ^ 
and frivolous, and of no importance in the real affairs oft 
life; thus making their own confined understandings the 
measure of truth, and supposing that whatever they do not 
distinctly perceive, is nothing.’ , Seneca, who was not one, 
of the vulgar, also says, that subtle truths are those which 
have the least substance in them, and consequently approach 
nearest to nonentity. But for my own part I cannot help 
thinking that the most important trutlis must be the most 
refined and,subtle; for that very reason, that they must; 
comprehend a great number of particulars, and instead of 
referring to any distinct or positive fact, must point out 
the combined effects of an extensive chain of causes, operat-j 
ing gradually, remotely, and collectively, and therefore im¬ 
perceptibly. General j^rinciples are not the less true or im- 

* For instance: he produced less effect on the mob that compose 
the English House of Commons than Chatham or Fo.x, or even Pitt. 


178 English Lulraturh: 

])ortatit because from their nature they ehule immediate 
()l)servation; they are liho the air. which is not the less 
neccssarv because we neither sec nor feel it, or like that 
secret mllucnce whicli binds the world top^cther, and holds 
the planets in their orbits. Ihe very same persons who 
are the most forward to laugh at all systematic reasoning as 
idle and impertinent, you will the next moment hear ex¬ 
claiming bitterly against the baleful effects of new-fangled 
systems of philosophy, or gravely descanting on the im¬ 
mense importance of instilling sound principles of morality 
into the mind. It would not be a bold conjecture, but an 


obvious truism to say, that all the great changes which have 
been brought about in the moral world, either for the better 
or worse, have been introduced not by the bare statement 
of facts, which are things already known, and which must 
always operate nearly in the same manner, but by the de¬ 
velopment of certain o])inions and abstract principles of 
reasoning on life and mantTers, on the origin of society 
and man’s nature in general, which being obscure and uncer¬ 
tain, vary from time to time, and produce correspondent 
changes in the human miml. They arc the wholesome dew 
and rain, or the mildew and pestilence that silently destroy. 
To this ininciplc of generalization all religious creeds, the 
institutions of wise lawgivers, and the systems of philos¬ 
ophers, owe their influence.) 

It has always been with me a test of the sense and 
candour of any one belonging to the oi)posite party, whether 
be allowed llurke to be a great man. 0( all the persons 


)f this description that I have ever known, I never met 
vith above one or two who would make this concession; 
vhelber it was that party feelings ran too high to admit 
)f any real candour, or whether it was owing to an essential 
/ulgarity in their habits of thinking, they all seemed to be 
)f opinion that he was a wild enthusiast, or a hollow 
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soj)hist, who was to be answered by bits of facts, by smart 
logic, by shrewd questions, and idle songs. They looked 
upon him as a man of disordered intellects, because he rea¬ 
soned in a style to which they had not been used and 
which confounded their dim perceptions. If you said that 
though you differed with him in sentiment, yet you thought 
him an admirable reasoner, and a close observer of human 
nature, you were answered with a loud laugh, and some 
hackneyed quotation. “Alas! Leviathan was not so 
tamed! ” They did not know whom they had to contend 
with. The corner stone, which the builders rejected, became 
the head-corner, though to the Jews a stumbling block, and 
to the Greeks foolishness; for indeed I cannot discover that 
he was much better understood by those of his own party, 
if we may judge froin the little affinity there is between his 
mode of reasoning and theirs.—i;The simple clue to all his ■ 
reasonings on politics is, I think, as follows. He did not ; 
agree with some, writers, that that mode of government is 
necessarily the best which is the cheapest. He saw in the 
construction of society other principles at work, and other 
capacities of fulfilling the desires, and perfecting the nature ' 
of man, besides those of securing the equal enjoyment of 
the means of animal life, and doing this at as little expense ^ 
as possible. He thought that the wants and happiness of 
men were not to be provided for, as we provide for those 
of a herd of cattle, merely by attending to their physical ' 
necessities. He thought more nobly of his fellows. He [ 
knew that man had affections and passions and powers of 
imagination, as well as hunger and thirst and the sense of 
heat and cold. He took his idea of political society from | 
the pattern of private life, wishing, as he himself expresses [ 
it, to incorporate the domestic charities with the orders of j 
the state, and to blend them together. He strove to establish | 
an analogy between the compact that binds together the 
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community at larj;c, and that which binds together the 
j several families that compose it. lie knew that the rules 
that form the basis of private morality arc not founded in 
reason, that is, in the abstract proiK'itics of those things 
whicli are the subjects of them, but in the nature of man, 
and his capacity of being affected by certain things from 
habit, from imagination, and sentiment, as well as from 

S 

reason.^ 

I Thus, the reason why a man ought to be attached to Ins 
! wife and cliildrcn is not, surely, tliat tliey are better than 
others, (for in this case every one else ought to he of the 
same opinion) but because he must he chiedy interested in 
those things which are nearest to him, and with which he 
is best acquainted,) since his understanding cannot reach 
equally to every thing; because he must he most attached 
to those objects which he has known the longest, and which 
by their situation have actually affected him the most, not 
those which in themselves are the most affecting, whether 
they have ever made any impression on him or no; tliaHs, 
because he is by his nature the creature of habit and feel¬ 
ing, and because it is reasonable that he should act in con¬ 
formity to his nature.).; Burke was so far right in saying that 
it is no objection to an institution that it is founded m 
prcjiidicc. hut the contrary, if that prejudice is natural and 
rigid; that is, if it arises from those circumstances which 
are properly subjects of feeling and association, not from 
any defect or perversion of the understanding^ in those 
things which fall strictly under its jurisdiction,! On this 
profound ma.xim he took his stand. (Thus he contended 
that the prejudice in favour of nobility was natural and 
[uoper, and fit to he encouraged by the positive institu¬ 
tions of society; not on account of the real or personal 
merit of the individuals, hut because such an institution has 
a tendency to enlarge anil raise the mind, to keep alive the 
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memory of past greatness, to connect the different ages of 
the world together, to carry back the imagination over a 
long tract of time, and feed it with the contemplation of 
remote events; because it is natural to think highly of that 
which inspires us with high thoughts, which has been con- 
nected for many generations with splendour, and affluence, 
and dignity, and power, and privilege.)'He also conceived, 
that by transferring the respect from the person to the 
thing, and thus rendering it steady and permanent, the 
mind would be habitually formed to sentiments of defer¬ 
ence, attachment, and fealty, to whatever else demanded 
its respect; that it would be led to fix its view on what 
was elevated and lofty, and be weaned from that low 
and narrow jealousy which never willingly or heartily ad¬ 
mits of any superiority in others, and is glad of every 
opportunity to bring down all excellence to a level with its 
own miserable standard. Nobility did not therefore exist 
to the prejudice of the other orders of the state, but by, 
and for them. The inequality of the different orders of 
society did not destroy the unity and harmony of the whole. 
The health and well-being of the moral world was to be 
promoted,by the same means as the beauty of the natural 
world; by contrast, by change, by light and shade, by 
variety of parts, by order and proportion. To think of 
reducing all mankind to the same insipid level, seemed to 
him the same absurdity as to destroy the inequalities of 
surface in a country, for the benefit of agriculture and 
commerce. In short, he bejdeved that the interests of men 
in society should be consulted, and their several stations 
and employments assigned, with a view to their nature, 
not as physical, but as moral beings, so as to nourish their 
hopes, to lift their imagination, to enliven their fancy, to 
rouse their activity, to strengthen their virtue, and to fur¬ 
nish the greatest number of objects of pursuit and means 
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of enjoyment to beings constituted ns mnn is, consistently 
with the order and stability of the whole. l 

The same reasoning- mij;ht he extended farther. I do 
not say that his arguments arc conclusive; but they are 
I)rofoimd and true, as far as they ro. There may be clis- 
advanta<;cs and abuses necessarily interwoven with his 
scheme, or opijosite advantages of infinitely greater value, 
to he derived from another order of things and state of 
society. This however docs not invalidate either the truth 
or importance of llurkc's reasoning; since the advantages he 
points out as connected with the mixed form of government 
arc really and necessarily inherent in it; since they arc 
compatible in the same degree with no other; since the 
principle itself on which he rests his argument (whatever 
we may think of the application) is of the utmost weight 
and moment; and since on whichever side the truth lies, 
it is impossible to make a fair decision without having 
the opposite side of the ([uestion clearly and fully stated 
to us. This lUirkc has done in a masterly manner. He 
presents to you one view or face of society. Let him, 
who thinks he can. give the reverse side with equal force, 
beauty, and clearness. It is said, I know, that truth is one, 
hut to this I cannot subscribe, for it appears to me that 
truth is many. There arc as many truths as there are things 
and causes of action and contradictory principles at work 
in society. In making up the account of good and evil, 
indeed, the final result must be one way or the other; but 
the particulars on which that result depends are infinite 


and various. 

It will he seen from what I have said, that 1 am very 
far from agreeing with those who think that Burke was 
a man without understanding, ami a merely ilond writer, 
'fhere arc two causes which have given rise to this calumny, 
namely, that narrowness of mind which leads men to sup- 
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pose that the truth lies entirely on the side of their own 
opinions, and that whatever does not make for then is 
absurd and irrational; secondly, a trick we have of con¬ 
founding reason with judgment, and supposing that it is 
merely the province of the understanding to pronounce 
sentence, and not to give in evidence, or argue the case; in 
short, that it is a passive, not an active faculty. Thus there 
are persons who never run into any extravagance, because 
they are so buttressed up with the opinions of others on 
all sides, that they cannot lean much to one side or the 
other; they are so little moved witli any kind of reasoning, 
that they remain at an equal distance from every extreme, 
and are never very far from the truth, because the slowness 
of their faculties will not suffer them to make much prog¬ 
ress in error. These are persons of great judgment. The 
scales of the mind are pretty sure to remain even, when 
there is nothing in them. In this sense of the word, Burke 
must be allowed to have wanted judgment, by all those who 
think that he was wrong in his conclusions. The accusa¬ 
tion of want of judgment, in fact, only means that you 
yourself are of a different opinion. But if in arriving at 
one error he discovered a hundred truths, I should con¬ 
sider myself a hundred times more indebted to him than 
if, stumbling on that which I consider as the right side of 
the question, he had committed a hundred absurdities in 
striving to establish his point. I speak of him now merely 
as an author, or as far as I and other readers are con¬ 
cerned with him; at the same time, I should not differ 
from any one who may be disposed to contend that the 
consequences of his writings as instruments of political 
power have been tremendous, fatal, such as no exertion 

of wit or knowledge or genius can ever counteract or 
atone for. 

« 

Burke also gave a hold to his antagonists by mixing up 
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sentiment and imagery with his reasoning; so that being 
unused to such a siglit in the region of polities, they were 
deceived, and could not discern the fruit from the flowers. 
Gravity is the eloke of wisdom ; and those who have noth¬ 
ing else think it an insult to affect the one without Uie 
other, because it destroys the only foundation on which 
their pretensions are built. The easiest part oGreason is 
dulness; the generality of the world arc therefore con¬ 
cerned in discouraging any example of unnecessary bril¬ 
liancy that might tend to show' that the two things do not 
always go together. Burke in some measure dissolved the 
spell. It was discovered, that his gold was not the less 
valuable for being wrought into elegant shapes, and richly 
embossed with curious figures; that the .solidity of a build¬ 
ing is not destroyed by adding to it beauty and ornament, 
aiul that the strength of a man’s understanding is not al¬ 
ways to be estimated in exact proportion to his want of 
imagination, llis understanding was not the less real, be¬ 
cause it was not the only faculty he possessed. He justified 
the description of the poet,— 

“How charming is divine philosophy I 
Not harsh and crabbed as dull fools suppose, 

Hut musical as is Apollo’s lute! ” 

Those who object to this union of grace and beauty with 
reason, are in fact weak-sighted people, who cannot dis¬ 
tinguish the noble and majestic form of Truth from that 
oflier sister Folly, if they are dressed both alike! But 
there is always a difference even in the adventitious orna¬ 
ments they wear, which is sufficient to distinguish them, 
i Burlsc was so far froijf being a gaudy or flowery writer, 

! that he was one of the severest writers we have. His 
words are the most like things; his style is the most strictly 
suited to the subject. llc_unites every extreme and every 
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variety of composition ; the lowest and the meanest words 
and descriptions with the highest. He exults in the display 
of power, in shewing the extent, the force, and intensity 
of his ideas; he is led on by the mere impulse and vehe¬ 
mence of his fancy, not by the affectation of dazzling his 
readers by gaudy conceits or pompous images. He was 
completely carried away by his subject. He had no other 
object but to produce the strongest impression on his 
reader, by giving the truest, the most characteristic, the 
' fullest, and most forcible description of things, trusting to 
the power of his own mind to mould them into grace and 
■ beauty. He did not produce a splendid effect by setting 
fire to the light vapours that float in the regions of fancy, 
as the chemists make fine colours with phosphorus, but 
by the eagerness of his blows struck fire from the flint, 
and melted the hardest substances in the furnace of his 
imagination. The wheels of his imagination did not catch 
fire from the rottenness of the materials, but from the 
rapidity of their motion. One would suppose, to hear 
people talk of Burke, that his style was such as would have 
suited the Lady’s Magazine soft, smooth, showy, tender, 
insipid, full of fine words, without any meaning. The 
essence of the gaudy or glittering style consists in pro¬ 
ducing a momentary effect by fine words and images 
brought together, without order or connexion. Biiid^e most 
frequently produced an effect by the remoteness and novelty 
of his combinations, by the force of contrast, by the striking 
s manner in which the most opposite and unpromising ma¬ 
terials were harmoniously blended together; not by laying 
his hands on all the fine things he could think of, but by 
bringing together those things which he knew would blaze 
out into glorious light by their collision. The florid style 
i is a mixture of affectation and common-place. Burke’s 
’ was an union of untameable vigour and originality. 
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lUirke was not a verbose writer. If be sometimes multi- 
|,lic- words, it is not for want of ideas, but because there 
arc no words that fvdly express bis i.leas, and be tries to 
do it as well as be can by different ones. llcJiad.notbinS 
of the set or formal style, the measured cadence, and stately 
phraseology of Johnson, and most of our modern write.rs. 
riiis style, wbich is wbat we understand by the is' ^ 

all in one key. It selects a certain set of words to represent r. 
all ideas whatever, as the most dignified and elegant, and 
excludes all others as low and vulgar. The words are not 
fitted to the things, but the things to the words. Every 
thing is seen through a false medium. It is putting a mask 
on the face of nature, which may indeed hide some specks 
and blemishes, but takes away all beauty, delicacy, and 
variety. It destroys all dignity or elevation, because noth¬ 
ing can be raised where all is on a level, and completely) 
destroys all force, expression, truth, and character, by arbi-f 
trarily confounding the differences of things, and reducing 
every thing to the same insipid standard. To suppose that) 
this stiff uniformity can add any thing to real grace or dig-\ 
nity, is like supposing that the human body in order tc( 
be perfectly graceful, sbould never deviate from its upright! 
liosturc. Another mischief of this method is, that it con-| 
founds all ranks in literature. Where there is no room for^ 
variety, no discrimination, no nicety to be shewn in match-j 
ing the idea with its proper word, there can be no room, 
for taste or elegance. A man must easily learn the art 
of writing, wdien every sentence is to be cast in tbe same^ 
mould: where he is only allowed the use of one word, h^ 
cannot choose wrong, nor will he be in much danger o ^ 
making himself ridiculous by affectation or false glitter,, 
when, whatever subject he treats of, be must treat 
in the same way. This indeed is to wear golden chains ■ 

for the sake of ornament) 
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Burke was altogether free from the pedantry which I 
have here endeavoured to expose. IBs style was as original, 
as^^expjessive, as rich , and varied, as it was possible; his 
\ combinations were as exquisite, as playful, as happy, as un- 
\ expected, as bold and daring, as his fancy. If any thing, he 
\ ran into the opposite extreme of too great an inequality, 
1 if truth and nature could ever be carried to an extreme. 

Those who are best acquainted with the writings and 
speeches of Burke will not think the praise I have here 
bestowed on them exaggerated. Some proof will be found 
of this in the .following extracts. But the full proof must 
be sought in his works at large, and particularly in the 
“ Thoughts on the Discontents **; in his “ Reflections on the 
French Revolution ”; in his Letter to the Duke of Bed¬ 
ford*'; and in the “Regicide Peace.*’ The two last of 
these are perhaps the most remarkable of all his writings, 
from the contrast they afford to each other. The one is 
the most delightful exhibition of wild and brilliant fancy, 
that is to be found in English prose, but it is too much 
like a beautiful picture painted upon gauze; it wants some¬ 
thing to support it: the other is without ornament, but it 
has all the solidity, the weight, the gravity of a judicial 
record. It seems to have been written with a certain con¬ 
straint upon himself, and to shew those who said he could 
not reason^ that his arguments might be stripped of their 
ornaments without losing any thing of their force. It is 
certainly, of all his works, that in which he has shewn 
most power of logical deduction, and the only one in which 
he has made any important use of facts. In general he 
certainly paid little attention to them : they were the play¬ 
things of his mind. He saw them as he pleased, not as 
they were; with tlie eye of the philosopher or the poet, 
regarding them only in their general principle, or as they 
might serve to decorate his subject. This is the natural 
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consequence of much imagination ; things that are probable 
are elevated into the rank of realities. To those who can 
reason on the essences of things, or who can invent accord¬ 
ing to nature, tlie experimental proof is of little value. This 
was the case with liurke. In the present instance, how¬ 
ever, he seems to have forced his mind into the service of 
facts; an{l he succeeded completely. His comparison be¬ 
tween our connection with France or Algiers, and his 
account of the conduct of the war, are as clear, as con¬ 
vincing, as forcible examples of this kind of reasoning, as 
are any where to be met with. Indeed I do not think there 
is any thing in I'ox (whose mind was purely historical) 
or in Chatham, (who attended to feelings more than facts) 
that will bear a comparison with them, 
t Burke has been compared to Ci^XO—1 do not know for 
I what reason. Their excellences are as different, and indeed 
i as opposite, as they well can be. BujkeJiad-noUthc-polished 
i clcg.atice, the glossy neatness, the artful regularity, the ex- 
' ciuisite modulation of Cicero: he had a-thousand times 
more richness and originality of mind, more strength and 
pomp of diction. 

It lias bccti well observed, that the ancients had no word 
that properly expresses what we mean by the word goiin^. 
Tliey perhaps had not the thing. Their minds appear to 
have been too exact, too retentive, too minute and subtle, 
too sensible to the external differences of things, too passive 
under their imi)ressions, to admit of those bold and rapid 
combinations, those lofty flights of fancy, which, glancing 
from heaven to earth, unite the most opposite extremes, 
and draw the happiest illustrations from things the most 
remote. Their ideas were kept too confined and distinct 
by the material form or vehicle in which they were con¬ 
veyed, to unite cordially together, or be melted down in 
the imagination. Their metaphors are taken from things 
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of the same class, not from things of different classes; the 
general analogy, not the individual feeling, directs them 
in their choice. Hence, as Dr. Johnson oljscrved, their 
similes are either repetitions of the same idea, or so obvious 
and general as not to lend any additional force to it; as 
when a huntress is compared to Diana, or a warrior rushing 
into battle to a lion rushing on his prey. Their forte was 
exquisite art and perfect imitation. Witness their statues 
and other things of the same kind. But they had not that 
high and enthusiastic fancy which some of our own writers 
have shewn. For the proof of this, let any one compare 
Alilton and Shakspeare with Homer and Sophocles, or 
Burke with Cicero. 

It may be asked whether Burke was a poet. He was so 
only in the general vividness of his fancy, and in richness 
of .invention. There may be poetical passages in his works, 
but I certainly think that his writings in general arc quite 
distinct from poetry; and that for the reason before given, 
namely, that the subject-matter of them is not poetical. 
The finest ^rt of them are illustrations or personifications 
of dry abstract ideas; * and the union between the idea 
and the illustration is not of that perfect and pleasing kind 
as to constitute poetry, or indeed to be admissible, but 
for the effect intended to be produced by it; that is, by 
every means in our power to give animation and attraction 
to subjects in themselves barren of ornament, but which 
at the same time are pregnant with the most important 
consequences, and in which the understanding and the pas¬ 
sions are equally interested. 

I have heard it remarked by a person, to whose opinion 
I would sooner submit than to a general council of critics, 
that the sou nd of Burke’s prose is not musical; that it 

* As in the comparison of the British Constitution to the proud 
keep of Windsor,” etc., the most splendid passage in his works. 
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wants cadence; and that instead of hein^; so lavi'^h of his 
imai-ery as is <;enerally supposed, he seemed to him to he 
rather parsimonious in the use of it, always expanding an I 
making the most of his ideas. 'I'liis may be true if we 
compare Iiim with some of iiur poets, or perhaps with some 
of our early prose writers, hut not if we compare him with 
any of our political writers or parliamentary speakers, 
d Iiere arc some very fine things of Lord Bolingbroke s on 
the same subjects, hut not equal to Burke’s. As for Junius, 
he is at the head of his class; hut that class is not the 
highest. He has been said to have more dignity than 
Burke. Yes—if the stalk of a giant is less dignified than 
the strut of a pctit-maitrc. I do not mean to speak dis¬ 
respectfully of Junius, hut gji^Aclcur is not the character 
of his compositioti; and if it is not to be found in Burke, 
it is to be found nowhere. 


V 


X 

MR. WORDSWORTH 

. Mr. Wordsworth’s genius is a pure emanation of the 
i Spirit of the Age. Had he lived in any other period of 
the world, he would never have been heard of. As it is, 
he has some difficulty to contend with the hebetude of his 
intellect, and the meanness of his subject. With him 
“lowliness is young ambition’s ladder:" but he finds it a 
toil to climb in this way the steep of Fame. His homely 
Muse can hardly raise her wing from the ground, nor spread 
her hidden glories to the sun. He has “ no figures nor no 
fantasies, which busy passion draws in the brains of men: " 
neither the gorgeous machinery of mythologic lore, nor the 
splendid colours of poetic diction. His style is vernacular:} 
he delivers household truths. He sees nothing loftier than | 
human hopes ; nothing deeper than the human heart. Thi > | 
he probes, this he tampers with, this he poises, with all its I 
incalculable weight of thought and feeling, in his hands, ! 
and at the same time calms the throbbing pulses of his 
own heart, by keeping his eye ever fixed on the face of' 
nature. If he can make the life-blood flow from the 
wounded breast, this is the living colouring with which he 
paints his verse: if he.can assuage the pain or close up the 
wound with the balm of solitary musing, or the healing 
power of plants and herbs and “ skyey influences," this is 
the sole triumph of his art. He takes the simplest elements 
of nature and of the human mind, the mere abstract con¬ 
ditions inseparable from our being, and tries to compound 
a new system of poetry from them; and has perhaps suc- 
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ccc.lc<l as wdl as any one conld. - Inn.uuii a me 

aUenum M'to t''c "f 1"^ 

nothing low oi- in.litTcrent of which tins can be affinnecl 
every thing that professes to he more than this that i 
not mi ahsolute essence of truth aiul feeling, he holds to be 

vitiated, false, and spurious. In a word. Ins 
founded on setting up an opposition (and pushing it o he 
utmost length) between the natural and the artificial, be¬ 
tween the spirit of humanity, and the spirit of fashion and 

of the world! _ ^ . f 

It is one of the innovations of the time. It partakes of, 

and is carried along with, the revolutionary movement o 

our age ; the political changes of the day were the model 

on which he formed and conducted his poetical expen- 

ments. His Muse (it cannot be denied, and without this 

cannot exiilain its character at all) is a levelling one. It 

proceeds on a principle of equality, and strives to reduce 

all things to the same standard. It is distinguished hy a 

proiul humility. It relics upon its own resources, and dis- 

Lins external show and relief. It takes the commones 

events and ohjects. as a test to prove that nature is always 

interesting from its inherent truth and heauty, without any 

of the ornaments of dress or pomp of circumstances to set 

it ofT. Hence the unacconntable mixture of seeming si 

plicity and real abstrusencss in the Lyrical Hallac s. mo s 

have laughed at. wise men scarcely understand them. 

takes a suhjeet or a story merely as pegs or loops to han^, 

thought and feeling on ; the nici<lents are trilling. 1 

nortion to his contempt for imposing apiiearanccs; the ic^ 

flections are profound, according to the gravity and aspnin„ 

pretensions of his miml. \ r»f ill 

His popular, inartificial style gets nd (a a 
the trarpin-s of verse, of all the high places of poetry, 
the dotid-capt towers, the solemn temples, the gorgeous 
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palaces/’ are swept to the ground, and “ like the baseless 
fabric of a vision, leave not a wreck behind." All the 
traditions of learning, all the superstitions of age, are 
obliterated and effaced. We begin de novo, on a tabula 
rasa of poetry. The purple pall, the nodding plume of 
tragedy, are exploded as mere pantomime and trick, to 
return to the simplicity of truth and nature. Kings, queens, 
priests, nobles, the altar and the throne, the distinctions 
of rank, birth, wealth, power, “ the judge’s robe, the mar¬ 
shal’s truncheon, the ceremony that to great ones ’longs,” 
are not to be found here. The author tramples on the 
pride of art with greater pride. The Ode and Epode, the 
Strophe and the Antistrophe, he laughs to scorn. The 
harp of Homer, the trump of Pindar and of Alcaeus are still. 
The decencies of costume, the decorations of vanity are 
stripped off without mercy as barbarous, idle, and Gothic. 
The jewels in the crisped hair, the diadem on the polished 
brow are thought meretricious, theatrical, vulgar; and 
nothing contents his fastidious taste beyond a simple gar¬ 
land of flowers. Neither does he avail himself of the advan¬ 
tages which nature or accident holds out to him. He 
chooses to have his subject a foil to his invention, to owe 
nothing but to himself. He gathers manna in the wilder¬ 
ness, he strikes the barren rock for the gushing moisture. 
He elevates the mean by the strength of his own aspira¬ 
tions ; he clothes the naked with beauty and grandeur from 
the stores of his own recollections. No cypress grove loads 
his verse with funeral pomp: but his imagination lends “a 
sense of joy 

“To the bare trees and mountains bare, 

And grass in the green field.” 

No storm, no shipwreck startles us by its horrors: but the 
rainbow lifts its head in the cloud, and the breeze sighs 
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through tlK- will.crc.l fern. Ku sail vicEsitiulc i.f fate n . 
..vcrwlKliniiiK catastrupl.c in nature iteforin^ ln> l«gc. 111 
the (lewilrop glitters on the hen.hng nouer, the tear collect, 

in the glistening eye. 

Beneath tlic hills, along the flowery vales, 

The venerations arc prepared; the pangs. 

The fnternal pangs are ready; the dread strife 
Of poor humanity’s afflicted wdl, 

Struggling in vain with ruthless destiny. 

As the lark ascentls front its low heel on fluttering wing, 
anil salutes the morning skies; so Mr. Wordsworth s un- 
preten.liug Muse, in russet guise, scales the sunimtts o 
reflection, while it makes the rouml earth its footstool, anti 

'^"I'osTiblv a good deal of this may be regarded as the effect 
of tlisappointed views and an inverted ambition 1 revented 
by native pride and indolence from climbing the ascent of 
learning or greatness, taught by political opinions to say 
to the vain pomp anti glory of the world. “ I bate ye. see ^ 
in<T the path of classical and artificial poetry blocked up 
bv^he cumbrous ornaments of style and turgid common- 
Aucs. so that nothing more could be achieved m tha 
direction but by the most ridiculous bombast or the tame 
servility; he has turned back partly from the bias of his 
mind, partly perhaps from a judicious ixrlicy—has struc' 
into the scquesterctl vale of bumble life, soug it ou i 
Muse among sheep-cotes anti hamlets and the peasant s 
mountain-haunts, has discardetl all the tinsel pagean ry 
verse. and endeavoured (not in vain) to aggrand.se the 
trivial and atltl tlie charm of novelty to the familiar, 
cne has shown the same imaginatit.n m raising trifles into 
importance; no one has tlisplaye.l the same pathos in reat- 
ing of the simplest feelings of the heart. Reservet . y 
haughty, having no unruly or violent passions, (or those 
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passions having been early suppressed,) Mr. Wordsworth 
has passed his life in solitary musing, or in daily converse 
with the face of nature. He exemplifies in an eminent 
degree the power of association; for his poetry has no 
other source or character. He has dwelt among pastoral 
scenes, till each object has become connected with a thou¬ 
sand feelings, a link in the chain of thought, a fibre of his 
own heart. Every one is by habit and familiarity strongly 
attached to the place of his birth, or to objects that recall 
the most pleasing and eventful circumstances of his life. 
But to the author of the Lyrical Ballads, nature is a kind 
of home; and he may be said to take a personal interest {\\ 
the universe. I There is no image so insignificant that it 
has not in some mood or other found the way into his 
heart: no sound that does not awaken the memory of 
other years— 

“ To him the meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.” 

The daisy looks up to him with sparkling eye as an old 
acquaintance: the cuckoo haunts him with sounds of early 
youth not to be expressed: a linnet’s nest startles him with 
boyish delight: an old withered thorn is weighed down 
with a heap of recollections: a grey cloak, seen on some 
wild moor, torn by the wind, or drenched in the rain, 
afterwards becomes an object of imagination to him: even 
the lichens on the rock have a life and being in his thoughts. 
He has described all these objects in a way and with an 
intensity of feeling that no one else had done before him. 
and has given a new view or aspect of nature. He is in 
this sense the most original poet now living, and the one 
whose writings could the least be spared; for they have no 
substitute elsewhere. The vulgar do not read them, the 
learned, who see all things through books, do not under- 
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them- but the author has created himself au interest 1 
the heart of the retired and lonely student of nature nnIiicIi 
can never die. Persons of this class will stil continue to 

feel what he has felt: he has expressed what they 
vain wish’to express, except with glisteninR eye and faultcr- 
L tongue! There is a lofty philosophic tone^a thoughtful 
Inimanity. infused into his pastor.al vein. Remote rmu 
the passions and events of the great world, he has con 
nninicated interest and dignity to the primal «’°vernents 
of the heart of man, ami ingrafted his own conscious eflec- 
tions on the casual thoughts of hinds and 
Nursed amiilst the grandeur of mountain scenery he has 
stooped to have a nearer view of the daisy undei his feet, 
or plucked a branch of white-thorn from the spray; hut in 

describing it. his mind seems imbued with I'-J' =!'; 

.solemnity of the objects around him—the tall roc.^ hit. 
its head in the erectness of his spirit; the cataract roars m 

the sound of his verse ; ami in its ilim V'Tvn 

ing. the mists seem to gather in the hollows of IRWelly . 

and the forked Skiddaw hovers in the distance, rherc 
little mention of mountainous scenery m Mr. W ordsworth s | 
poetry ; hut by internal evidence one might he almost sure \ 
that it is written in a mountainous country, from its bare¬ 
ness, its simplicity, its loftiness, and its depth! 

, Mis later philosophic productions have a somewhat lit- 

ferent character. They are a departure from, a 

of his first principles. They are classical am 

are polished in style, without being gaudy; " 

subject, without afifectation. They seem to have been com- 

,„sLl ..... i.. » co„as.- „. .■■.■......cx, 

inspired groves and stalely recollections of Cole-Orton 
wi might allude in particular, for examples of what we 
mean to the lines on a Picture by Claude Lorraine, and to 
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the exquisite poem, entitled Laodamia. The last of these 
breathes the pure spirit of the finest fragments of antiquity 
—the sweetness, the gravity, the strength, the beauty and 
the languor of death— 

“ Calm contemplation and majestic pains.” 

Its glossy brilliancy arises from the perfection of the finish¬ 
ing, like that of careful sculpture, not from gaudy colour¬ 
ing—the texture of the thoughts has the smoothness and 
solidity of marble. It is a poem that might be read aloud 
in Elysium, and the spirits of departed heroes and sages 
would gather round to listen to it! Mr. Wordsworth’s 
philosophic poetry, with a less glowing aspect and less 
tumtiJt in the veins than Lord Byron’s on similar occasions, 
bends a calmer and keener eye on mortality; the impression, 
if less vivid, is more pleasing and permanent; and we 
confess it (perhaps it is a want of taste and proper feeling) 
that there are lines and poems of our author’s, that we 
think of ten times for once that we recur to any of Lord 
Byron’s. Or if there are any of the latter’s writings, that 
we can dwell upon in the same way, that is. as lasting 
and heart-felt sentiments, it is when, laying aside his usual 
pomp and pretension, he descends with Mr. Wordsworth 
to the common ground of a disinterested humanity. It 
may be considered as characteristic of our poet’s writings, 
that they either make no impression on the mind at all, seem 
mere nonsense-verses, or that they leave a mark behind 
them that never wears out. They either 

‘‘Fall blunted from the indurated breast”— 

without any perceptible result, or they absorb it like a 
passion. To one class of readers he appears sublime, to 
another (and we fear the largest) ridiculous. .He has 
probably realised Milton’s wish,—‘‘ and fit audience found, 
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though few:” but wc suspect he is not reconciled to the 
alternative. There are delightful passages in the Excur¬ 
sion, both of natural descrii>tion and of inspircil reilcctio.i 
(passages of the latter kind that in the sound of the 
thoughts and of the swelling language resemble heavenly 
symphonies, mournful requiems over the grave of human 
hopes) ; but wc must add, in justice and in sincerity, t!iat 
we think it impossible that this work should ever become 
popular, even in the same degree as the Lyrical Ballads. It 
affects a system without having any intelligible clue to one: 
and instead of unfolding a principle in various and striking 
lights, repeats the same conclusions till they become flat 
and insipid. Mr. Wordsworth’s mind is obtuse, except as 
it is the organ and the receptacle of accumulated feelings: 
it is not analytic, but synthetic ; it is retlccting, rather than 
theoretical. The Excursion, we believe, fell still-born 
from the press. There was something abortive, and clumsy, 
and ill-judged in the attempt. It was long and laboured. 
The ])ersonages. for the most part, were low, the fare 
rustic: the plan raised expectations which were not ful¬ 
filled, and the effect was like being ushered into a stately 
hall and invited to sit down to a splendid banquet in the 
company of clowns, and with nothing but successive courses 
of apple-dumplings served up. It was not even toujours 
perdrix! 

Mr. Wordsworth, in his person, is above the middle size, 
with marked features, and an air somewhat stately and 
Quixotic. He reminds one of some of Holbein’s heads, 
grave, .saturnine, with a slight indication of sly humour, 
ke|)t under, by the manners of the age or by the pretensions 
of the person. He has a peculiar sweetness in his smile, and 
great depth and manliness and a rugged harmony, in the 
tones of his voice. His manner of reading his own poetry 
is particularly imposing; and in his favourite passages his 
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eye beams with preternatural lustre, and the meaning la¬ 
bours slowly up from his swelling breast. No one who has 
seen him at these moments could go away with an i npres- 
sion that he was a “ man of no mark or likelihood.” Per¬ 
haps the comment of his face and voice is necessary to 
convey a full idea of his poetry, blis language may not 
be intelligible, but his manner is not to be mistaken. It is 
clear that he is either mad or inspired. In company, even 
in a fete-a-tete, Mr. Wordsworth is often silent, indolent, 
and reserved. If he is become verbose and oracular of 
late years, he was not so in his better days. He threw out 
a bold or an indifferent remark without either effort or 
pretension, and relapsed into musing again. He shone most 
(because he seemed most roused and animated) in reciting 
his own poetry, or in talking about it. He sometimes gave 
striking views of his feelings and trains of association in 
composing certain passages; or if one did not always under¬ 
stand his distinctions, still there was no want of interest— 
there was a latent meaning worth inquiring into, like a 
vein of ore that one cannot exactly hit upon at the moment, 
but of which there are sure indications. His standard of 
poetry is high and severe, almost to exclusiveness. He 
admits of nothing below, scarcely of any thing above him¬ 
self. It is fine to hear him talk of the way in which certain 
subjects should have been treated by eminent poets, accord¬ 
ing to his notions of the art. Thus he finds fault with 
Dryden's description of Bacchus in the Alexander s Feast, 
as if he were a mere good-looking youth, or boon com¬ 
panion— 

“ Flushed with a purple grace, 

He shows his honest face ”— 

instead of representing the God returning from the con¬ 
quest of India, crowned with vine-leaves, and drawn by 
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panthers, and followed by troops of satyrs, of wild men 
anti animals that he had tamed. You would think, in hear¬ 
ing him speak on this subject, that you saw Titian’s picture 
of the meeting of Bacchus and Ariadne —so classic were his 
conceptions, so glowing his style. Milton is his great idol, 
and he sometimes dares to compare himself with him. His 
Sonnets, indeed, have something of the same high-raised 
tone and prophetic spirit. Chaucer is another prime fa¬ 
vourite of his, and he has been at the pains to modernize 
some of the Canterbury Tales. Those persons who look 
upon Mr. Wordsworth as a merely puerile writer, must be 
rather at a loss to account for his strong predilection for 
such geniuses as Dante and Michael Angelo. We do not 
think our author has any very cordial sympathy with 
Shakspeare. How should he? Shakspeare was the least 
of an egotist of anybody in the world. He does not much 
relish the variety and scope of dramatic composition. He 
hates those interlocutions between Lucius and Caius.” Yet 
Mr. Wordsworth himself wrote a tragedy when he was 
young; and we have heard the following energetic lines 
quoted from it, as put into the mouth of a person smit 
with remorse for some rash crime: 

“ Action is momentary, 

The motion of a muscle this way or that; 

Suffering is long, obscure, and infinite!” 

Perhaps for want of light and shade, and the unshackled 
sijirit of the drama, this performance was never brought 
forward. Our critic has a great dislike to Gray, and a 
fondness for Thomson and Collins. It is mortifying to 
hear him speak of Pope and Dryden, whom, because they 
have been supposed to have all the possible excellences of 
poetry, he will allow to have none. Nothing, however, can 
be fairer, or more amusing, than the way in which he some- 
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times exposes the unmeaning verbiage of modern poetry. 
Thus, in the beginning of Dr. Johnson’s Vanity of Hitman 
Wishes — 


“ Let observation with extensive view 
Survey mankind from China to Peru ”— 

he says there is a total want of imagination accompanying 
the words, the same idea is repeated three times under the 
disguise of a different phraseology: it comes to tliis—“let 
observation, with extensive observation, observe mankind;” 
or take away the first line, and the second, 

“ Survey mankind from China to Peru,” 

literally conveys the whole. Mr. Wordsworth is, we must 
say, a perfect Drawcansir as to prose writers. He com¬ 
plains of the dry reasoners and matter-of-fact people for 
their want of passion; and he is jealous of the rhetorical 
declaimers and rhapsodists as trenching on the province of 
poetry. He condemns all French writers (as well of poetry 
as prose) in the lump. His list in this way is indeed small. 
He approves of Walton’s Angler, Paley, and some other 
writers of an inoffensive modesty of pretension. He also 
likes books of voyages and travels, and Robinson Crusoe. 
In art, he greatly esteems Bewick’s woodcuts, and Water¬ 
loo’s sylvan etchings. But he sometimes takes a higher 
tone, and gives his mind fair play. We have known him 
enlarge with a noble intelligence and enthusiasm on Nicolas 
Poussin’s fine landscape-compositions, pointing out the 
unity of design that pervades them, the superintending 
mind, the imaginative principle that brings all to bear on 
the same end; and declaring he would not give a rush for 
any landscape that did not express the time of day, the 
climate, the period of the world it was meant to illustrate, 
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or liad not tliis character of wholeness in it. Ills eve also 
(Iocs justice to Rembrandt's fine and masterly effeets. In 
the way in which that artist works somethinj:^ out of notli- 
ing, and transforms the stump of a tree, a common fijj^ure 
into an ideal object, ])y the j^or^eous lij^ht and shade thrown 
upon it, lie ])erccivcs an analojxy to liis own mode of invest- 
inj; the minute details of nature with an atmos]>licre of 
sentiment; and in pronouncings Reml)randl to he a man of 
genius, feels that he strengtliens his own claim to the title, 
it has been said o( Mr. Wordsworth, that “he hates con- 
chology, that he hates the \'cnus of Mcdicis.” But these, 
we hope, arc mere epigrams and jeux-d'esprit, as far from 
truth as they arc free from malice ; a sort of running satire 
or critical clenches— 

“ Where one for sense and one for rhyme 
Is quite sufticient at one time.” 

We think, however, that if Mr. Wordsworth had been a 
more liberal and candid critic, he would have been a more 
sterling writer. !f a greater number of sources of pleasure 
had been open to him, he would have c(')mmunicated pleasure 
to the world more frequently. Had he been less fastidious 
in |ironouncing sentence on the works of others, his own 
would have been received more favourably, and treated 
more leniently. The current of his feelings is deep, but 
narrow: tlie range of his understanding is lofty and asjiir- 
ing rather than discursive. The force, the originality, the 
absolute truth and identity with which he feels some things, 
makes him indifferent to so many others. The simplicity 
and enthusiasm of his feelings, with respect to nature, ren¬ 
ders him bigotted and intolerant in his judgments of men 
and things. But it happens to him, as to others, that his 
strength lies in his weakness; and j^erhaps we have no 
right to complain. We might get rid of the cynic and 
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the c^^otist, aiul find in his stead a coninioa-placc man. We 
should "take tlie f:^ood the Gods provide us:" a fine and 
original vein of poetry is not one of their most contcmi)tibL* 
gifts, and the rest is scarcely worth thinking of, except as 
it may be a mortification to those who expect perfection 
from human nature; or wlio have been idle enough at some 
period of their lives, to deify men of genius as possessing 
claims above it. Hut this is a chord that jars, and we 
shall not dwell upon it. 

Lord Byron we have called, according to the old proverb, 
"the spoiled child of fortune:" Mr. Wordsworth might 
plead, in mitigation of some peculiarities, that he is " the 
spoiled child of disappointment." We arc convinced, if he 
had been early a popular poet, he would have borne his 
honours meekly, and would have been a person of great 
boiihomiJiie and frankness of disposition. But the sense of 
injustice and of undeserved ridicule sours the temper and 
narrows the views. To have produced works of genius, and 
to find them neglected or treated with scorn is one of the 
heaviest trials of human patience. We exaggerate our own 
merits when they are denied by others, and are apt to 
grudge and cavil at every particle of praise bestowed on 
those to whom we feel a conscious superiority. In mere 
self-defence we turn against the world, when it turns against 
us; brood over the undeserved slights we receive; and thus 
the genial current of the soul is stopped, or vents itself 
in effusions of petulance and self-conceit. Mr. Words¬ 
worth has thought too much of contemporary critics and 
criticism ; and less than he ought of the award of posterity, 
and of the opinion, we do not say of private friends, but 
of those who were made so by their admiration of his 
genius. He di<l not court popularity by a conformity to 
established models, and he ought not to have been surprised 
that his originality was not understood as a matter of 
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course. He has too outch on the bridle; and has 

often thrown out crusts lo the critics, in mere <lcfiance or 
as a point of lioiiour wlien he was challenged, which other¬ 
wise Ins own good sense would have withheld. \Vc suspect 
that Mr. Wordsworth's feelings are a little morbid in this 
respect, or that he resents censure more than he is gratified 
by praise. Otherwise, the tide has turned much in l.is 
favour of late years—he has a large body of determined 
partisans—and is at present sufficiently in request with the 
I)ublic to save or relieve him from the last necessity to 
which a man of genius can be reduced — that of becoming 
the Ciod of his own idolatry! 



MR. COLERIDGE 


The present is an age of talkers, and not of doers; and 
the reason is, that tlie world is growing old. ^^'e are so 
far advanced in the Arts and Sciences, that we live in 
retrospect, and doat on past achievements. The accumula¬ 
tion of knowledge has been so great, that we are lost in 
wonder at the height it has reached, instead of attempting 
to climb or add to it; while the variety of objects distracts 
and dazzles the looker-on. What niche remains unoccu¬ 
pied? What path untried? What is the use of doing 
anything, unless we could do better than all those who 
have gone before us? What hope is there of this? We 
are like those who have been to see some noble monument 
of art, who are content to admire without thinking of 
rivalling it; or like guests after a feast, who praise the 
hospitality of the donor “ and thank the bounteous Pan ” 
—perhaps carrying away some trifling fragments ; or like 
the spectators of a mighty battle, who still hear i'.s sound 
afar off, and the clashing of armour and the neighing of 
the war-horse and the shout of victory is in their ears, like 
the rushing of innumerable waters! 

M_r._ Coleridge has “a mind reflecting ages past:” his 
voice is like the echo of the congregated roar of the ” dark 
rearward and abyss ” of thought. He who has seen a 
mouldering tower by the side of a chrystal lake, hid by 
the mist, but glittering in the wave below, may conceive the 
dim, gleaming, uncertain intelligence of his eye: he who 
has marked the evening clouds uprolled (a world of 
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xapoiirs), has seen the ]>icturc of his inin<l. uncartlily, 
unsubstantial, with gorp^cous tints and ever-varying forms — 

“That which was now a horse, even with a thought 
The rack dislimns, and makes it indistinct 
As water is in water.” 

/ Our author’s mind is (as he himself might express it) 

■ tau^cntial. There is no suhjeet on which he has not 

touched, none on which he has rested. With an under- 

= standing fertile, subtle, ex|)ansivc, “ fiuick, forgetivc, ap- 

i prehensivc," beyond all living precedent, few traces of it 

i will perhaps remain. lie lends himself to all impressions 

alike; he gives up his mind and liberty of thought to none. 

lie is a general lover of art and science, and wedded to 

no-onc ill. particular. He pursues knowledge as a mistress, 

with outstretched hands and winged s|>eed; hut as he is 

about to embrace her, his na])hne turns—alas! not to a 

laurel! Hardly a speculation has been left on record fn in 

the earliest time, hut it is loosely folded up in Mr. 

Coleridge’s memory, like a rich, but somewhat tattere 1 

piece of tapestry: we might add (with more seeming than 

real extravagance), that scarce a thought can pass through 

the mind of man, but its sound has at some time or other 

passed over his head with rustling pinions. On whatever 

(piestion or author you speak, he is prepared to take up 

the theme with advantage—from Peter .Abelard down to 

Thomas Moore, from the subtlest nieta]divsics to the 

politics of the Courier. There is no man of genius, in 

whose praise he descants, but the critic seems to stand 

above the author, and “ what in him is weak, to strengthen, 

what is low. to raise and support:” nor is there any 

work of genius that does not come out of bis hands 

like an illuminated Missal, sparkling even in its defects. 

j If Mr. Coleridge had not been the _ impressive 

1 
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t§lk?r of liis,.agc, he would probably have been the finest 
writer ; but he lays down his pen to make sure of an auditor, 
and mortgages the admiration of posterity for the stare of 
an idler. If he had not been a poet, he would have been 
a powerful logician; if he had not dipped his wing in the 
Unitarian controversy, he might have soared to tlie very 
summit of fanc}'. But in writing verse, he is trying to 
subject the Muse to transcendental theories: in his abstract 
reasoning, he misses his way by strewing it with flowers. 
All that he has done of moment, he had done twenty years 
ago: since then, he may be said to have lived on the sound 
of his own voice. Mr. Coleridge is too .rich in intellectual 
wealth, to need to task himself to any drudgery: he has 
only to draw the sliders of his imagination, and a tliousand 
subjects expand before him, startling him with their bril¬ 
liancy, or losing themselves in endless obscurity— 

“And by the force of blear illusion, 

They draw him on to his confusion.” 

What is the little he could add to the stock, compared with 
the countless stores that lie about him, that he should 
stoop to pick up a name, or to polish an idle fancy? He 
walks abroad in the majesty of an universal understanding, 
eyeing the “ rich strond,” or golden sky above him, and 
goes sounding on his way,” in eloquent accents, uncom¬ 
pelled and free! 

Persons of the greatest capacity are often thoi^e, who 
for this reason do the least; for surveying themselves from 
the highest point of view, amidst the infinite variety of the 
universe, their own share in it seems trifling, and scarce 
worth a thought, and they prefer the contemplation of rll 
that is, or has been, or can be, to the making a coil about 
doing what, when done, is no better than vanity. It is 
hard to concentrate all our attention and efforts on one 
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puiMiit, except from ignorance of others; and without this 
concentration of our faculties, no great progress can be 
made in any one tiling. It is not merely that the mind is 
not capable of the efifort; it does not think the effort worth 
making. Action is one; but thought is manifold. He 
wliose restless eye glances through the wide compass of 
nature and art, will not consent to have “ his own nothings 
monstered ; ” but he must do this, before b.c can give Ids 
wliole soul to them. The mind, after " letting contempla¬ 
tion have its fill." or 

“ Sailing with supreme dominion. 

Through the azure deep of air," 

sinks down on the ground, breathless, exhausted, power¬ 
less, inactive; or if it must have some vent to its feelings, 
seeks the most easy and obvious; is soothed by friendly 
flattery, lidled by the murmur of immediate applause, 
thinks as it were aloud, and babbles in its dreams! A 
scholar (so to speak) is a more disinterested and abstracted 
character than a mere author. 'I'he first looks at the num¬ 
berless volumes of a library, and says, “ All these are 
mine:’’ the other |ioints to a single volume (perhaps it 
may be an immortal one) and says, My name is written 
on the back of it." This is a inmy and groveling ambition, 
beneath the lofty amiditudc of Mr. Coleridge’s miml. No, 
he revolves in his wayward soul, or utters to the passing 
wind, or <liscourscs to his own shadow, things mightier 
and more various!—Let us draw the curtain, and unlock 

the shrine. 

Learning rocked him injiis cradle, and while yet a child. 


|He lisped in numbers, for the numbers came." 

At sixteen he wrote his Ode on Chatterton, and he still 
reverts to that period with delight, not so much as it relates 
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to himself (for that string of his own early promise of 
fame rather jars than otherwise) but as exemplifying the 
youth of a poet. A^r. Coleridge talks of himself, without j 
being an egotist, for in him tjie individual is always merged ^ 
in the abstract and general. He distinguished himself at 
school and at the University by his knowledge of the 
classics, and gained several prizes for Greek epigrams. 
How many men are there (great scholars, celebrated names 
in literature) who having done the same thing in their 
youth, have no other idea all the rest of their lives but of 
this achievement, of a fellowship and dinner, and who, 
installed in academic honours, would look down on our 
author as a mere strolling bard! At Christ’s Hospital, 
where he was brought up, he was the idol of those among 
his schoolfellows, who mingled with their bookish studies 
the music of thought and of humanity; and lie was usually 
attended round the cloisters by a group of these (inspiring 
and inspired) whose hearts, even then, burnt within them 
as he talked, and where the sounds yet linger to mock Elia 
on his way, still turning pensive to the past! One of the 
finest and rarest parts of Mr. Coleridge’s conversation, is 
when he expatiates on the Greek tragedians (not that he 
is not well acquainted, when he pleases, with the epic poets, 
or the philosophers, or orators, or historians of antiquity) 
—on the subtle reasonings and melting pathos of Euripides, 
on the harmonious gracefulness of Sophocles, tuning his 
love-laboured song, like sweetest warblings from a sacred 
grove; on the high-wrought, trumpet-tongued eloquence of 
^schylus, whose Prometheus, above all, is like an Ode to 
Fate, and a pleading with Providence, his thoughts being 
let loose as his body is chained on his solitary rock, and his 
afflicted will (the emblem of mortality) 

“ Struggling in vain with ruthless destiny. 
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As tlic iin]>assionc(l critic speaks aiul rises in his theme, 
you would think you heard the voice of the Man hated by 
the (iods, contendinpf with the wild winds as they roar, 
and his eye "litters with the spirit of Antiquity! 

Next, he was en^aj^ed with Hartley's tribes of mind, 

“ etherial braid, thou"ht-woven,"—and he busied himself 
for a year or two with vibrations and vibratiuncles, and 
the great law of association that biinls all things in its 
mystic chain, and the doctrine of Necessity (the mild 
teacher of Charity) and the Millennium, anticipative of a 
life to come—and he plunged deep into the controversy on 
Matter and Spirit, and. as an escaiie from Dr. Priestley’s 
Materialism, where he felt himself imprisoned by the 
logician’s siiell, like Ariel in the cloven pine-tree, he became 
suddenly enamoured of Bishop Berkeley's fairy-world,* and 
used in all companies to build the universe, like a brave 
poetical fiction, of fine words—and he was deep-read in 
Malebranchc, and in Cudworth's Intellectual System (a 
huge pile of learning, unwieldy, enormous) and in Lord 
Brook’s hieroglyphic theories, and in Bishop Butler’s Ser¬ 
mons, and in the Duchess of Newcastle’s fantastic folios, 
and in Clarke and South and Tillotson, and all the fine 
thinkers and masculine rcasoners of that age—and Leib¬ 
nitz’s Prc-cstablishcd Ilannony reared its arch above his 
hea<l. like the rainbow in the cloud, covenanting with the 
hopes of man—aiul then he fell plump, ten thousantl fathoms 


* Mr. Coleridge named his oldest son (the writer of some hcantiful 
sonnets) after Hartley, and the second after norkeley. The third 
was called Derwent, after the river of that name. Nothing can he 
more cliaracteristic of his mind than this circvimstance. All his 
ideas indeed are like a river, tlowing on for ever, and still murmur¬ 
ing as it flows, discharging its waters and still replenished— 


•• And so by many winding nooks it strays, 
W'ith willing sport to the wild ocean!” 
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down (but bis wings saved him harmless) into the /lorn/s 
siccits of Dissent, where he pared religion down to the 
standard of reason, and stripped faith of mystery, an 1 
preached Christ crucified and the Unity of the Godhead, 
and so dwelt for a while in the spirit of Jolin Huss and 
Jerome of Prague and Socinus and old John Zisca, and ran 
through Neal's History of the Puritans, and Calaniy's Non- 
Conformists’ Memorial, having like thoughts and passions 
with them—but then Spinoza became his God, and he took 
up the vast chain of being in his hand, and the round world 
became the centre and the soul of all things in some shad¬ 
owy sense, forlorn of meaning, and around him he beheld 
the living traces and the sky-pointing proportions of the 
mighty Pan—but poetry redeemed him from this spectral 
philosophy, and he bathed his heart in beauty, and gazed at 
the golden light of heaven, and drank of the spirit of the 
universe, and wandered at eve by fairy-stream or fountain, 

-“ When he saw nought but beauty. 

When he heard the voice of that Almighty One 

In every breeze that blew, or wave that murmured ”— 

and wedded with truth in Plato's shade, and in the writings 
of Proclus and Plotinus saw the ideas of things in the 
eternal mind, and unfolded all mysteries with the School¬ 
men and fathomed the depths of Duns Scotus and Thomas 
Aquinas, and entered the third heaven with Jacob Behmen, 
and walked hand in hand with Swedenborg through the 
pavilions of the New Jerusalem, and sung his faith in the 
promise and in the word in his Religions Miisings —and 
lowering himself from that dizzy height, poised himself on 
Milton’s wings, and spread out his thoughts in charity with 
the glad prose of Jeremy Taylor, and wept over Bowles’s 
Sonnets, and studied Cowper’s blank verse, and betook him- 
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self to Thomson's Castle of Indolence, and sported with 
the wits of C harles the Second's days and of Qiicen Anne, 
and relished Swift's style and that of the John lUill fAr- 
buthnot’s we mean, not Mr. Croker'-S). and dallied with the 
liriti''h I'Ssayists and Xt>velists, and knew all qualities of 
more modern writers witli a learned s]>irit, Johnson, and 
(ioldsinith, and Junius, and lUirke, and (lodwin. and the 
Sorrows of W'erter, and Jean JacMpies Rousseau, and \ ol- 
taire. and Marivaux, and (.'rehillon, and thousands more — 
now “ laughed with Rabelais in his easy chair " or pointed 
to Hogarth, or afterwards dwelt on Claude’s classic scenes, 
or s]K>ke with rapture of Raphael, and compared the women 
at Rome to figures that had walked out his pictures, or 
visited the ()ratory of Pisa, and described the works of 
(iiotto and (ihirlandaio and Massacci'\ atul gave the moral 
of the picture of the 'rriumi>h of Death, where the beggars 
and the wretche<l invoke his dreadful dart, but the rich 
and mighty of the earth ((uail and shrink before it; and in 
that land of siren sights and sounds, saw a dance of peasant 
girls, and was charmed with lutes and gondolas,—or wan¬ 
dered into Germany and lost himself in the labyrinths of the 
Hartz l*'orcst and of the Kantean philosoi>hy. and amongst 
the cabalistic names of b'ichte and Schelling and Lessing, 
and God knows who —this was long after, but all the former 
while he had nerved his heart and filled his eyes with tears, 
as he hailed the rising orb of liberty, since quenched in 
darkness and in blood, and had kintllcd bis afTections at the 


blaze of the French Revolution, and sang for joy when the 
towers of the Uastile and the proud places of the insolent 
and the oppressor fell, and wouhl have floated his bark, 
freighted with fondest fancies, across the Atlantic wave 
with Southey and others to seek for iicace and freedom— 


“In Philarmonia's undivided dale!” 
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Alas! “J£rajlty, thy name is Genius! ”—What is become of 
all this mighty heap of hope, of thought, of learning, and 
humanity? It has ended in swallowing doses of oblivion 
and in writing paragraphs in the Courier .—Such and so 
little is the mind of man ! 

It was not to be supposed that Mr. Coleridge could keep 
on at the rate he set off; he could not realize all he knew 
or thought, and less could not fix his desultory ambition; 
other stimulants supplied the place, and kept up the intox¬ 
icating dream, the fever and the madness of his early im¬ 
pressions. Liberty (the philosopher’s and the i)oet's bride) 
had fallen a victim, meanwhile, to the murderous practice 
of the hag, Legitimacy. Proscribed by court-hirelings, too 
romantic for the herd of vulgar politicians, our enthusiast 
stood at bay, and at last turned on the pivot of a subtle 
casuistry to the unclean side: but his discursive reason 
would not let him trammel himself into a poet-laureate or 
stamp-distributor, and he stopped, ere he had quite passed 
that well-known “ bourne from whence no traveller returns” 
—and so has sunk into torpid, uneasy repose, tantalized by 
useless resources, haunted by vain imaginings, his lips idly 
moving, but his heart for ever still, or, as the shattered 
chords vibrate of themselves, making melancholy music to 
the ear of memory! Such is the fate of genius in an age, 
when in the unequal contest with sovereign wrong, every 
man is ground to powder who is not either a born slave, 
or who does not willingly and at once offer up the yearn¬ 
ings of humanity and the dictates of reason as a welcome 
sacrifice to besotted prejudice and loathsome power. 

Of all Mr, Coleridge’s productions, the Ancient Mariner 
is the only one that we could with confidence put into 
any person’s hands, on whom we wished to impress a fa¬ 
vourable idea of his extraordinary powers. Let whatever 
other objections be made to it, it is unquestionably a^W-ork 
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oX^.geHuis—oL.jkvilti, HJegular, overwhelming imagination, 
and has that rich, varied movement in the verse, which 
givera distant idea of the lofty or changeful tones of Mr. 
Coleridge's voice. In ..tliC^.C there-is one splcn- 

<lid_ 4 iaJ^sage on divided friendship. The 7 ninslation of 
Schiller's IVallcnstehi is also a masterly production in its 
kind, faithful and spirited. Among his smaller pieces there 
are occasional bursts of pathos and fancy, equal to what 
we might expect from him ; but these form the exceptio.i, 
and not the rule. Such, for instance, is his affecting Sonnet 
to the author of the Robbers. 

“ Schiller! that hour I would have wish'd to die, 

If througli the shiuld'ring midnight 1 had sent 
I'rom the <lark dungeon of the tower time-rent, 

That fearful voice, a famish'd father's cry— 

That in no after-moment aught less vast 

Might stamp me mortal! A triumphant shout 
black horror scream’d, and all her goblin rout 
Trom the more with’ring scene diminish’d pass’d. 

Ah I Har<I tremendous in sublimity! 

Could I behold thee in thy loftier mood. 

Wand’ring at eve. with finely frenzied eye. 

Beneath some vast old tempest-swinging wood! 

Awhile, with mute awe gazing, I would brood, 

Then weep aloud in a wild ecstasy.” 


Ilis Tragedy, entitled Remorse, is full of beautiful and 
striking passages, but it does not place the author in the 
first rank of dramatic writers. But if Mr. Coleridge s works 
do not place him in that rank, they injure instead of con¬ 
veying a just idea of the man, for he hi nyscLf certainly 

in the first class of general intellect. 

V If our author's poetry is inferior to his conversation, hi> 
*])rose is utterly abortive. Hardly a gleam is to be found 
in it of the brilliancy and richness of those stores of thought 
and language that he pours out incessantly, when they arc 
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lost like drops of water in the ground. The principal work, 
in which he has attempted to embody his general view of 
things, is the Friend, of which, though it contains some 
noble passages and fine trains of thought, prolixity and 
obscurity ‘are the most frequent characteristics. 


L 


XII 

MR. SOUTHEY 

PiiUiiAPS the most plcasiii" and strikiti^ of all Mr. 
Southey’s poems are not his triumphant taunts hurled 
against oi)prcssion, arc not his glowing ciYusit)ns to Liberty, 
but tliose in which, witli a mild melancholy, he seems con¬ 
scious of his own intinnities of temper, and to feel a wish 
to correct by thouglU and time the precocity and sharpness 
of liis disijosition. May the (piaint hut atTccting aspiration 
exjjressed in one of these be fulfilled, that as he mellows 
into maturcr age, all such asi)erities may wear off, and 
he himself become 

“Like the h'l^h leaves upon the holly-tree!” 

Mr. Soutlicy’s prose-style can hardly be too much praised. 
It is |)lain. clear, pointed, familiar, perfectly modern in its 
texture, but with a grave and sparkling admixture of 
archaisms in its ornaments and occasional phraseology, 
lie is the best and most natural prose-writer of any poet of 
the day; we tnean that he is far better than Lord Byron, 
Mr. Wordsworth, or Mr. Coleridge, for instance.^ The 
manner is perliaps superior to the matter, that is, in his 
Essays and Reviews. There is rather a want of originality 
and even of impetus: but there is no want of playful or 
biting satire, of ingenuity, of casuistry, of learning and of 
information. He is “full of wise saws and modern” (as 
well as ancient) “ instances.” IMr. Southey may not always 
convince his opponents; but he seldom fails to stagger, 
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iicvei to gall them. In a word, wc may describe his style 
by saying* that it has not the body or thickness of port 
wine, but it is like clear sherry, with kernels of old authors 
llirown into it!—He also excels as an historian and prose- 
translator. His histories abound in information, and ex¬ 
hibit proofs of the most indefatigable patience and industry. 
By no uncommon process of the mind, Mr. Southey seems 
willing to steady the extreme levity of his opinions i.nd 
feelings by an appeal to facts. His translations of the 
Spanish and French romances are also executed con amorc, 
and with the literary fidelity of a mere linguist. That of 
the Cid, in particular, is a masterpiece. Not a word coul 1 
be altered for the better in the old scriptural style which 
it adopts in conformity to the original. It is no less inter¬ 
esting in itself, or as a record of high and chivalrous feel¬ 
ings and manners, than it is worthy of perusal as a literary 
curiosity. 

Mr. Southey’s conversation has a little resemblance 
to a common-place book; his habitual deportment to 
a piece of clock-work. He is not remarkable cither as a 
reasoner or an observer: but he is quick, unaffected, 
replete with anecdote, various and retentive in his reading, 
and exceedingly happy in his play upon words, as most 
scholars are who give their minds this sportive turn. We 
have chiefly seen Mr. Southey in company where few people 
appear to advantage, we mean in that of Mr. Coleridge. 
He has not certainly the same range of speculation, nor the 
same flow of sounding words, but he makes up by the 
details of knowledge and by a scrupulous correctness of 
statement for what he wants in originality of thought, or 
impetuous declamation. The tones of Mr. Coleridge’s voice 
are eloquence: those of Mr. Southey are meagre, shrill, and 
dry. Mr. Coleridge’s forte is conversation, and he is con¬ 
scious of this: Mr. Southey evidently considers writing as 
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his strongliold, and if gravelled in an argument, or at a 
loss for an exidanation, refers to something he has written 
on the subject, or brings out his port-folio, double<l d;)wn 
in dog-ears, in confirmation of some fact. He is sclu laslic 
and jirofessional in his ideas. He sets more value on what 
he writes than on what he says: he is perhaps prouder 
of his library than of his own productions—themselves a 
library! lie is more simple in his manners than his friend 
Mr. Coleridge; but at the same time less cordial or con¬ 
ciliating. Me is less vain, or has less hope of pleasing, 
and therefore lays himself less out to please. There is an 
air of condescension in his civility. With a tall, looso 
figure, a peaked austerity of countenance, and no inclina¬ 
tion to embonpoint, you would say he has something puri¬ 
tanical, something ascetic in his appearance. He answers 


to Mandeville’s description of Addison, “ a parson in a 
tye-wig." He is not a boon companion, nor does he indulge 
in the pleasures of the table, nor in any other vice; nor are 
we aware that Mr. Southey is chargeable with any human 


frailty but —of charity! Having fewer errors to plead 
guilty to, he is less lenient to those of others. He was 


born an age too late. Had he lived a century or two ago, 
he would have been a happy as well as blameless char¬ 


acter. But the distraction of the time has unsettled him. 


and the multiplicity of his pretensions have jostled with 
each other. No man in our day (at least no man of 


genius) has led so uniformly and entirely the life of a 
scholar from boyhood to the present hour, devoting himself 


to learning with the enthusiasm of an early love, with the 
severity and constancy of a religious vow—and well wouLl 
it have been for him if he had confined himself to this, and 
not undertaken to pull down or to patch up the State! 


However irregular in his opinions, Mr. Southey is constant, 
unremitting, mechanical in his studies, and the performance 
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of his duties. Tlicrc is nothing Pindaric or Shandcan here. 
In all the relations and charities of ])rivate life, he is correct, 
exemplary, generous, just. We never heard a single im¬ 
propriety laid to his charge; and if he has many enemies, 
few men can boast more numerous or stauncher friends.— 
The variety and piquancy of his writings form a striking 
contrast to the mode in which they are produced. He 
rises early, and writes or reads till breakfast-time. He 
writes or reads after breakfast till dinner, after dinner till 
tea, and from tea till bed-time— 

“And follows so the ever-running year 
With profitable labour to his grave.—“ 

on Derwent's banks, beneath the foot of Skiddaw. Study 
serves him for business, exercise, recreation. He passes 
from verse to prose, from history to poetry, from reading 
to writing, by a stop-watch. He writes a fair hand without 
blots, sitting upright in his chair, leaves off when he comes 
to the bottom of the page, and changes the subject for 
another, as opposite as the Antipodes. His mind is after 
all rather the recipient and transmitter of knowledge, than 
the originator of it. He has hardly grasp of thought 
enough to arrive at any great leading truth. His passions 
do not amount to more than irritability. With some gall 
in his pen, and coldness in his manner, he has a great deal 
of kindness in his heart-- Rash in his opinions, he is steady 
in his attachments—and is a man, in many particulars ad¬ 
mirable, in all respectable—his political inconsistency alone 
excepted I 
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I 

So Mr. Charles Lamb chooses to designate himself; and 
as his lucubrations under this noin dc i^itcrrc have gained 
considerable notice frt)m the public, we shall here attempt 
to describe his style and manner, and to i^oint out his 
beauties and defects. 

Mr. Lamb, though he has borrowed from previous 
sources, instead of availing himself of the most popidar and 
admired, has groped out his way, and made his most suc¬ 
cessful researches among the more obscure and intricate, 
though certainly not the least pithy or pleasant of our 
writers. He has raked among the dust and cobwebs of a 
remote period, has exhibited specimens of curious relics, 
and pored over moth-eaten, decayed manuscripts, for the 
benefit of the more inquisitive and discerning part of the 
public. y\ntiquity after a time has the grace of novelty, 
as old fashions revived arc mistaken for new ones; and a 
certain quaintness and singularity of style is an agreeable 
relief to the smooth and insipid monotony of modern com- 
j)osition. Mr, Lamb has succeeded not by conforming to 
the Sf'irit of the ^ but in otq>osition to it. He docs nut 
march boldly along with the crowd, but steals off the pave¬ 
ment to pick his way in the contrary <lirectit>n. lie prefers 
hyc-ieays to hii^lnooys. When the full tide of luniian life 
|)Ours along to some festive show, to sotne pageant of a 
day. hdia would stand (tn one side to look over an old 
book-stall, or stroll down some deserted i>athway in search 
of a pensive description over a tottering door-way, or some 
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<|uaint device in architecture, illustrative of embryo art 
and ancient manners. Mr. Lamb has the very soul of an 
anti(|uarian, as tliis implies a reflecting humanity ; the film 
of tlic past hovers for ever before him. He is shy, sensi¬ 
tive, the reverse of every thing coarse, vulgar, obtrusive, and 
couunon-placc. lie would fain “shuffle off this mortal 
coil," and his spirit clothes itself in the garb of elder time, 
homelier, but more durable. He is borne along with no 
pompous paradoxes, shines in no glittering tinsel of a fash¬ 
ionable phraseology; is neither fop nor sophist. He has 
none of the turbulence or froth of new-fangled opinions. 
His style runs pure and clear, though it may often take 
an underground course, or be conveyed through old-fash¬ 
ioned conduit-pipes. Mr. Lamb does not court popularity, 
nor strut in gaudy plumes, but shrinks from every kind of 
ostentatious and obvious pretension into the retirement of 
his own mind. 

“The self-npplaudihg bird, the peacock see:— 

Mark what a sumptuous pharisee is he! 

Meridian sun-beams tempt him to unfold 
His radiant glories, azure, green, and gold : 

He treads as if, some solemn music near, 

His measured step were governed by his ear: 

And seems to say—‘ Ye meaner fowl, give place, 

I am all splendour, dignity, and grace ! ’ 

Not so the pheasant on his charms presumes, 

Though he too has a glory in his plumes. 

He, Christian-like, retreats with modest mien 
To the close copse or far sequestered green, 

And shines without desiring to be seen.” 

These lines well describe the modest and delicate beauties 
of Mr. Lamb’s writings, contrasted with the lofty and vain¬ 
glorious pretensions of some of his contemporaries. This 
gentleman is not one of those who pay all their homage 
to the prevailing idol: he thinks that 
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“ Xcwl'orn gauds arc made and moulded of things past/’ 

tior does lie 


“ Give to dust that is a little gilt 
More laud than gilt o’er-dusted.” 

His convictions “ do not in broad rumor lie,” nor arc they 
** set off to the world in the glistering foil ” of fashion; 
but “ live and breathe aloft in those pure eyes, and perfect 
judgment of all-seeing tuuc." ^Ir._Lamb. rather affects_, 
and is tenacious of the obscure and remote: of that which 
rests on its own intrinsic and silent merit; which scorns 
all alliance, or even the suspicion of owing any thing to 
noisy clamour, to the glare of circumstances. There is a 
fine tone of chiaroscuro, a moral perspective in his 
writings. He delights to dwell on that which is fresh to the 
eye of memory; he yearns after and covets what soothes the 
frailty of human nature. That touches him most nearly 
which is withdrawn to a certain distance, which verges on 
the borders of oblivion ;—that piques and provokes his fancy 
most, which is hid from a superficial glance. That which, 
though gone by, is still remembered, is in his view more 
genuine, and has given more ** vital signs that it will live,” 
than a thing of yesterday, that may be forgotten to-morrow. 
Death has in this sense the spirit of life in it; and the 
shadowy has to our author something substantial in it. 
Ideas savour most of reality in his mind; or rather his 
imagination loiters on the edge of each, and a page of his 
writings recalls to our fancy the'.s/ra;igcr on the grate, flut¬ 
tering in its dusky tenuity, with its idle superstition and 
hospitable welcome! 

Mr. Lamb has a distate to new faces, to new books, to 
new buildings, to new customs. I Ic^is shy of all imposing 
appearances, of all assumptions of self-importance, oFalT 
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adventitious ornaments, of all mechanical alvantagC'. even 
to a nervous excess. It is not merely that he does not 
rely upon or ordinarily avail himself of them; ho holds 
them in abhorrence, he utterly abjures and discards them, 
and places a great gulph between him and them. He dis¬ 
dains all the vulgar artifices of authorship, all the cant of 
criticism, and helps to notoriety. He has no grand swell¬ 
ing theories to attract the visionary and the enthusiast, no 
passing topics to allure the thoughtless and the vain. .He 
evades the present, he mocks the future. His affections 
revert to and settle on the past, but then, even this must 
have something personal and local in it to interest him 
deeply and thoroughly; he pitches his tent in the suburbs 
of existing manners; brings down the account of char¬ 
acter to the few straggling remains of the last generati-^n ; 
seldom yentures beyond the bills of mortality, and occupies 
that nice point between egotism and disinterested human¬ 
ity. No one makes the tour of our southern metropolis, 
or describes the manners of the last age. so well as Mr. 
Lamb—with so fine, and yet so formal an air—with such 
vivid obscurity, with such arch piquancy, such picturesque 
quaintness, such smiling pathos. How admirably he has 
sketched the former inmates of the South-Sea House: 
what fine fretwork he makes of their double and single 
entries I With what a firm, yet subtle pencil he has em¬ 
bodied Mrs. Battlers Opinions on Whist! How notably he 
embalms a battered beau; how delightfully an amour, that 
was cold forty years ago, revives in his pages! With what 
well-disguised humour, he introduces us to his relations, ard 
how freely he serves up his friends! Certainly, some of 
his portraits are fixtures, and will do to hang up as lasting 
and lively emblems of human infirmity. Then there is no 
one who has so sure an ear for “ the chimes at midnight,” 
not even excepting Mr. Justice Shallow; nor could Master 
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Silence liimself take his “ cheese and i)ii)i>itis " with a more 
si;;niticant. and satisfactory air. With what a p:nsto Mr. 
Lanil) describes the inns and courts of law. the remple and 
Gray's-Inn. as if he had been a student there for the last 
two hundred years, and had been as well acquainted with 
the person of Sir Francis Facon as he is wit'h his portrait 
or writinpjs! It is hard to say whether St. John’s Gate is 
connected with more intense and authentic associations in 
his mind, as a part of old London Wall, or as the frontis¬ 
piece (time out of mind) of the Gentleman’s Magazine. 
He haunts Watling-street like a gentle spirit; the avenues 
to the play-houses arc thick with panting recollections, an 1 
Christ's-Hospital still breathes the balmy breath of infancy 
in his description of it! Whittington and his Cat are a 
fine hallucination for Mr. Lamb’s historic Muse, and we 
believe he never heartily forgave a certain writer who took 
the subject of (iuy Faux out of his hands. The streets 
of London are his fairy-land, teeming with wemder. with 
life and interest to his retrospective glance, as it did to the 
eager eye of childhood; he has contrived to weave its tritest 
traditions into a bright and endless romance! 

Mr. Lamb’s taste in books is also tine, and it is peculiar. 
It is not the worse for a little idiosyncrasy. He does not 
go deep into the Scotch novels, but he is at home in 
Smollett or Fielding. He is little read in Junius or Gibbon, 
but no man can give a better account of Burton’s Anatomy 
of Melancholy, or Sir Thomas Brown’s LTn-Burial, or 
Fuller’s Worthies, or John Bunyan’s Holy War. No one 
is more unimpressible to a s])ecious declamation; no one 
relishes a recondite beauty more. His admiration of Shak- 
speare and Milton does not make him despise Pope; and 
he can read Parnell with patience, and (lay with delight. 
His taste in French and German literature is somewhat 
defective; nor has he made much progress in the science 
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of Political Economy or other abstruse studies, though 
he has read vast folios of controversial divinity, merely 
for the sake of the intricacy of style, and to save himself 
the pain of thinking'. Mr. Lamb is a good judge of jnints 
and pictures. His admiration of Hogarth does credit to 
both, particularly when it is considered that Leonardo da 
Vinci is his next greatest favourite, and that his love of 
the actual does not proceed from a want of taste for the 
ideal. His worst fault is an over-eagerness of enthu iasm. 
which occasionally makes him take a surfeit of his highest 
favourites.—Mr. Lamb excels in familiar conversation al¬ 
most as much as in writing, when his modesty does not 
overpower his self-possession. He is as little of a proser 
as possible, but he blurts out the finest wit and sense in the 
world. He keeps a good deal in the back-ground at first, 
till some excellent conceit ijushes him forward, and then 
he abounds in whim and pleasantry. There is a primitive 
simplicity and self-denial about his manners; and a Quaker¬ 
ism in his personal appearance, which is, however, relieved 
by a fine Titian head, full of dumb eloquence! Mr. Lamb 
is a general favourite with those who know him. His 
character is equally singular and amiable. He is endeared 
to his friends not less by his foibles than his virtues: he 
ensures their esteem by the one, and does not wound their 
self-love by the other. He gains ground in the opinion 
of others, by making no advances in his own. We easily 
admire genius where the diffidence of the possessor makes 
our acknowledgment of merit seem like a sort of patronage, 
or act of condescension, as we willingly extend our good 
offices where they are not exacted as obligations, or repaid 
with sullen indifference.—The style of the Essays of Elia 
is liable to the charge of a certain inannerisui. His sen¬ 
tences are cast in the mould of old authors; his expressions 
are borrowed from them; but his feelings and observations 
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arc genuine and original, taken from actual life, or from 
his own breast; and he may he said (if any one can) “ to 
have coined his heart for ji sts," and to have split his brain 
for fine distinctions! Mr. Lamb, from the peculiarity of 
his exterior and address as an author, would probably 
never liave made his way by detached and independent 
efforts: hut, fortunately for himself and others, he has 
taken advantage of the Periodical Press, where he has 
been stuck into notice, and the texture of his compositions 
is assuredly fine enough to bear the broadest glare of pop¬ 
ularity that has hitherto shone upon them. Mr. Lamb’s 
literary efforts have procured him civic honours (a thing 
unheard of in our times), and he has been invited, in his 
character of El!.\, to dine at a select party with the Lord 
Mayor. We should prefer this distinction to that of being 
poct-laureat. We would recommend to Mr. Waithman’s 
perusal (if Mr. Lamb has not anticipated us) the Rosa¬ 
mond Gray and the John lEood'i'il of the same author, as 
an agreeable relief to the noise of a City feast, and the 
heat of city elections. A frieml. a short time ago, quoted 
some lines * from the last-mentioned of these works, which 
meeting Mr. Godwin’s eye. he was so struck with the beauty 
of the passage, and with a consciousness of having seen it 
before, that he was uneasy till he could recollect where, a’ul 
after hunting in vain for it in Pen Jonson, Beaumont and 
Fletcher, and other not unlikely places, sent to Mr. Lamb 
to know if lie could help him to the author I 

♦The description of the sports in the forest: 

“ To see the sun to bed and to arise. 

Like some hot amourist with glowing eyes,’ 


etc. 


xrv 




SIR WALTER SCOTT 

Sir Walter has found out (oh, rare discovery!) that 
facts are better than fiction; that there is no romance like 
the romance of real life; and that if we can but arrive at 
what men feel, do, and say in striking and singular situa¬ 
tions, the result will be “ more lively, audible, and full of 
vent,” than the fine-spun cobwebs of the brain. With rever¬ 
ence be it spoken, he is like the man who having to imitate 
the squeaking of a pig upon the stage, brought the animal 
under his coat with him. Our author has conjured up the 
actual people he has to deal with, or as much as he could 
get of them, in “ their habits as they lived.” He has ran¬ 
sacked old chronicles, and poured the contents upon his 
page; he has squeezed out musty records; he has consulted 
wayfaring pilgrims, bed-rid sybils; he has invoked the 
spirits of the air; he has conversed with the living and 
the dead, and let them tell their story their own way; and 
by borrowing of others, has enriched his own genius with 
everlasting variety, truth, and freedom. He has taken his 
materials from the original, authentic sources, in large 
concrete masses, and not tampered with or too much frit¬ 
tered them away. He is only the amanuensis of truth and 
history. It is impossible to say how fine his writings in 
consequence are, unless we could describe how fine nature 
is. All that portion of the history of his country that he 
has touched upon (wide as the scope is) the manners, 
the personages, the events, the scenery, lives over again 
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ill his volumes. Nothing is wanting—tlic illusion is com¬ 


plete. Tlierc is a hurtling in the 
upon the ground, as these perfect 
character or fanciful belief come 


air, a trampling of feet 
representations of human 
thronging back upon our 


imaginations. We will merely recall a few of the subjects 
of bis jiencil to die reader's recollection ; for nothing we 
could add. by way of note or commendation, could make 


the impression more vivid. 

There is (first and foremost, because the earliest of our 
acfjuaintancc) the Ikiron of Iira<lwardine, stately, kind- 
hearted, whimsical, pedantic; and b'lora Macivor (whom 
even tcr forgive for her Jacobitism), the fierce \ ich Ian 
Vohr, and Evan Dhu, constant in death, and Davie (icllatly 
roasting his eggs or turning his rhymes with restless volu¬ 
bility, and the two stag-bounds that met Waverley, as fine 
as ever Titian painted, or Paul X’eroncse:—then there is 
/okl Palfour of Hurley, brandishing his sword and his Bible 
' with fire-eyed fury, trying a fall with the insolent, gigantic 
Botlnvell at the ’Change-house, and vanquishing him at the 
noble battle of Loudon-hill; there is Botlnvell himself, 
drawn to the life, proud, cruel, selfish, profligate, but with 
the love-letters of the gentle .Mice (written thirty years 
before), and his verses to her memory found in his pocket 
after his death: in the same volume of Ol d Jj lo/'fofify is 
that lone figure, like a figure in Scripture, of the woman 
sitting on the stone at the turning to the mountain, to warn 
Burley that there is a lion in his path; and thc.fa\yning 
Cl^crhouse. beautiful as a panther, smooth-looking, blood- 
spotted T and the fanatics, Macbriar and Mucklewrath, 
crazed with zeal and sufferings ; and the injl£,xibh\^:Iorton, 
and the faithful Edith, who refused to “ give her hand to 
^ another while her heart was with her lover in the deep ami 
\ dead sea.” ' And in the f/rarf of Mid Lothian we have Effie 
Deans (that swxet, faded flower) and Jeanie, her more than 
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sister, and old David Deans, the patriarch of St. Leonard's 
Crags, and Butler, and Dumbiedikes, eloquent in liis silence, 
and Mr. Bartoline Saddle-tree and his prudent helpmate, 
and Porteous swinging in the wind, and Madge Wildfire, 
full of finery and madness, and her ghastly mother.—Again, 
there is Meg Merrilies, standing on her rock, stretched on 
her bier with ‘Mier head to the east," and Dirk Ilatterick 
(equal to Shakspeare’s Master Barnardine). and Glossin, 
the soul of an attorney, and Dandy Dinmont, with his 
terrier-pack and his pony Dumple, and the fiery Colonel 
Mannering, and the modish old counsellor Pleydell, and 
Dominie Sampson/f= and Rob Roy (like the eagle in his 
eyry), and Baillie Nicol Jarvie, and the inimitable Major 
Galbraith, and Rashleigh Osbaldistone, and Die X'ernon. the 
best of secret-keepers; and in the Antiquary, the ingenious 
and abstruse Mr. Jonathan Oldbuck, and the old beadsman 
Edie Ochiltree, and that preternatural figure of ol 1 Edith 
Elspeith, a living shadow, in whom the lamp of life had 
been long extinguished, had it not been fed by remorse and 
"thick-coming" recollections; and that striking picture of 
the effects of feudal tyranny and fiendish pride, the un- 
happy Earl of Glenallan; and the Black Dwarf, and his 
friend Habbie of the Heughfoot (the cheerful hunter), an<I 
his cousin Grace Armstrong, fresh and laughing like the 
morning; and the Children of the Mist, and the baying of 
the bloodhound that tracks their steps at a distance (the 
hollow echoes are in our ears now), and Amy and her hap- \ 
l^ssjove, and the villain Varney, and the deep voice of 

Douglas—and the immoveable Balafre, and 
Master Oliver the Barber in Quentin Durward—and the 
quaint humour of the Fortunes of Nigel, and the comic 


* Perhaps the finest scene in all these novels, is that where the 

Dominie meets his pupil, Miss Lucy, the morning after her brother’s 
arrival. 
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s])irit of Pcveril of the Peak—anti the fine old English 
romance of Ivanhoe. V,\Vhat a list of names! Wl.at a host 
of asst)ciations! What a thing is human life! What a 
power is that of genius! What a world of thought and 
feeling is thus rescued from oblivion! How many hours 
of heartfelt satisfaction has our author given to the gay 
and thoughtless! How many sad hearts has he soothed in 
pain and solitude! It is no wonder that the public repay 
with lengthened applause and gratitude the pleasure they 
receive. He* writes as fast as they can read, and he does 
not write himself down. He is always in the public eye, 
aiul we do not tire of him. His worst is better than any 
other ])erscn’s best. His boch-^f'Oiiiids (and his later works 
are little else hut back-grounds capitally made out) jare 


more attractive than the principal figures and most com- 
plicated actions of other writers. His works (taken to¬ 
gether) are almost like a new edition of human nature. 
This is indeed to be an author! 


t The political bearing of the Scotch Novels has been a 
considerable recommendation to them. They are a relief 
to the mind, rarefied as it has been with modern philosophy, 
and heated with idtra-radicalism. At a time also, when 
we bid fair to revive the i>rinciples of the Stuarts, it is 
interesting to bring us acejuainted with their persons and 
misfortunes. The candour of Sir W^alter’s historic pen 
levels our bristling prejudices on this score, and sees fair 
play between Roundheads and Cavaliers, between Protestant 
aiul Papist. He is a writer reconciling all the diversities 
of human nature to the reader. He does not enter into 
the distinctions of hostile sects or parties, but treats of the 
strength or the infirmity of the human mind, of the virtues 
or vices of the human breast, as they are to be found 
blended in the whole race of mankind. Nothing can show 
more handsomely or be more gallantly executed^ There 
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was a talk at one time tliat our author was alioiit to take 
Guy I'aux foi the subject of one of his novels, in order to 
put a more liberal and humane construction on the Gun¬ 
powder Plot than our “ No Popery ” prejudices have hith¬ 
erto permitted. Sir Walter is a professed clarifier of the 
age from tlic vulgar and still lurking old-English antipathy 
to Popery and Slavery. Through some odd process of 
servile logic, it should seem, that in restoring the claims of 
the Stuarts by the courtesy of romance, the House of 
Brunswick are more firmly seated in point of fact, and the 
Bourbons, by collateral reasoning, become legitimate! In 
any other point of view, we cannot possibly conceive how 
Sir Walter imagines “ he lias done something to revive the 
declining spirit of loyalty ” by these novels. His loyalty is 
founded on zvould-he treason : he props the actual throne 
by the shadow of rebellion. Does he really think of making 
us enamoured of the “ good old times ” by the faithful and 
harrowing portraits he has drawn of them? Would he 
carry us back to the early stages of barbarism, of clanship, 
of the feudal system as “ a consummation devoutly to be 
wished?” Is he infatuated enough, or does he so dote 
and drivel over his own slothful and self-willed prejudices, 
as to believe that he will make a single convert to the 
beauty of Legitimacy, that is, of lawless power and savage 
bigotry, when he himself is obliged to apologize for the 
horrors he describes, and even render liis descriptions credi¬ 
ble to the modern reader by referring to the authentic his¬ 
tory of these delectable times? He is indeed so besotted 
as to the moral of his own story, that he has even tlie blind¬ 
ness to go out of his way to have a fling at dints and dituf^s 
(the contemptible ingredients, as he would have us be¬ 
lieve, of a modern rabble) at the very time when he is 
describing a mob of the twelfth century—a mob (one 
should think) after the writer’s own heart, without one 
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])articlc of modern philosophy or revolutionary politics in 
tlieir coinjxisition, who were to a man. to a hair, just what 
priests, and kin^s, and nobles let them be, and who were 
collected to witness (a spectacle proper to the times) the 
burniiif^ of the lovely Rebecca at a stake for a sorceress, 
because she was a Jewess, beautiful and innocent, and the 
conscfiucnt victim of insane bigotry and unbridled prof¬ 
ligacy. And it is at this moment (when the heart is kindled 
and bursting with indignation at the revolting abuses of 
self-constituted power) that Sir Walter slot's the t*^css to 
have a sneer at the peoi)lc, and to put a spoke (as he 
thinks) in the wheel of upstart innovation! This is what 
he " calls backing his friends "—it is thus he administers 
charms atul philtres to our love of Legitimacy, makes us 
conceive a horror of all reform, civil, political, or religious, 
and would fain put down the Sf^irit of the The author 

of Waverley might just as well get up and make a speech 
at a dinner at Edinburgh, abusing Mr. Mac-Adam for his 
improvements in the roads, on the ground that they were 
nearly inifassablc in many places “sixty years since;” or 
object to Mr. Peel's Police-Bill, by insisting that Hounslow- 
Ileath was formerly a scene of greater interest and terror 
to highwaymen and travellers, and cut a greater figure in 
the Newgate Calendar than it does at present.—Oh! Wick- 
liff, Luther, Hampden, Sidney. Somers, mistaken Whigs, 
and thoughtless Reformers in religion and politics, and all 
ye. whether poets or philosophers, heroes or sages, in¬ 
ventors of arts or sciences, patriots, benefactors of the 
human race, enlighteners and civilisers of the world, who 
have (so far) reduced opinion to reason, and power to law, 
who are the cause that we no longer burn wdtehes and 
lieretics at slow fires, that the thumb-screws are no longer 
applied by ghastly, smiling judges, to extort confession of 
imputed crimes from sufferers for conscience sake; that 
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men are no longer strung up like acorns on trees without 
judge or jury, or hunted like wild beasts through thickets 
and glens, who have abated the cruelty of priests, the pride 
of nobles, the divinity of kings in former times ; to whom 
we owe it, that we no longer wear round our necks the 
collar of Gurth the swineherd, and of Wamba the jester; 
that the castles of great lords are no longer the dens of 
banditti, whence they issue with fire and sword to la)' waste 
the land ; that we no longer expire in loathsome dungeons 
without knowing the cause, or have our right hands struck 
off for raising them in self-defence against wanton insult; 
that we can sleep without fear of being burnt in our beds, 
or travel without making our wills; that no Amy Robsarts 
are thrown down trap-doors by Richard \^arncys with im¬ 
punity; that no Red-Reiver of Westburn-Flat sets fire to 
peaceful cottages; that no Claverhouse signs cold-blooded 
death-warrants in sport; that we have no Tristan the Her¬ 
mit, or Petit-Andre, crawling near us, like spiders, and 
making our flesh creep, and our hearts sicken within us at 
every movement of our lives—ye who have produced this 
change in the face of nature and society, return to earth 
once more, and beg pardon of Sir Walter and his patrons, 
who sigh at not being able to undo all that you have done! 
Leaving this question, there are two other remarks which 
we wished to make on the Novels. The one was, to express 
our admiration of the good-nature of the mottos, in which 
the author has taken occasion to remember and quote almost 
every living author (whether illustrious or obscure) but 
himself—an indirect argument in favour of the general 
opinion as to the source from which they spring—and the 
other was, to hint our astonishment at the innumerable znd 
incessant instances of bad and slovenly English in them, 
more, we believe, than in any other works now printed. 
We should think the writer could not possibly read the 
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manuscript after he has uiice 
press. 

Jf tliere were a writer, who 


written it, or overlook the 
“horn for tlie universe”— 


»« 


.\arn>\v'(l his niiml. 


And to party jJiavc up wliat was meant for ninnkind 


M 


who, from the height of Iiis genius lookitiLr abroad into 
nature, and scanning;- the recesses of the human heart, 
“ winke<l and shut his appreliension up " to every thought 
and purpose that tended to the future good of mankind— 
who. raised by afiluence, the reward of successful industry, 
and hy the voice of fame above the want of any but the 
most honourable |>atronage, stooped to the unworthy arts 
of adulation, and abetted the views of the great with the 
pettifogging feelings of the meanest dependant on office— 
who, having secured the admiration of the public (with the 
f)robablc reversion of immortality), showed no respect for 
himself, for that genius that had raised him to distinction, 
for tliat nature which he trampled under foot—who. amia¬ 
ble, frank, friendly, manly in private life, was seized with 
the dotage of age and the fury of a woman, the instant 
politics were concerned—who reserved all his candour and 
comprehensiveness of view for history, and vented his 
littleness, pique, resentment, bigotry, and intolerance on 
his contemi)orarics—who took the wrong side, and de¬ 
fended it hy unfair means—who, the moment his own 


interest or the prejudices of others interfered, seemed t) 
forget all that was due to the pride of intellect, to the sense 
of manhood—who. |)raisc<l, admiretl hy men of all parties 
alike, repai<l the public liberality by striking a secret and 
envenomed blow at the reputation of every one who was 
not the ready tool of power—who strcw'cd the slime of 
rankling malice and mercenary scorn over the bud and 
promise of genius, because it was not fostered in the hot- 
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bed of corruption, or warped by the trammels of servility— 
who supported the worst abuses of authority in the worst 
spirit—who joined a gan^ of desperadoes to spread 
calumny, contempt, infamy, wherever they were merited 
by honesty or talent on a different sitle—who officiously 
undertook to decide public questions by private insinua¬ 
tions, to prop the throne by nicknames, and the altar by 
lies—who being (by common consent), the finest, the most 
humane and accomplished writer of his age, associated him¬ 
self with and encouraged the lowest panders of a venal 
press; deluging, nauseating the public mind with the offal 
and garbage of Billingsgate abuse and vulgar sla}ig; show¬ 
ing no remorse, no relenting or compassion towards the 
victims of this nefarious and organized system of party- 
proscription, carried on under the mask of literary criti¬ 
cism and fair discussion, insulting the misfortunes of some, 
and trampling on the early grave of others— 

“Who would not grieve if such a man there be? 

Who would not weep if Atticus were he?” 

But we believe there is no other age or country in the 
world (but ours), in which such genius could have been 

so degraded! 
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LORD BYRON 


L()Rn Byron and Sir Walter Scott are amon^ writers 
now living tlie two, wlio would carry away a majority of 
suffraf^^es as the greatest geniuses of the age. The former 
would, perhai>s, obtain the preference with fine gentlemen 
and ladies (sciueamishness apart)—the latter with the 
critics and the vulgar. We shall treat of them in the same 
comiection, j)artly on account of their distinguished pre¬ 
eminence. and partly because they afford a complete con¬ 
trast to each other. In their poetry, in their prose, in their 
politics, and in their tcm])crs, no two men can be more 
unlike. 

If Sir Walter Scott may be thought by some to have 
been 

“Born univcrsjil heir to all humanity,” 

it is plain Lord-J^yron can set up no such pretension. He 
I is, in a striking degree, the creature of his own will, lie 
! holds no communion with his kind ; but stands alone, with- 
' out mate or fellow— 


«4 


As if a man were author of himself. 
And owned no other kin.” 


He is like a solitary ])eak, all access to which is cut off not 
more by elevation than ilistance. He is seated on a lofty 
eminence, “ cloud-capt,** or retlecting the last rays of set¬ 
ting suns; ami in his poetical mooils reminds us of the 


♦This essay was written just before Lord Byron's death. 
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fabled Titans, retired to a ridgy steep, ])laying on their 
I’an's-pipes, • and taking up ordinary men and tilings in 
their hands with haughty indifference. He raises his sub¬ 
ject to himself, or tramples on it; he neither stoops to, nor 
loses himself in it. He exists not by sympathy, but by 
antipathy. He scorns all things, even himself. Nature 
must come to him to sit for her picture—he does not go 
to her. She must consult his time, his convenience, and his 
humour; and wear a sotnbre or a fantastic garb, or his 
Lordship turns his back upon her. There is no ease, no 
unaffected simplicity of manner, no “golden mean.” All 
is strained, or petulant in the extreme. His thoughts are 
sphered and crystalline; his style “ prouder than when blue 
Iris bends; ” his spirit fiery, impatient, wayward, indefatiga¬ 
ble. Instead of taking his impressions from without, in ; 
entire and almost unimpaired masses, he moulds them ac¬ 
cording to his own temperament, and heats the materials 
of his imagination in the furnace of his passions,-j^Lord • 
f B yro n’s verse glows like a flame, consuming everything in ' 
I its way; Sir Walter Sett’s glides like a river, clear, gentle, 

\ harmless. The poetry of the first scorches, that of the last 
! scarcely warms. The light of the one proceeds from an 
I internal source, ensanguined, sullen, fixed; the other reflects 
: the hues of Heaven, or the face of nature, glancing vivid 
' and various. The productions of the Northern Bard have 
■ the rust and the freshness of antiquity about them; those 
' of the Noble Poet cease to startle from their extreme am¬ 
bition of novelty, both in style and matter. Sir Walters 
rhymes are “ silly sooth ”— 

; “ And dally with the innocence of thought, 

! Like the old age "— 

i 

! his Lordship’s Muse spurns the olden time, and affects all 
the supercilious airs of a modern fine lady and an upstart. 
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I lie (il)jcct of the one writer is to restore ns to truth a id 
nature: the other chiefly tliinks how he shall (li>iilay his 
own jiower, or vent his spleen, or astonish the reader either 
hy startinj^ new suh^ccts and trains of speculation, or hy 
expressiiif^ old ones in a more strikiiii;' and e:npliatic manner 
than they have been cxiiresscd before, lie ca’es lialc what 
it is he says, so that he can sav it dilTerentlv from otliers. 


1 his may account for the char<^es of iihmiarism which have 
been repeatedly hroun:ht a.i^ainst the Xohle Poet—if he can 
borrow an iniaj::^c or sentiment from another, and heighten' 
it by an ejiithet or an allusion of greater force and beauty 
than is to be found in the original passage, he thinks he| 
shows his superi<)rity of execution in this in a more marked 
manner than if the first suggestion had been his own. It 



not the value of the observation itself he is solicitous 


about; but he wishes to shine by contrast—even nature only 
serves as a foil to set off his style. I le therefore takes thej 
thoughts of others (whether contemporaries or not) out 
of their mouths, and is content to make them his own,; 
to set his stamp upon them, by imparting to tbcm a more; 
meretricious gloss, a higher relief, a greater loftiness ofj 
tone, and a characteristic inveteracy of purpose. Even in'; 
those collateral ornaments of modern stvle. slovenliness, 
abruptness, and eccentricity (as well as in terseness and 
significance), Lord Pyron, when he pleases, defies competi-f 
tion and surpasses all his contempewaries. Whatever hd 
docs, he must do in a more decide 1 and daring manner 
than any one else—he lounges with extravagaiKC, and 
yawns so as to alarm the reader! Self-will, passion, the 
love of singularity, a disdain of himself and of others 


(with a conscious sense that this is among tlie ways and 
means of i)rocuring admiration) are the proper categories 
of bis mind: he is a lordly writer, is above his tnvn reputa-: 


tion, and condescends to the Muses with a scornful grace!' 
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Lord Byron, who in his i)olitics is a liberal, in his genius 
is haughty and aristocratic : Walter Scott, who is an aristo¬ 
crat in principle, is popular in his writings, and is (as it 
were) equally servile to nature and to opinion. Tlie genius 
; of Sir Walter is essentially imitative, or “ denotes a fore¬ 
gone conclusion : " that of Lord Byron is self-dependent; 
or at least requires no aid, is governed by no law, but the 
' impulses of its own will. We confess, however much we 
may admire independence of feeling and erectiicss of spirit 
in general or practical questions, yet in works of genius 
we prefer him who bows to the authority of nature, who 
appeals to actual objects, to mouldering superstitions, to 
history, observation, and tradition, before him who only 
consults the pragmatical and restless workings of his own 
breast, and gives them out as oracles to the world. We 
like a writer (whether poet or prose-writer) who take^ in 
(or is willing to take in) the range of half the universe 
in feeling, character, description, much better than we do 
one who obstinately and invariably shuts himself up in 
the Bastile of his own ruling passions. In short, we had 
rather be Sir Walter Scott (meaning thereby the Autlior 
of Waverley) than Lord Byron, a hundred times over. And 
for the reason just given, namely, that he casts his descrip¬ 
tions in the mould of nature, ever-varying, never tiresome, 
always interesting and always instructive, instead of casting 
them constantly in the mould of his own individual impres¬ 
sions. He gives us man as he is, or as he was, in almost 
every variety of situation, action, and feeling. Lord Byron 
makes man after his own image, woman after his own 
heart; the one is a capricious tyrant, the other a yielding 
slave; he gives us the misanthrope and the voluptuary by 
turns; and with these two characters, burning or melting in 
their own fires, he makes out everlasting centos of liimself. 
He hangs the cloud, the film of his existence over all out- 
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ward —sits in tlic- centre <>^ liis tlionj^lits, and enjoys 

dark nij^lit, bright day. tlie j^litter and the j^looni “ in cell 
monastic ”—we see the mournful pall, the crucifix, the 
deatii’s-hcads, the faded clia]>lct of tlowers, the j^lcaminj^ 
tapers, tlie agonized brow of genius, the wasteil form of 
beauty—hut we arc still imprisoned in a dungeon, a curtain 
intercepts onr view, we do not breathe freely the air of 
nature or of onr own thoughts—the other admired author 
draws aside the curtain, and the veil of egotism is rent, 
and he sliows us the crowd of living men and women, the 
endless groups, the landscape hack-ground, the cloud and 
the rainbow, and enriches our imaginations and relieves 
one passion by another, and expands and lightens reflec¬ 
tion, and takes away that tightness at the breast which 
arises from thinking or wishing to think that there is noth¬ 
ing in the world out of a man’s self!—In this ]ioint of view, 
the Author of Waverlcy is one of the greatest teachers of 
morality that ever lived, by emanciiiating the mind from 
petty, narrow, and higotted prejudices: Lord Ryrou is the 
greatest pamperer of those prejudices, by seeming to think 
there is nothing else worth encouraging but the seeds or 
the full luxuriant growth of dogmatism and self-conceit. 
In reading the Scotch So7'cIs, we never think about the 
author, except from a feeling of curiosity respecting our 
unknown benefactor: in reading Lord Byron’s works, he 
himself is never absent from our minds. The colouring of 
Lord Byron’s style, however rich and dipped in Tyrian 
dyes, is nevertheless opaque, is in itself an object of delight 
and wonder: Sir Walter Scott’s is perfectly transparent. 
In studying the one, you seem to gaze at the figures cut in 
stained glass, which exclude the view beyond, and where 
the pure light of Heaven is only a means of setting off the 
gorgeousness of art: in reading the other, you look through 
a noble window at the clear and varied landscape without. 


Lord Bvkon 


241 

Or to sum uj) the distinction in one word, Sir Walter Scott 
is the most druinatic writer now living; and Lortl^Iiyron 
is the least so.— It would be difficult to imagine tftat the 
Author of Waverley is in the smallest degree a' yedant; as 
it would be hard to persuade ourselves that the Author 
of Childe Harold and Don Juan is not a coxcomb, though 
a provoking and sublime one. In this decided preference 
given to Sir Walter Scott over Lord Byron, we distinctly 
include the prose-works of the former; for we do not think 
his poetry alone by any means entitles him to that prece¬ 
dence. Sir Walter in his poetry, though pleasing and nat¬ 
ural, is a comparative trifler: it is in his anonymous pro¬ 
ductions that he has shown himself for what he is!— 

is the great and prominent distinction of Lord 
B yro njs. writings. He seldom gets beyond force of style, 
nor has he produced any regular work or masterly whole. 
He does not prepare any plan beforehand, nor revise and 
retouch what he has written with polished accuracy. His 
only object seems to be to stimulate himself and his readers 
for the moment—to keep both alive, to drive away ennui, 
to substitute a feverish and irritable state of excitement 
for listless indolence or even calm enjoyment. For this 
purpose he pitches on any subject at random without much 
thought or delicacy—he is only impatient to begin—and 
takes care to adorn and enrich it as he proceeds with 
“ thoughts that breathe and words that burn.” He com¬ 
poses (as he himself has said) whether he is in the bath, in 
his study, or on horseback—he writes as habitually as 
others talk or think—and whether we have the inspiration 
of the Muse or not, we always find the spirit of the man 
of genius breathing from his verse. He grapples with 
his subject, and moves, penetrates, and animates it by the 
electric force of his own feelings. Ide is often monotonous, 
extravagant, offensive; but he is never dull, or tedious, but 
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I when he writes prose. Lord liyron docs not exhibit a new 
view of nature, or raise insip^nificant objects into iinpor- 
\ tance by the romantic associations with wliich he surrounds 
t them ; but f:;encrally (at least) takes common-place thoughts 
and events an<l endeavours to express them in stronger and 
statelier language than others, llis poetry stands like a 
Alartello tower by tlie side of his subject, lle does not, 
like Mr. Wordsworth, lift poetry from the ground, or 
create a sentiment out of nothing. He docs not describe 
a daisy or a periwinkle, but the cedar or the cypress: not 
“ poor men's cottages, but princes’ palaces.” His Childc 
Harold contains a lofty and impassioned review of the great 
events of history, of the mighty objects left as wrecks of 
time, but he dwells chielly on what is familiar to the mind 
of every schoolboy; has brought out few new traits of 
feeling or thought; and has done no more than justice to 
the reader’s preconcejitions by the sustained force and bril¬ 
liancy of his style and itnagery. 

Lord Ilyron’s earlier productions, Lara, the etc. 

were wild and gloomy romances, j^ut into rapid an 1 shining 
verse. They discover the madness of poetry, together with 
the inspiration : sullen, moody, capricious, fierce, inexora¬ 
ble, gloating on beauty, thirsting for revenge, hurrying from 
the extremes of pleasure to pain, hut with nothing perma¬ 
nent, nothing healthy or natural. The gaudy decorations 
and the morbid sentiments remind one of fiowers strewed 
/over the face of death! In his Childc Harold (as has been 
f just observed) he assumes a lofty and philosophic tone, atid 
' ” reasons high of providence, fore-knowledge, will, anti 
: fate." He takes the highest points in the history of the 
world, and comments on them from a more commanding 
eminence: he shows us the crumbling monuments of time, 
he invokes tiie great names, the mighty spirit of antiquity. 
The universe is changed into a stately mausoleum:—in sol- 


Lord Byron 


243 


■ cmn measures he chaunts a hymn to fame. Lord Byron 
I has strength and elevation enough to fill up tlie moulds of 
’ our classical and time-hallowed recollections, and to re¬ 
kindle the earliest aspirations of the mind after greatness 
and true glory with a pen of fire. The names of Tasso, 
of Ariosto, of Dante, of Cincinnatus, of Cicsar, of Scipio, 
lose nothing of their pomp or their lustre in his hands, 
and when he begins and continues a strain of panegyric on 
such subjects, we indeed sit down with him to a banquet 
of rich praise, brooding over imperishable glories, 

1 " Til! Contemplation has her fill.” 

\ Lord Byron seems to cast himself indignantly from “ this 
bank and shoal of time,” or the frail tottering bark that 
bears up modern reputation, into the huge sea of ancient 
renown, and to revel there with untired, outspread plume. 
Even this in him is spleen—his contempt of his contempora¬ 
ries makes him turn back to the lustrous past, or project 
himself .forward to the dim future!—Lord Byron’s trage¬ 
dies, Faliero,* Sardanapalus, etc. are not equal to his other 
works. They want the essence of the drama. They abound 
in speeches and descriptions, such as he himself might 
make either to himself or others, lolling on his couch of 
a morning, but do not carry the reader out of the poet’s 
mind to the scenes and events recorded. They have neither 
action, character, nor interest, but are a sort of gossamer 
tragedies, spun out, and glittering, and spreading a flimsy 
veil over the face of nature. Yet he spins them on. Of 
all that he has done in this way, the Heaven and Earth (the 
same subject as Mr. Aloore’s Loves of the Angels) is the 

*“Don Juan was my Moscow, and Faliero 

My Leipsic, and my Mont St. Jean seems Cain.” 

Don Juan, Canto XI. 
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best. We prefer it even to Manfred. Manfred is merely 
himself witli a faiicv-drapcry on: but in the dramatic frag¬ 
ment published in the Liberal, the si)ace between Heaven 
:ind h'arth. the stage on which his characters have to pass 
to and fro, seems to fill his Lordship’s imagination; and 
the Deluge, which he has so finely described, may be said 
to have drow ned all his own idle humours. 

\Vc must sav w'c thiuk little of our author’s turn for 
s^Uhe. His “English Hards and Scotch Reviewers” is 
dogmatical and insolent, but without refinement or point. 
He calls people names, and tries to transfix a character 
with an epithet, which does not stick, because it has no 
other foundation than his own petulance and sjntc; or he 
endeavours to degrade by alluding to some circumstance of 
i external situation. He says of Mr. Wordsworth’s jioetry, 
that “ it is his aversion.” That may be: but whose fault is 
it? This is the satire of a lord, \vho is accustomed to have 
all his wdiims or dislikes taken for gospel, and wdio cannot 
he at the pains to do more than signify his contempt or 
displeasure. If a great man meets with a rebuff which he 
does not like, he turns on his heel, and this passes for a 
repartee. Tlie Noble Author says of a celebrated barrister 
and critic, that he w'as " born in a garret sixteen stories 
high.” The insinuation is not true; or if it were, it is low. 
The allusion degrades the person who makes it, not him 
to whom it is applied. This is also the satire of a person 
of birth and (|uality, who measures all merit by external 
rank, that is, by his own standard. So his Lordship, in 
a ” Letter to the Editor of my Grandmother’s Review/’ 
addresses him fifty times as ” ;;/y dear Robarts;'' nor is 
there any other wdt in the article. This is surely a mere 
assumption of superiority from his Lordship’s rank, and is 
the sort of qnicaiiti^ he might use to a person who came to 
hire himself as a valet to him at Lony^*s —the waiters might 
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laugh, the public will not. In like manner, in the con¬ 
troversy about Pope, he claps Mr. Bowles on the back with 
a coarse facetious familiarity, as if he were his chaplain 
whom he had invited to dine with him, or was about to 
present to a benefice. The reverend divine might submit 
to the obligation, but he has no occasion to subscribe to 
the jest. If it is a jest that Mr. Bowles should be a parson, 
and Lord Byron a peer, the world knew this before ; there 
was no need to write a pamphlet to prove it. 

The Don Juan indeed has great power; but its power is 
owing to the force of the serious writing, and to the oddity 
of the contrast between that and the flashy passages with 
which it is interlarded. From the sublime to the ridiculous 
there is but one step. You laugh and are surprised that any 
one should turn round and travestic himself: the drollery is 
in the utter discontinuity of ideas and feelings. He makes 
virtue serve as a foil to vice; dandyism is (for want of any 
other) a variety of genius. A classical intoxication is fol¬ 
lowed by the splashing of soda-water, by frothy effusions 
of ordinary bile. After the lightning and the hurricane, we 
are introduced to the interior of the cabin and the contents 
of the wash-hand basins. The solemn hero of tragedy plays 
Scrub in the farce. This is ‘‘ very tolerable and not to be 
endured.’' The Noble Lord is almost the only writer who 
has prostituted his talents in this way. He hallows in order 
to desecrate; takes a pleasure in defacing the images of 
beauty his hands have wrought; and raises our hopes and 
our belief in goodness to Heaven only to dash them to the 
earth again, and break them in pieces the more effectually 
from the very height they have fallen. Our enthusiasm for 
genius or virtue is thus turned into a jest by the very person 
who has kindled it, and who thus fatally quenches the spark 
of both. It is not that Lord Byron is sometimes serious 
and sometimes trifling, sometimes profligate, and some- 
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times moral—l)ut wlicn he is most serious and most moral, 
lie is only pre]>arinLi: to mortify the imsvispcclini;' reader by 
])Uttin}:^ a pitiful hoax upon him. Ibis is a most unac- 
eountable anomaly. It is as if the ea”lc were to build its 
eyry in a common sewer, or the owl were seen soaring to 
the mid-day sun. Such a sight might make one laugh, but 
one would not wish or e.xpect it to occur more than once!* 

In fact. Lord Byron is the spoiled child of fame as well 
as fortune. He has taken a surfeit of popularity, and is not 
contented to delight, uidess he can shock the public. He 
would force them to admire in spite of decency and 
common-sense—he wtiuld have them read what they would 
read in no one but himself, or he would not give a rush 
for their applause. I le is to be " a chartered libertine,” 
from whom insults are favours, whose contempt is to be 
a new incentive t<.> admiration, llis Lordship is hard to 
please: he is ecpially averse to notice or neglect, enraged 
at censure and scorning praise. He tries the patience of 
the town to the very utmost, and when they show signs 
of weariness or disgu>t. tlireatens to discard them. He 
savs he will write on, whether he is read or not. He would 
j never write another page, if it were not to court popular 
applause, or to alTect a su|>eriority over it. In this respect 
also. Lord Byron i)rcsents a striking contrast to Sir Walter 
Scott. The latter takes what part of the public favour falls 
to his share, without grumbling (to be sure, he has no 
reason to complain) ; the former is always cjuarrelling with 
the world about his modiciiiii of ap]dause, the spoUa ol>iitia 
of vanity, and ungraciously throwing the offerings of in- 
' cense heaped on his shrine back in the faces i>f his admirers. 
Again, there is no taint in the writings of the Author of 

* This censure applies to the first cantos of Don Ju.\n much more 
than t<t the last. It has heen called a Thisikam Su.\ni>y in rhyme: 
it is rather a poem written about itself. 
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Waverley, all is fair and natural and above-board: he never 
outrages the public mind. He introduces no anomalous 
character: broaches no staggering opinion. If he goes back 
to old prejudices and superstitions as a relief to the modern 
reader, while Lord Byron floats on swelling paradoxes— 

“Like proud seas under him;” 

if the one defers too much to the spirit of antiquity, the 
other panders to the spirit of the age, goes to the very 
edge of extreme and licentious speculation, and breaks his 
neck over it. Grossness and levity are the playthings of 
his pen. It is a ludicrous circumstance that he should have 
dedicated his Cain to the worthy Baronet! Did the latter 
ever acknowledge the obligation? We are not nice, not 
very nice; but we do not particularly approve those subjects 
that shine chiefly from their rottenness: nor do we wish 
to see the Muses dressed out in the flounces of a false or 
questionable philosophy, like Portia and Nerissa in the garb 
of Doctors of Law. We like metaphysics as well as Lord 
Byron; but not to see them making flowery speeches, nor 
dancing a measure in the fetters of verse. We liave as 
good as hinted, that his Lordship’s poetry consists mostly 
of a tissue of superb common-places; even his paradoxes 
are common-place. They are familiar in the schools: they 
are only new and striking in his dramas and stanzas, by 
being out of place. In a word, we think that poetry moves 
best within the circle of nature and received opinion : specu¬ 
lative theory and subtle casuistry are forbidden ground to 
it. But Lord Byron often wanders into this ground wan¬ 
tonly, wilfully, and unwarrantably. The only apology we 
can conceive for the spirit of some of Lord Byron s 
writings, is the spirit of some of those opposed to him. 
They would provoke a man to write anything. “ Farthest 
from them is best.” The extravagance and license of the 
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one scenis a pro|>cr antiilotc to tlic bigotry and narrowness 
()f the otlicr. The first I'ision of Judj^oicnt was a set-off 
to tlie second, tlioiierb 


None l)Ut itself C()iil<l be its parallel. 




]’erlia])s tlie eliicf cause of most of Lord l)yron‘s errors 
is, that he is that anomaly in letters and in society, a Noble 
Poet. It is a double privile'.j^e, almost too much for Im- 
manity. lie has all the pritle of birth and ^enius. The 
streni^lh of his imagination lea(L him to indulge in fantastic 
oi»ini(tns; the elevation of his rank sets censure at defiance, 
lie becomes a pampered eLiotist. lie has a seat in the 
1 louse of la)rds* a niche in the Temple of Fame. Every¬ 
day mortals. o])iuions, thinj^^s, are not j^oiul enouj^h for him 
to touch or think of. ,\ mere nobleman is. in his estimation, 
but “ the tenth transmitter of a foolish face: '* a mere man 
of ‘genius is no better than a worm, llis Muse is also a lady 
of (piality. I he i»eople are not pi)Iile enoui;h for him: the 
( oiirt is not suiViciently intellectual, lie hates the one and 
despises the other, liy hatityi; and despising t>thers. he does 
not learn to be satisfied with himself. A fastiilious man 
soon L;rows <iuerulous and splenetic. If there is nobody but 
ourselves to come up to luir idea of fancied ])erfection, we 
easily j;et lire<l of tuir idol. When a man is tired of what 
he is, by a natural perversity he sets up for what he is not. 
If he is a poet, he pretends to be a metaphysician: if lie is 
a patrician in rank and feeling-, he would fain be one of 
the ])eople. llis ruling motive is not the love <.>f the people, 
but of distinction;—not of truth, but of singularity. He 
|)alronises men of letters out of vanity, and tieserts tliem 
from caprice, or from the atlvice of friends. He embarks 
in an obnoxious publication to provoke censure, anti leaves 
it to shift for itself for fear of-scandal. We do not like) 
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Sir Walter’s gratuitous servility: we like Lord Byron's pre¬ 
posterous liberalism little better. He may affect the prin¬ 
ciples of equality, but he resumes his privilege of peerage, 
upon occasion. His Lordship has made great offers of 
service to the Greeks—money and horses. He is at present 
in Ccphalonia, waiting the event! 

« * • • • ■ • 

We had written thus far when news came of the death 
of Lord Byron, and put an end at once to a strain of some¬ 
what peevish invective, which was intended to meet liis eye, 
not to insult his memory. Had we known that we were 
writing his epitaph, we must have done it with a different 
feeling. As it is, we think it better and more like himself, 
to let what we had written stand, than to take up our leaden 
shafts, and try to melt them into “ tears of sensibility,” or 
mould them into dull praise, and an affected show of can¬ 
dour. We were not silent during the author’s life-time, 
either for his reproof or encouragement (such as .we could 
give, and he did not disdain to accept) nor can we now 
turn undertakers’ men to fix the glittering plate upon his 
coffin, or fall into the procession of popular woe.—Dcatli 
cancels every thing but truth ; and strips a man of every 
tiling but genius and virtue. It is a sort of natural canon¬ 
ization. It makes the meanest of us sacred—it installs the 
poet in his immortality, and lifts him to the skies. Death 
is the great assayer of the sterling ore of talent. At his 
touch the drossy particles fall off, the irritable, the personal, 
the gross, and mingle with the dust—the finer and more 
ethereal part mounts with the winged spirit to watch over 
our latest memory, and protect our bones from insult. We 
consign the least worthy qualities to oblivion, and cherish 
the nobler and imperishable nature with double pride and 
fondness. Nothing could show the real superiority of 
genius in a more striking point of view than the idle con- 
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tests and the public inditYereiice about the place of Lord 
r>\Toirs iutcrniciit, wbetber in Wcstniinstcr Abbev or his 
own family-vault. A kin;^ must have a coronation—a noble¬ 
man a funeral-proccssicni.—The man is notbinj^ without the 
paf^eant. I'he poet's cemetery is the human niin<l, in which 
he sows the seeds of never-ending; thought—bis monument 
is to be found in bis works: 

“ NotliiiiK c«nn cover bis biRb fame but Heaven; 

No pyramids set (iff bis memory. 

hut the eternal sul)stancc of bis greatness.” 

Lord r>yron is dead: be also died a martyr to his zeal in 
the cause of freedom, for the last, best hopes of man. Let 
that be his excuse and his ej^itaph! 
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ON POETRY IN GENERAL 


The best g-eneral notion which I can give of poetry is, 
^that it is the natural impression of any object or event, 
by its vividness exciting an involuntary movement of im¬ 
agination and passion, and producing, by sympatliy, a cer¬ 
tain modulation of the voice, or sounds, expressing- it. 

In treating of poetry, I sliall speak first of the subject- 
matter of it, next of the forms of expression to which it 
gives birth, and afterwards of its connection with harmony 
oi .sound. 

Poetry is the language of the imagination and the pas¬ 
sions;, It relates to whatever gives immediate pleasure or 
pain to the human mind. It comes home to the bosoms and 
businesses of men; for nothing but what so comes home 
todJiem in ^iiost general and intelligible shape, can be 
a subject^fti^ poetry. Poetry is the universal language 
which the heart holds with nature and itself. He who has 
a contempt for poetry, cannot have much respect for hiin- 
self, or for any thing else. It is not a mere frivolous 
accomplishment, (as some persons have been led to im¬ 
agine) the trilling amusement of a few idle readers or 
leisure hours—it has been the study and delight of mankind 
in all ages. Many people suppose that poetry is something 
to be found only in books, contained in lines of ten syllables 
with like endings: but wherever there is a sense of beauty, 
or power, or harmony, as in the motion of a wave of the 
sea, in the growth of a flower that “ spreads its sweet 
leaves to the air and dedicates its beauty to the sun, 
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there is poetry, in its birth, if lu^itury is a .c:ravc study, 
poetry may be said to be a j^raver: its materials lie dcei)cr, 
and are spread wider. IliNtory treats, for tbe most part, 
of the cuml)rous and unwieldy masses of thinj^s, tbe empty 
erases in which the afTairs of the world are iKicked. under 
the heads of intrii^ue or war, in difTerent states, anti from 
century to century : but tbere is no thoutjht or fcelinj^ that 
can have entered into the mind of man, which he would 
be ea.ij:er to communicate tt) others, or which they would 
listen to with deliiiht. that i.s pot a fit subject Jot* poetry. « 
It is not a branch of authorship rdt is “ the stulT of which^^ 
(Hir lite is made. 1 he rest is “ mere oblivion,*’ a dead 
letter; for all that is worth remembering; in life, is the 
poetiy of it. hear is poetry, hope is poetry, love is poetry, 
hatred is poetry; contempt, jealousy, remorse, admiration, 

<Iespair. or madness, arc all poetry. Up.etry 
i.'^that line particle within us, that expands, rarefies, refines, 
raises our whole beini; : without it “man’s life is poor as 
beast's." Alan is a poeticid annn;d: and those of us who 
do not study the principles of poetry, act upon them all 
our l ives, like Aloliere s Hourt^eois (icntilhomme, who had 
always spoken prose withiiiit knowing it. 'I'he child is a 
])oet in fact, when he first plays at hide-and-seek, or rejicats 
the story (►f Jack the (iiant-killer; the shc])herd-bcw is a 
poet, when he first crowns his mistress with a g^arland of 
flowers; the countryman, when he stops to look at the 
rainbow; the city-apprentice, when he pazes after the Lord- 
Alayor’s show; the miser, when he hui^s his gold; the cour¬ 
tier. who builds his ho|>es upim a smile; the savage, who 
paints his idol with blood; the slave, who worships a tyrant, 
or the tyrant, who fancies himself a jj;od;—the vain, the 
ambitious, the proud, the choleric man. the hero and the 
coward, the be^j^ar and the kino;, the rich and the poor, 
the yount:; aiul the old. all live in a world of their own 
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j making; and the poet does no more than flescrihe what all 
I the others think and act. If his art is folly and madness, 
! it is folly and madness at second hand. ‘'There is warrant 
for it.” Poets alone have not “ such seething brains, such 
: shaping fantasies, that apprehend more than cooler reason ” 
can. 


“ The lunatic, the lover, and tlie poet 
Are of imagination all compact. 

One sees more devils than vast hell can hold : 

The madman. While the lover, all as frantic. 

Sees Helen’s beauty in a brow of Eg\pt. 

The poet’s eye in a fine frenzy rolling. 

Doth glance from heav'n to earth, from earth to heav’n; 
And as imagination bodies forth 
The forms of things unknown, the poet's pen 
Turns them to shape, and gives to airy nothing 
A local haI>itation and a name. 

Such tricks hath strong imagination.” 


If poetry is a dream, the business of life is much the 
same. If it is a fiction, made uji of what we wish things 
to be, and fancy that they are, because we wish them so, 
there is no other nor better reality. Ariosto has described 
the loves of Angelica and Medoro: but was not Medoro, 
who carved the name of his mistress (^n the barks of trees, 
as much enamoured of her charms as he? llomer has 
celebrated the anger of Achilles: but was not the hero as 
mad as the poet? Plato banished the poets from his Com¬ 
monwealth, lest their descriptions of the natural man should 
spoil his mathematical man, who was to be without passions 
and affections, who was neither to laugh nor weep, to feel 
sorrow nor anger, to be cast down nor elated by any thing. 
This was a chimera, however, which never existed but in 
the brain of the inventor; and Homer's poetical world has 
outlived Plato’s philosophical Republic. 

Poetry then is an imitation of nature, but the imagination 
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aiKl the passions, arc a i)arl of man's nature. \Yc...shape 
things according to our wishes and fancies, witliout poetry; 
l)Ut poetry is the most cmi)hatical language that can be 
hnind for those creations of tlie mind “ which ecstacy is 
very cunning in." Xeither a mere description of natural 
objects, nor a mere delineation of natural feelings, however 
distinct or forcible, constitutes the ultimate end and aim of 
poetry, without the heightenings of the imagination. The 
liglit of ])octry is not only a direct but also a reflected light, 
that while it shows us the object, throws a sparkling radi¬ 
ance on all around it: the dame of the passions, com¬ 
municated to the imagination, reveals to us, as with a flash 
of lightning, the inmost recesses of thought, and penetrates 
our whole being. Poetry represents forms chiefly as they 
suggest other forms; feelings, as they suggest forms or 
other feelings. Poetry puts a spirit of life and motion into 
the universe. It describes the flowitig, not the fixed. It 
<loes not define the limits c>f sense, or analyze the distinc- 
ti(»ns of the understanding, but signifies the excess of the 
imagination beyond the actual or ordinary impression of 
any object or feeling, 'fhe poetical impression of any 
object is that uneasy, exquisite sense of beauty or power 
that cannot be contained within itself; that is impatient of 
all limit; that (as flame beiuls to flame) strives to link itself 
to some other image of kindred beauty or grandeur; to 
enshrine itself, as it were, in the highest forms of fancy, 
and to relieve the aching sense of pleasure by expressing 
it in the boldest manner, and by the most striking c.xamples 
of the same quality in other instances. Poetry, according 
to Lord Bacon, for this reason “ has something divine in 
it, because it raises the mind and hurries it into sublimity, 
by c(informing the shows of things to the desires of the. 
soul, instead of subjecting the soul to external things, as 
reason and history do.” It is strictly the language of the 
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/iniagiiiation; and the imagination is tliat faculty w liicli 
^ represents objects, not as they are in themselves, but as they 
= are moulded by other thoughts and feelings, into an infinitj 
j variety of shapes and combinations of power. This lan- 
. guage is not the less true to nature, because it is false in 
point of fact; but so much the more true and natural, if 
it conveys the impression which the object uiKler tlie influ¬ 
ence of passion makes on the mind. Let an object, for 
instance, be presented to the senses in a state of agitation 
or fear-^and the imagination will distort or magnify the 
object, and convert it into the likeness of whatever is most 
proper to encourage the fear. “ Our eyes arc made the 

fools of our other faculties. This is the universal law of 
the imagination, 

r/“That if it would but apprehend some joy, 

It comprehends some bringer of that joy: 

Or in the night imagining some fear, 

How easy is a bush suppos’d a bear! ” 

When lachimo says of Imogen, 

“ The flame o' th* taper 

Bows toward her, and would under-peep her lids 
To see the enclosed lights ”— 

this passionate interpretation of the motion of the flame to 
accord with the speaker’s own feelings, is true poetry. The 
lover, equally with the poet, speaks of the auburn tresses 
of his mistress as locks of shining' gold, because the least 
tinge of yellow in the hair has. from novelty and a sense 
of personal beauty, a more lustrous effect to the imagina¬ 
tion than the purest gold. We compare a man of gigantic 
stature to a tower: not that he is any thing like so large, 
but because the excess of his size beyond what we are 
accustomed to expect, or the usual size of things of the 
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same class, produces by contrast a Greater feeling of mag- 
nitiule and ponderous strength than another object of ten 
times the same dimensions. The- intensity of the feeling 
makes up for the disproportion of the objects. Things 
are equal to the imagination, which have the power of 
affecting the mind with an ctpial degree of terror, admira¬ 
tion, delight, or love. \\ hen Eear calls iijion the heavens 
to avenge his cause, “ for they are old like him." there is 
notliing extravagant or imiiious in this sublime identifica¬ 
tion (>f his age with theirs; for there is no otlier image 
which could do jirstice to the agonising sense of his wrongs 
and his despair !')C ' , 

Toi^lry is the liigh-wi^ought enthusiasiv of fancy and 
feeling. As in <lescribing natural objects, it impregnates 
sciisible inijiressions witli the forms of fancy, so it describes 
tbc feelings of pleasure or pain, by blending them with the 
strongest movements of passion, and the most striking forms 
of nature. 1 ragic poetry, which is the most impassioned 
s[)ecics of it. strives to carry on the feeling to the utmost 
fioint <if sublimity or pathos, by all the force of comparison 
or contrast ; loses the sense of present sulTering in the imag¬ 
inary exaggeration of it; exhausts the terror or jiity bv an 
unlimited indulgence of it ; grapples with impossibilities in its 
desperate impatience of restraint; throws ns back uiH>n the 
past, forward into the future; brings everv moment of our 
being or object of nature in startling review before us; and 
in the rapid whirl of events, lifts us from the dcjiths of woe 
to the highest C(mtemp'latit)ns on human life. When Lear 
says, of lulgar, " Nothing but his unkind daughters could 
liavc bnnight him to this;" what a bewildered amazement, 
what a wrench of the imagination, that cannot be brought 
to conceive of any other cause of misery than that which 
has bowed it down, and absorbs all other sorrow in its 
own! Ilis sorrow, like a Hood, sujiplics the sources of all 
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other sorrow Agai.i, wlien Iie exclaims m the mad scene 
The httle dogs ami all, Tray. Blanche, ami Sweetheart 
see, they baik at me! ’ ,t is passion lending occasion to 
imagination to make every creature in league against him 
conjuring up ingratitude and insult in their least looked-for 
and most galling shaiies, searching every thread and fibre 
of his heart, and finding out the last remaining image of 
respect or attachment in the bottom of his breast, only to 
torture and kill it! In like manner the “So I am” of 
Cordelia gushes from her heart like a torrent of tears, 
relieving it of a weight of love and of suiiposcd ingratitude, 
which had pressed upon it for years. What a fi'ne return 
of the passion upon itself is that in Othello—with what a 
mingled agony of regret and desjiair he clings to the last 
traces of departed hajiiiiness—when he exclaims. 


“ Oh now, for over 

I arewel the tranquil mind, harcwel content* 
Farewel the plumed troops an<l the big wars. 

That make ambition virtue! Oh farewell 
Farewel the neighing steed, and the shrill trump 
ihe spint-stirring drum, th’ ear-piercing fife. 
The royal banner, and all quality. 

Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war: 
And O 30U mortal engines, whose rude throats 
Th immortal Jove’s dread clamours counterfeit 
Farewel! Othello’s occupation’s gone!” 


How liis passion lashes itself up and swells and rages like 
a tide in its sounding course, when, in answer to the doubts 
expressed of his returning love, he says. 

Never, lago. Like to the Pontic sea. 

Whose icy current and compulsive course 
Ne’er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontic and the Hellespont: 

Even so^ my blpody thoughts, with violent pace, 

Shall ne er look back, ne’er ebb to humble love, 

Till that a capable and wide revenge 
Swallow them up.”— 


j'S ICxoLisn Lri i;uATrHE 

1 he climax of liis expostulation afterwards with Desde- 
mona is at that line, 

“ Hut there wliere I had garner'd up my heart, 

To be discarded thence!”— 

One mode in which the dramatic exhibition of passion 
excites onr sympathy without raisini^ t)ur dis‘j;;iist is, that 
in proportitjn as it sharpens the edj^e of calamity and dis¬ 
appointment, it strengthens the desire of j^ood. It cn- 
hances our consciousness of the hlessinir. hv niakim*- us 
seitsihle of the maf^nitude of the loss. 'I'he storm of pas¬ 
sion lays hare and shews us the rich de(>ths of the human 
soul: the whole of our existence, the sum total of our 
passions and i)ursuits, of that which we desire and that 
which we dread, is brouf^^ht beh)re us by contrast; the action 
and re-action arc equal; the keenness of imnuxliate suffering- 
only gives us a more intense aspiration after, and a more 
intimate particijiation with the antagonist world-of good: 
makes us drink deeper of the cup t)f human life; tugs at 
the heart-strings: loosens the pressure about them; and 
calls the springs of thought and feeling into play with 
tenfold force. 

Itiipassioncd i)oetry is an emanation of the moral ami 
‘ intellectual part of our nature, as well as of the sensitive— 
of the desire to know, the will to act, and the power to feel: 

( 

and ought to appeal to these tlilYcrent parts of our con- 
' stitutii)!!. in order to be j)erfcct. The (k>meslic or prose 
1 tragedy, which is thought io be the most natural, is in this 
sense the least so, hec; 

^ one of these faculties 

Moore and I.illo, for this reason, however afiecting at the 
time, oppress and lie like a dead weight ui)on the mind, 
a load of misery which it is unable to throw otY: t he tra gedy 
of Shaks[)eare, which is true j^oetry. stirs our inmost af- 


mse it appeals almost exclusively to 
. our sensibility. 'I'he tragedies of 
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f fections; abstracts evil from itself by coinbinin- it with all 
. the forms of imagination, and with the (Icejicst workings of 
the heart, and rouses the whole man within us. 

The.pleasure, however, derived from tragic poetry, is not 
’ anything peculiar to it as poetry, as a fictitious and fanciful 
thing. It IS. not an anomaly of the imagination. It has 
its source and ground-work in the common love of strong 
c.iiSitenient. As Mr. Burke observes, people Hock to see 
a tragedy; but if there were a public execution in the next 
street, the theatre would very soon be empty. It Is-not then 
the difference between fiction and reality that solves the 
di^ulty. Children are satisfied with the stories of ghosts 
and witches in plain prose: nor do the hawkers of full? true, 
and particular accounts of murders and executions about 
the streets, find it necessary to have them turned into penny 
ballads, before they can dispose of these interesting and 
, authentic documents. The grave politician drives a thriving 
trade of abuse and calumnies poured out against those 
whom he makes his enemies for no other end than that he 
may live by them. The popular preacher makes less fre- 
ejuent mention of heaven than of hell. Oaths and nicknames 
/ ^ vulgar sort of poetry or rhetoric. We are 

ippd_ pf indulging our violent passions as of reading 
a description of those of others. as prone to make 

\ ajorment q^f our fears, as to luxuriate in our hopes of good. 

[ If it be asked, Why we do so? the best answer will be, 

! Because we cannot help it. The sense of power is as strong 
\ ^ in the mind as the love of pleasure. Objects 

;■ terror and pity exercise the same despotic control over 
those of love or beauty. It. is as natural to hate as 
t o lov e, to despise as to admire, to express our hatred or 
I contempt, as our love or admiration. 


1 


“ Masterless passion sways us to the mood 
Of what it likes or loathes.” 
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j Not that wc like what wc loathe; hut wc like to indulge 
“ our hatred and scorn of it; to dwell upon it. to exasperate 
onr idea of it hy every rctinenieiil ingenuity and ex¬ 
travagance of illustration ; to make it a hughear to ourselves, 
to point it out to others in all the splendour of deformity, 
to embody it to the senses, to stigmati'^e it by name, to 
grapple with it in thought, in action, to sharpen our intel- 
' lect, to arm our will against it, to know the worst wc have 
, to contend with, and to contend with it to the utmost. 

poetry is only the highest elocpience of passion, the most 
i vivid form of expression that can he given to our concep- 
j tion of any thing, whether pleasurable or painful, mean 
or dignified, delightful or distressing. It is the perfect 
coincidence of the image and the words with the feeling 
we have, and of which we camun get rid in any other way, 
that gives an instant “ satisfaction to the thought.*’ This 
\ is cTiually the origin of wit and fancy, of comedy and 
\ tragedv, of the sublime and i)athetic. When Pope says of 
) the Lord Mayor’s shew.— 

" Now iiij.’lit descending, tlie protnl scene is o’er, 

Hii* lives in Settle’s numl>ers one day more!” 

wlicn Collins makes Danger, with “ limbs of giatU mould,” 

*' Thr(nv him on the steep 
Of some loose hanging rock asleep:” 

when Lear calls out in extreme angtiish, 

“ In^ratitmlc. thoii marhlc-hearted fiend, 
ll(»w much more hideous shew’st in a child 
Than the sea-monster!” 

—thg passion of contempt in the one case, of terror in the 
other, and of indignation in the last, is perfectly satisfied. 
Wc see the thing ourselves, and shew it to others as we 
feel it to exist, and Its, in spite of ourselves, we are com- 
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j peljed to think of it. The. iuiagiuation, by thus embodying 

i and turning them to shape, gives an obvious relief to the 

j m^stmct and importunate cravings of the will.—We do not 

I wish the thing to be so; but we wish it to appear such as it 

, >s. hqr knowledge is conscious power; and the mind is no 

longer, in this case, the dupe, though it may be the victim 
of vice or folly. 

Poetry is in all its shapes the language of the imagination 
aiKl the passions, of fancy and will. Nothing, therefore, 
can be more absurd than the outcry which has been some¬ 
times raised by frigid and pedantic critics, for reducing 
the language of poetry to the standard of common sense 
and reason: for the end and use of i)oetry, “both at the 
first and now, was and is to hold the mirror up to nature,*’ 
seen through tlie medium of passion and imagination, not 
divested of that medium by means of literal truth or ab¬ 
stract reason. 1 he painter of history might as well be 
required to represent the face of a person who has just 
trod upon a serpent with the still-life expression of a 
common portrait, as the poet to describe the most striking 
and vivid impressions which things can be supposed to 
make upon the mind, in the language of common conversa¬ 
tion. Let who will strip nature of the colours and the 
shapes of fancy, the poet is not bound to do so; the im¬ 
pressions of common sense and strong imagination, that is, 
of passion and indifTerence, cannot be the same, and they 
must have a separate language to do justice to either. Ob¬ 
jects must strike differently upon the mind, independently 
of what they are in themselves, as long as we have a dif¬ 
ferent interest in them, as we see them in a different point 
of view, nearer or at a greater distance (morally or phys¬ 
ically speaking) from novelty, from old acquaintance, from 
our ignorance of them, from our fear of their consequences, 
from contrast, from unexpected likeness. We can no more 


262 


English Literature 


take away the faculty of the imagination, Uian we can see 
all objects without light or shade. Some things must dazzle 
us by their preternatural light; others must hold us in 
suspense, and tempt our curiosity to explore their obscurity. 
Those who would dispel these various illusions, to give us 
their drab-coloured creation in their stead, are not very 
wise. Let the naturalist, if he will, catch the glow-wonn, 
carry it home with him in a box. and find it next morning 
notliiiiR but a little grey worm ; let the poet or the lover 
of poetry visit it at evening, when beneath the scented 
hawthorn and the crescent moon it has huilt itself a palace 
of emerald light. This is also one part of nature, one 
appearance which the glow-worm presents, and that not 
the least interesting; so .poetry is ojie.part of the history 
oj the human mind, though it is neither science nor philos- 
opiiy. It cannot he concealed, however, that the progress 
of knowledge and refinement has a tendency to circum¬ 
scribe the limits of the imagination, and to clip the wings 
of poetrv. The province of the imagination is principally 
visionary, the unknown and undefined: the understanding 
restores things to their natural boundaries, and strips them 
of their fanciful pretensions. Hence the history of religious 
and poetical enthusiasm is much the same; and both have 
received a sensible shock from the progress of experimental 
nhilosophv. It is the undefined and uncommon that pves 
birth and scope to the imagination; we can only fancy 
what we do not know. As in looking into the mazes of a 
tail-led wooil we fill them with what shapes we please, with 
ravenous beasts, with caverns vast, and drear enchantments, 
so in our ignorance of the world about us, we make gods 
or’ devils of the first object we sec, and set no bounds to 
the wilful suggestions of our hopes and fears. 


" And visions, as poetic eyes avow. 

Hang on each leaf and cling to every bough. 
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Ibert* can never be another Jacob's dream. Since that 
time, the heavens have gone farther off, and grown astro¬ 
nomical. They have become averse to the imagination, nor 
will they return to us on the squares of the distances, or 
on Doctor Chalmers’s Discourses. Rembrandt's picture 
brings the matter nearer to us.—It is not only the progress 
of inechanical knowledge, but the necessary advances of 
civilization that are unfavourable to the spirit of poetry. 
We not only stand in less awe of the preternatural world, 
but we can calculate more surely, and look with more indif¬ 
ference, upon the regular routine of this. The heroes of 
the fabulous ages rid the world of monsters and giants. At 
present we are less exposed to the vicissitudes of good or 
evil, to the incursions of wild beasts or “bandit fierce.” or 
to the unmitigated fury of the elements. The time has 
been that our fell of hair would at a dismal treatise rouse 
and stir as life were in it.” But the police spoils all; and 
we now hardly so much as dream of a midnight murder. 
Macbeth is only tolerated in this country for the sake of 
the music; and in the United States of America, where the 
philosophical principles of government are carried still far¬ 
ther in theory and practice, we find that the Beggar's Opera 
is hooted from the stage. Society, by degrees, is con¬ 
structed into a machine that carries us safely and insipidly 

from one end of life to the other, in a very comfortable 
prose style. 

“ Obscurity her curtain round them drew. 

And siren Sloth a dull quietus sung.” 

The remarks which have been here made, would, in some 
measure, lead to a solution of the question of the com¬ 
parative merits of painting and poetry. I do not mean to 
give any preference, but it should seem that the argument 
which has been sometimes set up, that painting must affect 
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tlic iniajrination more stronj^ly. because it represents the 
image more distinctly, is not well founded. \\ e may as¬ 
sume without much temerity, that poetry is more poetical 
than ])ainting. W’lien artists or connoisseurs talk on stilts 
about the jHietry of painting, they ^hew that they know 
little about poetry, and have little U)ve for the art. l*ainting 
giv^es the <»hject itself ; petetry what it implies. Pain dng 
embodies what a thing contains in itself: poetry suggests 
what exists out of it, in any manner connected with it. But 
thisjast is the i)roper ])rovince of the imagination. Again, 
as it relates to passion, painting gives the event, poetry the 

^9 

prog^gss. of-events: hut it is during the pia)gress. in the 
interval of exi>ectation and suspense, while our hopes and 
fears are strained to the highest pitch of breathless agony, 
that the pinch of the interest lies 


V 


“ lU'twecn the aclln.n of a drcadfnl thing 
And the first motion, all tlie interim is 
Like a ph.mtasjna or a liiileous dream. 

The mortal instruments are then in council: 

And tlu* state of man. like to a little kingdom, 

Sutlers then the nature of an insurrection." 

Ihit i)y the time that the picture is painted, all is over, 
h'aces are the best part of a picture; hut even faces are 
not what we chieily rememher in what interests us most.— 
lint it may be asked then. Is there any thing better than 
C laude Lorraine’s landscapes, than I itian s portraits, than 
Raphael's cartoons, or the Ciieek statues? Of the two 
first 1 shall say nothing, as they are evidently picturesque, 
rather than imaginative. Raphaol’s cartoons arc certainly 
the finest comments that ever were made on the Scriptures. 
Would their effect be the same if wo were not acquainted 
with the text? But the New Testament existed before the 
cartoons. There is one subject of which there is no car¬ 
toon, Christ washing the feet of the disciples the night 
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before his death. But that cha[)ter does not need a com¬ 
mentary ! It is for want of some sucli resting-place for 
the imagination that the Greek statues are little else than 
specious forms. They are marble to the touch and to the 
heart. They have not an informing principle within them. 
In their faultless excellence they appear sufficient to them¬ 
selves. By their beauty they are raised above the frailties 
of passion or suffering. By their beauty they are deified. 
But they are not objects of religious faith to us, and their 
forms are a reproach to common humanity. Tliey seem 

to have no sympathy with us, and not to want our admira¬ 
tion. 

Poetry in its matter and form is natural imagery or 
filing, combined with passion and fancy. In its mode of 
conveyance, it combines the ordinary use of language, with 
musical expression. There is a question of long standing 

consists ; or what it is that 
determines why one set of ideas should be expressed in 
prose, another in verse. Milton has told us his idea of 
poetry in a single line— 

** Thoug hts that voluntary move 
Harmonious nuniiBers.” 

As there are certain sounds that excite certain move¬ 
ments, and the song and dance go together, so there are, 
no doubt, certain thoughts that lead to certain tones of 
voice, or modulations of sound, and change “ the words of 
Mercury into the songs of Apollo.” There is a striking 
instance of this adaptation of the movement of sound and 
rhythm to the subject, in Spenser’s description of the Satyrs 
accompanying Una to the cave of Sylvanus. y 

/ 

“ So from the ground she fearless doth arise 

And walketh forth without suspect of crime. ‘ . 
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They, all as glad as birds of joyous i>rinic, 

Thence lead lier forth, about lier dancing round. 
Shouting and singing all a shepherd's rhyme: 

And with green l)ranches strewing all the ground, 
Do worship her as queen with olive garland crown d. 


And all the way their merry pipes they sound. 

That all the woods with doubled echo ring; 

And with their horned feet do wear the ground, 
Leaping like wanton kids in pleasant spring; 

So towards old Sylvaniis they her bring. 

Who with the noise awaked, cometh out." 

luicry Queen, h. i. c. vi. 


On the contrary, there is nothing; either nutsical or natural 
in the ordinary construction of language. It is a tiling 
altogether arbitrary and conventional. Neither in the 
sounds themselves, which arc the voluntary signs of certain 
ideas, nor in their grammatical arrangements in common 
siicech, is there any princiide of natural imitation, or cor¬ 
respondence to the individual itleas. or to the tone of feeling 
with which they arc conveyed to others. Ihc jerks, the 
breaks, the ineciualitics, anti harshnesses of prose are fatal 
to the flow of a poetical imagination, as a jolting road or 
a stumbling horse disturbs the reverie of an absent man. 
lUit poetry makes these odds all even. It is the music of 
language, answering to the music of the mind, untying as 
it were “ the secret soul of harmony." Wherever any 
object takes such a hold of the mintl as to make us dwell 
upon it, and brood over it, melting the lieart in tenderness, 
or kindling it to a sentiment of enthusiasm;—wherever a 
movement of imagination or jiassion is imiiressed on the 
mind, by which it seeks to prolong and repeat the emotion, 
to bring all other objects into accord with it. and to give 
the saihe movement of harmony, sustained and continuous, 
or gradually varied according to the occasion, to the sounds 
that express it—this is poetry. The muMcal in sound is the 
sustained and continuous; the musical in thought is the 
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uiid continuous ulso. J lici'c is nctir connection 
between music and deep-rooted passion. Mad people siiu*-. 
As often as articulation passes naturally into intonation, 
there poetry begins. Where one idea gives a tone and 
colour to otliers. where one feeling melts others into it, 
there can be no reason why the same principle should not 
he exteiKled to the sounds by which the voice utters these 
onotions of the soul, and blends syllables and lines into 
each other. It is to supply the inherent defect of harmony 
in the customary mechanism of language, to make tlie 
sound an echo to the sense, when the sense becomes a sort 
of echo to itself—to mingle the tide of verse. “ the golden 
cadences of poetry,” with the tide of feeling, flowing and 
murmuring as it flows—in short, to take the language of 
the imagination from off the ground, and enable it to 
spread its wings where it may indulge its own impulses— 

“ Sailing with supreme dominion 
Through the azure deep of air ”— 

without being stopped, or fretted, or diverted with the 
abruptnesses and petty obstacles, and discordant flats and 
sharps of prose, that poetry was invented. It is to common 
language, what springs are to a carriage, or wings to feet. 
In ordinary speech we arrive at a certain harmony by the 
modulations of voice: in poetry the same thing is done 
systematically by a regular collocation of syllables. It lias 
been well observed, that every one who declaims warmly, 
or grows intent upon a subject, rises into a sort of blank 
verse or measured prose. The merchant, as described in 
Chaucer, went on his way ** sounding always the increase 
of his winning.” Every prose-writer has more or less of 
rhythmical adaptation, except poets, who. when deprived 
of the regular mechanism of verse, seem to have no prin¬ 
ciple of r\ioduIation left in their writings. 
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An excuse might be made for rhyme in the same manner. 
It is but fair that the ear should linger on the sounds that 
delight it. or avail itself of the same brilliant coincidence 
and unexpected recurrence of syllables, that have been 
displayed in the invention and collocation of images. It is 
allowed that rliyme assists the memory ; and a man of wit 
and shrewtlness has been heard to say, that the only four 
good lines of poetry are the well-known ones which tell the 
number of days in the months of the year. 

" Tliirty (lays hath Scptoiiher.” etc. 


Hut if the jingle of names assists the memory, may it not 
also (piicken the fancy? and there are other things worth 
having at our lingers’ eufK, besides the contents of the 
almanac.— Hope's versification is tiresome, from its ex¬ 
cessive sweetne^s and uniformity. Shakspeare’s blank 
verse is the perfection of dramatic diaUigue. 

All is not ])oetry that ]>asses for such: nor does verse 
make the whole difference between poetry and prose. The 
Iliad does not cease to be ptietry in a literal translation; 
and Addison’s Campaign has been very ])roperly denom¬ 
inated a (iazette in rhyme. Common prose dilYers from 
poetry, as treating for the most part either of such trite, 
familiar, and irksome matters of fact, as convey no ex¬ 
traordinary impulse to the imagination, or else of such 
difficult and laborious processes i>f the undei standing, as do 
not admit of the wayward or violent movements either of 
the imagination or the passions. 

1 will mention three works which come as near to poetry 
as possible without absolutely being so, namely, the Pil¬ 
grim’s l'*rogress, Robinson Crusoe, and the Talcs of Boc¬ 
caccio. Chaucer and Dryden have translated some of the 
last into English rhyme, but the essence and the power 
of poetry was there before. That which lifts the spirit 


On Poetry tn General 


269 

above the earth, which draws the soul out of itself with 
indescribable longings, is poetry in kind, and generally fit 
to become so in name, by being “ married to immortal 
verse/’ If it is of the essence of poetry to strike and 
fix the imagination, whether we will or no, to make the 
eye of childhood glisten with the starting tear, to be never 
thought of afterwards with indifference, John Bunyan and 
Daniel Defoe may be permitted to pass for poets in their 
way. The mixture of fancy and reality in the Pilgrim's 
Progress was never equalled in any allegory. His pil¬ 
grims walk above the earth, and yet are on it. What zeal, 
what beauty, what truth of fiction ! What deep feeling in 
the description of Christian's swimming across the water 
at last, and in the picture of the Shining Ones within the 
gates, with wings at their backs and garlands on their 
heads, who are to wipe all tears from his eyes! The 
writer’s genius, though not “ dipped in dews of Castalie,” 
was baptised with the Holy Spirit and with fire. The prints 
in this book are no small part of it. If the confinement of 
Philoctetes in the island of Lemnos was a subject for the 
most beautiful of all the Greek tragedies, what shall we 
say to Robinson Crusoe in his? Take the speech of the 
Greek hero on leaving his cave, beautiful as it is, and 
compare it with the reflections of the English adventurer 
in his solitary place of confinement. The thoughts of 
home, and of all from which he is for ever cut off, swell 
and press against his bosom, as the heaving ocean rolls 
its ceaseless tide against the rocky shore, and the very 
beatings of his heart become audible in the eternal silence 
that surrounds him. Thus he says, 

“ As I walked about, either in my hunting, or for viewing the 
country, the anguish of my soul at my condition would break out 
upon me on a sudden, and my very heart would die within me to 
think of the woods, the mountains, the deserts I was in; and how 
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1 was a prisoner, lockcrl np with tlie eternal l>ars an<I holts of the 
ocean, in an uiiinhahitcd wihlerness. witliont redemption. In the 
midst of the greatest composures of my mind, this would break 
out upon me like a storm, and make me wring my hands, and weep 
like a child. Sometimes it would take me in the middle of my 
work, and I would immediately sit down and sigh, and look upon 
the ground for an hour or two together, and this was still worse 
to me. for if 1 could hurst out into tears. i>r vent myself in words, 
it woidd go off, and the grief having exhausted itself would abate.” 


Tlic story of liis adventures would not make a poem like 
the Odyssey, it is true; but the relator had the true genius 
of a poet. It has been made a question whether Richard¬ 
son's romances arc poetry; and the answer perhaps is, that 
they arc not poetry, because they are not romance. The 
interest is worked up to an inconceivable height; but it is 
by an infinite number of little things, by incessant labour 
and calls upon the attention, by a repetition of blows that 
have no rebound in them. The sympathy excited is not 
a voluntary contribution, but a tax. Nothing is unforced 
and spontaneous. There is a want of elasticity and motion. 
The story docs not “give an echo to the scat where love 
is throned.” The heart docs not answer of itself like a 
chord in music. The fancy <locs not run on before the 
writer with breathless expectation, but is dragged along 
with an infinite number of jiins and wheels, like those with 
which the Lilliputians dragged ('lullivcr pinioned to the 
royal palace.—Sir Charles Grandison is a coxciMnb. What 
sort of a figure would he cut, translated into an epic poem, 
by the side of Achilles? Clarissa, the divine Clarissa, is 
too interesting by half. She is interesting in her ruffles, in 
her gloves, her samplers, her aunts and uncles—she is 
interesting in all that is uninteresting. Such things, how¬ 
ever intensely they may be brought home to us. are not 
conductors to the imagination. There is infinite truth and 
feeling in Richardson; but it is extracted from a caput 
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morhtu}}i of circunistaiiccs : it does not evaporate of itself. 
His poetical genius is like Ariel confined in a pine-tree, 
and requires an artificial process to let it t)iit. Sliakspeare 
says— 

“ Our poesy is as a gum 

Which issues whence ’tis nourished, our gentle flame 
Provokes itself, and like the current flies 
Each bound it chafes.* 


I shall conclude this general account with some remarks 
on four of the principal works of poetry in the world, at 
different periods of history—Homer, the Eible, Dante, and 
let me add, Ossian. In Homer, the principle of action or life 
is predominant: in the Bible, the principle of faith and 
the idea of Providence; Dante is a personification of blind 
will; and in Ossian we see the deca)^ of life, and the lag 
end of the world. Homer's poetry is the heroic: it is full / 
of life and action: it is bjight as__thc day, strong as a 


rjveL In the vigour of his intellect, he grapples with all 
the objects of nature, and enters into all the relations of 
social life. He saw many countries, and the manners of 


many 

poem. 


men; and he has brought them all together in his 
He describes his heroes going to battle with a 


prodigality of life, arising from an exuberance of animal 


\ 

* 

I 



I * Burke’s writings are not poetry, notwithstanding tlie vividness of 
/ the fancy, because the subject matter is abstruse and dry, not natural. 
/ but artificial. The difference between poetry and eloquence is. that 
I the one is the eloquence of the imagination, and the other of the 
» understanding. Eloquence tries to persuade the will, and convince 
? the reason : poetry produces its effects by instantaneous sympathy. 

Nothing is a subject for poetry that admits of a dispute. Poets arc 
• in general bad prose-writers, because their images, though fine in 
\ themselves, are not to the purpose, and do not carry on the argument, 
j The French poetry wants the forms of the imagination. It is 
\ didactic more than dramatic. And some of our own poetry, which 
^ has been most admired, is only poetry in the rhyme, and in the 
\studied use of poetic diction. 
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spirits; we see them before «s, their number, their 

order of battle, poured out upon the plain, all plumed 
like estriches, like eagles newly bathed, wanton as goa s, 
wild as young bulls, youthful as May, and gorgeous as 
the sun at midsummer." covered with glittering armour, 
with dust and blood; while the Gods quaff their nectar m 
golden cups, or mingle in the fray; and the old men assem¬ 
bled on the walls of Troy rise up with reverence as Helen 
passes by them. The multitiule of things in Homer ts 
wonderful; their splendour, their truth, their force, and 
varietv. His poetry is. like his religion, the Poetry of 
number and form ; he descrihcs the bodies as well as th 

souls of nu'n. , . . 

The poetry of the flihle is that of imagination and of 

faith; it is abstract and disembodied; it is not the poetry 
of form, hut of power ; not of multitude, but of immensi y. 

It does not divide into many, but aggrandizes into one Us 
ideas of nature are like its ideas of God. It is not the 
poetry of social life, hut of solitude; each man seems alone 
in the world with the original forms of nature, the rocks, 
the earth, and the sky. It is not the poetry of action or 
heroic enterprise, but of faith in a supreme Providence, 
and resignation to the power that governs the universe. 
As the idea of God was removed farther from humanity, 

and a scattered polytheism, it became more 
intense as it became more universal, for the Infinite - 
present to every thing; " H we lly into the uttermost parts 
of the earth, it is there also; if we turn to the east or 

the west, we cannot escaiic from it.’ Man is 
grandised in the image of his Maker. Phe history o 
patriarchs is of this kind; they are founders of the chosen 
race of people, the inheritors of the earth; thc\ cxn 

e senerJon, wl.icl. -c con.c ,f.cr Tl,« 

litc ti.eir religious rrecl. is vast, unlormcl. ob- 
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scure, and infinite; a vision is upon it—an invisible hand 
is suspended over it. The spirit of the Christian religion 
consists in the glory hereafter to be revealed ; but in the 
Hebrew dispensation. Providence took an immediate share 
in tlie afifairs of this life. Jacob’s dream arose out of this 
intimate communion between heaven and earth: it was 
this that let down, in the sight of the youthful patriarch, 
a golden ladder from the sky to the earth, with angels 
ascending and descending upon it, and shed a light upon 
the lonely place, which can never pass away. The story 
of Ruth, again, is as if all the deinh of natural affection 
in the human race was involved in her breast. There are 
descriptions in the book of Job more prodigal of imagery, 
more intense in passion, than anything in Homer, as that 
of the state of his prosperity, and of the vision that came 
upon him by night. The metaphors in the Old Testament 
are more boldly figurative. Things were collected more 
into masses, and gave a greater iiio}nentii}n to the imag¬ 
ination. 

Dante was the father of modern poetry, and he may 
therefore claim a place in this connection. His poem is the 
first great step from Gothic darkness and barbarism: and 
the struggle of thought in it to burst the thraldom in whicli 
the human mind had been so long held, is felt in every 
page. He stood bewildered, not appalled, on that dark- 
shore which separates the ancient and the modern world; 
and saw the glories of antiquiU' dawning through the abyss 
of time, while revelation opened its passage to the other 
world. He was lost in wonder at what had been done 
before him, and he dared to emulate it. Dante seems to 
have been indebted to the Bible for the gloomy tone of his 
mind, as well as for the prophetic fury which exalts and 
kindles his poetry; but he is utterly unlike Homer. His 
genius is not a sparkling flame, but the sullen heat of a 
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f.irnacc, IK' is power, pa^si,m, self-will persomfied. In 
all that relates to the deseriptivc or fanciful part of poetry, 
he hears no comparison to many who had gone before, or 
who have come after him ; hut there is a gloomy abstraction 
in his conceptions, which lies like a dead weight upon the 
mind- a bemnnbing stupor, a breathless awe, from tie 
intensity of the im|.ression ; a terrihle obscurity, like that 
which oppresses ns in dreams ; an identity of interest, whica 
moulds every object to its own purposes, and clothes all 
things with the passions and imaginations of the human 
soul,—that make amends for all other deficiencies. The 
immediate ohjects he presents to the mind arc not much in 
themselves, they want grandeur, beauty, and order; but 
they hccome every thing hy the force of the character be 
impresses 11,10,1 them. His mind lends its own power to 
the objects which it contemiilatcs, instead of borrowing it 
from them. He takes advantage even of the nakedness 
aiul ilreary vacuity of his subject, llis imagination iieoples 
the shades of death, and broods over the silent air. He 
is the severest of all writers, the most hard ami impenetra¬ 
ble, the most o],,)osite to the flowery and glittering, who 
relies most on his own iiowcr, and the sense of it in others, 
and who leaves most room to the imagination of his readers. 
Dante’s only endeavour is to interest; and he interests by 
exciting our symiialhy with the emotion by winch he is 
himself iiosscsscd. He docs not place before us the objects 
by which that emotion has been created; but he seizes on 
the attention, by shewing us the elTect they iiroduce on his 
feelings; and his jioetry accordingly gives the same thrilling 
and overwhelming sensation, which is caught by gazing 
on the face of a jierson who has seen .some object of horror. 
The iminobability of the events, the abritinness and monot¬ 
ony in the Inferno, are excessive; hut the interest never 
flags, from the continued earnestness of the author’s mind. 


I 
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Dantes ,G:reat i)o\ver is in conibitiin^ internal feclin^;> with 
external objects. Tims the i^ate of liell, on which that 
\\ ithcriiii:!;' insciiption is written, seems to be endowed with 
spcecli and consciousness, and to utter its dread warnin|T, 
not without a sense of mortal woes. This author habitiiallv 
unites the absolutely local and individual witli the j^rcatcst 
wildness and mysticism. In the midst of the obscure and 
shadowy regions of the lower world, a tomb suddenly 
rises up with the inscription, " I am the tomb of Pojjc 
Anastasius the Sixth ’’: and half the personages whom 


he has crowded into the Inferno are his own acquaintance. 
All this, perhaps, tends to heighten the effect by the bold 
intermixture of realities, and by an appeal, as it were, to 
the individual knowledge and experience of the reader. 
He affords few subjects for picture. There is. indeed, one 
gigantic one, that of Count Ggolino, of which Michael 
Angelo made a bas-relief, and which Sir Joshua Reynolds 
ought not to have painted. 

Another writer whom I shall mention last, and whom I 
cannot persuade myself to think a mere modern in the 
groundwork, is Ossian. He is a feeling and a name that 
can never be destroyed in the minds of his rea<lers. .Vs 
Homer is the first vigour and lustihed, Ossian is the decay 
and old age of poetry. He lives only in the recollection 
and regret of the past. There is one impression which he 
conveys more entirely than all other poets, namel}', the 
sense of privation, the loss of all things, of friends, of 
good name, of country—lie is even without God in the 
world. He converses only with the spirits of the departed : 
with the motionless and silent clouds. The cold moonlight 
sheds its faint lustre on his head; the fox peeps out of 
the ruined tower; the thistle waves its beard to the wander- 

; and the strings of his harp seem, as the hand 
of age, as the tale of other times, passes over them, to 
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sitrh anil rustle like tlic dry reeds in the winter s wind 
Tlie fccliiiK of clicerless dcs.dation. of tlie loss of tlie pith 
„ul sap of existence, of the annihilation of the substance, 
and the clinKint; to the shadow of all things as in a mock 
embrace, is here perfect. In this way the lamentation of 
Selma for the loss of Salgar is the finest of all. If it were 
indeed possible to shew that this writer was nothing, it 
would only be another instance of mutability, another blank 
made, another voi.l left in the heart, another confirmation 
nf that feeling which makes him so often complain. Roll 
on, yo dark brown years, ye bring no joy on your wing to 

O^sian! ” 
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MY FIRST acquaintance WITH POETS 

My father was a Dissentinn^ Minister at W—m in 
SliropsJiire: and in the year 1798 (the figures that compose 
that date are to me like the “ dreaded name of Demo- 
gorgon”) Mr. Coleridge came to Shrewsbury, to succeed 
Mr. Rowe in the spiritual charge of a Unitarian Congrega¬ 
tion there. He did not come till late on the Saturday 
afternoon before he was to preach; and Mr. Rowe, who 
himself went down to the coach in a state of anxiety and 
expectation, to look for the arrival of his successor, could 
find no one at all answering the description but a round- 
faced man in a short black coat (like a shooting jacket) 
which hardly seemed to have been made for him, but who 
seemed to be talking at a great rate to his fellow-pas¬ 
sengers. Mr. Rowe had scarce returned to give an account 
of his disappointment, when the round-faced man in black 
entered, and dissipated all doubts on the subject, by begin¬ 
ning to talk. He did not cease while he staid; nor has 
he since, that I know of. He held the good town of 
Shrewsbury in delightful suspense for three weeks that he 
remained there, “ fluttering the proud Salopians like an 
eagle in a dove-cote; ” and the Welch mountains that skirt 
the horizon with their tempestuous confusion, agree to 
have heard no such mystic sounds since the days of 

“High-born Hod’s harp or soft Llewellyn’s lay!” 

As we passed along between W—m and Shrewsbury, and 
I eyed their blue tops seen through the wintry branches, 
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or the red rustling leaves of the sturdy oak-trees by the 
road-side, a sound was in tny cars as of a S.rcn s song 
was stunned, startled with it, as from deep sleep; but I had 
no notion then that I should ever be able to express my 

admiration to others in motley imagery or f 

till the light of his genius shone into my soul, like the sun s 
rays glittering in the puddles of the road. I was at that 
time dumb, inarticulate, helpless, like a worm by the way- 
side, crushed, hleeding, lifeless; but now, bursting the 

deadly bands that '* hound them, 

“ With Styx nine times rouml them. 

my ideas tloat on winged words, and as they expand their 
plumes, catch the golden light of other years. My soul has 
L.lced remained in its original bondage, dark, obscure, with 
longings infinite and unsatisfied ; my heart, shut up in the 
prison-house of this rude clay, has never found, nor will 
it ever find, a heart to speak to; but that my uuderstanding 
also did not remain dumb and brutish, or at length otinc 
a language to express itself. I owe to Coleridge. But this 

is not to my purpose, , . 

Mv father lived ten miles from Shrewsbury, and was m 

the hahit of exchanging visits with Mr. Rowe, and wit i 
Mr. Jenkins of Whitchurch (nine miles farther on) accord¬ 
ing to the custom of Dissenting Ministers m each other s 
ntdghbotirhood. hue of communication is thus esta - 

lished. by which the llame of civil and religious liberty i 
kept alive, and nourishes its smouldering fire unquencha¬ 
ble like the fires in the Agamemnon of .Tischylus, placed 
at ’dilTerent stations, that waited for ten long years to 
-mnounce with their blazing pyramids the destruction o 
Trov Coleridge had agreed to come over to see my 

father according to the courtesy of the country as Mr. 
Rowe's probable successor; but in the meantime I had gone 


41 



My First Acquaixtaxci: w ith Poets 279 

to hear him preach the Sunday after his arrival. A poet 
ami a philosopher getting up into a Unilaria!i pulpit to 
preach the Gos])el, was a romance in these degenerate days, 
a sort of revival of the primitive spirit of Christianity, 
which was not to be resisted. 

It was in January, 1798. that 1 rose one morning before 
day-light, to walk ten miles in the mud, and went to hear this 
celebrated person preach. Xever, the longest day I have to 
live, shall I have such another walk as this cold, raw, 
comfortless one, in the winter of the year 1798.— II y o 
dcs iuiprcssioiis quo ni Ic tans )ii Ics circoistanccs pciivait 
cffaccr. Dussc-jc vivre dcs sicclcs entiers. Ic doux tans dc 
mu jennesse nc pent raiaitrc pour nioi, ni s*cffaccr jamais 
da}is )na nianoire. When I got there, the organ was play¬ 
ing the looth psalm, and, when it was done, Mr. Coleridge 
rose and gave out his text. “ And he went ui> into the moun¬ 
tain to pray, himself, alone.” As he gave out this text, 
his voice “ rose like a steam of rich distilled perfumes,” 
and when he came to the .two last words, which he pro¬ 
nounced loud, deep, and distinct, it seemed to me, who was 
then young, as if the sounds had echoed from the bottom 
of the human heart, and as if that prayer might have 
floated in solemn silence through the universe. The idea 
of St. John came into my mind, “ of one crying in the 
wilderness, who had his loins girt about, and whose food 
was locusts and wild honey.” The preacher then launched 
into his subject, like an eagle dallying with the wind. The 
sermon was upon peace and war; upon church and state — 
not their alliance, but their separation—on the spirit of the 
world and the spirit of Christianity, not as the same, but 
as opposed to one another. He talked of those who had 
“ inscribed the cross of Christ on banners dripping with 
human gore.” Fie made a poetical and pastoral excursion, 
—and to shew the fatal effects of war, drew a striking con- 
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trast between the simple sliepherd buy. drivinj^ bis team 
afield, or sittini^ under tlie hawthorn, piling to his flock, 
" as thoiij^h he should never be old, and the same poor 
country-lad, crimped, kidnapped, broui;ht into town, made 
drunk at an alehouse, turned into a wretched diummcr-bo), 
with his hair stickinjj^ on end with powder and ])omatum, 
a hnp4 cue at his back, and tricked out in the loathsome 
finery of tlie profession blood. 


t« 


Such were lhi‘ ni»lcs our oticc^lov il poet siiiiy. 


«I 


And for myself. I could not have been more delighted if 
I had heard the music of the spheres. IVietry and Philos¬ 
ophy had met toij:ether, frutii and (ienius had embraced, 
uiuler the eye and with the sanction of Relii^ion. This 
was even beyond my hojies. 1 returned home well satisfied, 
'i'lie sun that was still lalH)urinii: pale and wan through 
the sky. obscured by thick mists, seemed an emblem of 
the cmist': and the cold dank drops of dew that hung 

half melted on the beard of the thistle, had something 
genial and refreshing in them; for there was a spirit of 
hope and youth in all nature, that turned everything into 
good. The face <»f nature had iH>t then the brand of Jus 

DiviNUM on it: 


4 I 


Like t<> that sansninc flower inscrib’d with woe. 




On tlic Tucs(l:iy followinc^, the half-inspired speaker 
came. 1 was called down into the room where he was, 
ami went half-hoping, half-afraid. He received me very 
graciously, and I listened for a long time without uttering 
a word. I did not sulYer in his opinion by my silence. “ For 
those two hours,” he afterwards was pleased to say, “he 
was conversing with W. M.'s forehead!” His appearance 
was different from what 1 had anticipated from seeing him 
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before. At a distance, and in the dim liq;ht of llie chapel, 
there was to me a strange wildness in his aspect, a dusky 
obscurity, and I thought him pitted with the smalbpox. 
His complexion was at tliat time clear, and e\’en brii^ht— 

" As arc the children of yon azure sheen." 

His forehead was broad and high, light as if built of 
ivory, with large projecting eyebrows, and his eyes rolling 
beneath them like a sea with darkened lustre. “ A certain 
tender bloom his face o’erspread,” a purple tinge as we see 
it in the pale thoughtful complexions of the Spanish por¬ 
trait-painters, Murillo and N'elasquez. His mouth was 
gross, voluptuous, open, eloquent; his chin good-humoured 
and round ; but his nose, the rudder of the face, the index 
of the will, was small, feeble, nothing—like what he has 
done. It might seem that the genius of his face as from 
a height surveyed and projected him (with sufficient capac¬ 
ity and huge aspiration) into the world unknown of thought 
and imagination, with nothing to support or guide his 
veering purpose, as if Columbus had launched his adven¬ 
turous course for the New WMrld in a scallop, without 
oars or compass. So at least I comment on it after the 
event. Coleridge in his person was rather above the 
common size, inclining to the corpulent, or like Lord Ham¬ 
let, “ somewhat fat and pursy.” His hair (now, alas! grey) 
was then black and glossy as the raven’s, and fell in smooth 
masses over his forehead. This long pendulous hair is 
peculiar to enthusiasts, to those whose minds tend heaven¬ 
ward ; and is traditionally inseparable (though of a different 
colour) from the pictures of Christ. It ought to belong, 
as a character, to all who preach Christ crucified, and 
Coleridge was at that time one of those ! 

It was curious to observe the contrast between him and 
my father, who was a veteran in the cause, and then 
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(k’clitiinj^ into the vale of years. lie had l>ccn a poor 
Irish lad. carefully brought up by his parents, and sent 
to the Lhiiversity of (dasgow (where he studied under 
Adam Smith) to juepare him for his future destination. 

It was his mother's ])roudcst wish to see her son a Dis¬ 
senting Minister. So if we look back to past generations 
(as far as eye can reach) we sec tbc same hopes, fears, 
wishes, followed by the same disappointments, throbbing 
in the human heart; and so we may sec them (if we look 
forwanl) rising up for ever, and disappearing, like vapour¬ 
ish bubl)les, in the human breast! After being tossed 
about from congregation to congregation in the heats of 
the Ihiitarian controversy, and squabbles about tbc Amer¬ 
ican war. he had been relegated to an obscure village, where 
lie was to spend the last thirty years of his life, far from 
the only converse that he loved, the talk about disputed 
texts of Scripture and the cause of civil and religious 
liberty. Here he i)assed his days, repining but resigned, 
in the study of the Bible, and the iicrusal of the Com¬ 
mentators,—huge folios, not easily got through, one of 
which would outlast a winter! Why did he pore on these 
from morn to night (with the exception of a walk in the 
fields or a turn in the garden to gather brocoli-plants or 
kidney beans of his own rearing, with no small degree of 
pride and pleasure) ?—l lere were “no figures nor no fan¬ 
tasies,”—neither poetry nor philosophy—nothing to dazzle, 
nothing to excite modern curiosity; but to his lack-lustre 
eyes there appeared, within the pages of the ponderous, 
unwieldy, neglected tomes, the sacred name of JEHOVAH 
in Hebrew capitals: pressed down by the weight of the style, 
worn to the last fading thinness of the understanding, 
there were glimpses, glimmering notions of the patriarchal 
wanderings, with palm-trees hovering in the horizon, and 
processions of camels at the distance of three thousand 
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years; there was IMoscs with the Rurnin^r Hush 
of the 1 welvc 1 rihcs, types^ shadows, glosses 
and the i)ro]>hcts ; there were discussions (dull 
the age of Methuselah, a mighty speculation! 
outlines, rude guesses at the shape of NoalFs 
the riches of Solomon’s Temple; questions as 
of the creation, ijredictions of the end of all 
great lapses of time, the strange mutations o 


the nnm' cr 
on the law- 
enough) on 
there w'ere 
Ark and of 
to the date 
tilings ; the 
f the globe 


W'cre unfolded wdth the voluminous leaf, as it turned over; 
and though the soul might slumber with an hieroglyphic 
veil of inscrutable mysteries drawm over it, yet it was in 
a slumber ill-exchanged for all the sharpened realities of 
sense, wit, fancy, or reason. My father's life was com¬ 
paratively a dream; but it was a dream of infinity and 
eternity, of death, the resurrection, and a judgment to 
come ! 

No tw'o individuals were ever more unlike than were the 
host and his guest. A poet was to my father a sort of 
nondescript: yet whatever added grace to the Unitarian 
cause was to him welcome. He could hardly have been 
more surprised or pleased, if our visitor had worn wings. 
Indeed, his thoughts had wings; and as the silken sounds 
rustled round our little w-ainscoted parlour, my father threw 
back his spectacles over his forehead, his wdiite hairs mixing 
with its sanguine hue; and a smile of delight beamed across 
his rugged cordial face, to think that Truth had found a 
new ally in Fancy! * Besides. Coleridge seemed to take 
considerable notice of me, and that of itself was enougli. 
He talked very familiarly, but agreeably, and glanced over 
a variety of subjects. At <linner-time he grew more ani- 


* My father was one of those who mistook his talent after all. He 
used to be very much dissatisfied that I preferred his Letters to his 
Sermons. The last were forced and dry ; the first came naturally 
from him. For ease, half-plays on words, ami a supine, monkish, 
indolent pleasantry, I have never seen them equalled. 
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mated, and dilated in a very edifyin^^ manner on Mary 
\\Olstoiiecraft and Maekintosli. I'lie last, lie said, he con¬ 
sidered (on my father's speakinjj^ of his I’indicicc Gal- 
lica' a> a capital iierformance) as a clever scholastic man 
—a master of the tojiics,—or as the ready warehouseman 
of letters, who knew exactly where to lay his hand on what 
he wanted, though the t^oods were not his own. lie thought 
him no match for llurke, either in style or matter. Burke 
was a metai»hysician. Mackintosh a mere logician. Burke 
was an orat(H' (almost a poet) who reasoned in figures, 
because he had an eve for nature: Mackintosh, on the other 


haiul, was a rhetorician, who had only an eye to common¬ 
places. ( )n this I ventured to say that I had always enter¬ 
tained a great opinion of Burke, and that (as far as I 
couM find I the s|)eaking of him with contempt might be 
made the test of a vulgar democratical mind. Tliis was 
the first observation 1 ever made to Coleridge, and he 
said it was a very just and striking one. I remember the 
leg of W elsh mutton and the turnips on the table that day 
had the finest flavour imaginable. Coleridge added that 
Mackintosh and fom. W'edgwood (of whom, however, he 
spoke highly) had expressed a very indifferent opinion of 
his frieiul Mr. W ordsworth, on which he remarked to them— 
“ lie strides on sti far before you. that he dwindles in the 
distance!" (iodwin had once boasted to him of having 
carried on an argument with Mackintosh for three hours 
with dubious success; (.'oleridge told him—“If there had 
been a man of genius in the room, he wouUl have settled 
the question in five minutes." He asked me if 1 had ever 
seen Marv W'olstonecrafl, and I said, 1 had once for a 
few moments, and that she seemed to me to turn off God¬ 
win’s objections to something she advanced with quite a 
playfid, easy air. lie replietl. that "this was only one 
instance of the ascendancy which people of imagination 
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exercised over those of mere intellect." He did not rate 
Godwin very high (this was caprice or prejudice, real 
or affected) but he had a great idea of Mrs. Wolstonecraft’s 
powers of conversation, none at all of her talent for book¬ 
making. We talked a little about Holcroft. He had been 
asked if he was not much struck zeith him. and he said, he 
thought himself in more danger of being struck b\ him. 
I complained that he would not let me get on at all, ‘for 
he required a definition of every the commonest word, 
exclaiming, "What do you mean by a sensation. Sir? 
What do you mean by an idea? " This, Coleridge said, was 
barricadoing the road to truth : it was setting up a turnpike- 
gate at every step we took. I forget a great number of 
things, many more than I remember; but the day passed 
off pleasantly, and the next morning Mr. Coleridge was to 
return to Shrewsbury. When I came down to breakfast. 
I found that he had just received a letter from his friend, 
T. Wedgwood, making him an offer of 150 /. a-year if he 
chose to wave his present pursuit, and devote himself 
entirel}' to the study of poetry and philosophy. Coleridge 
seemed to make up his mind to close with this proposal 
in the act of tying on one of his shoes. It threw an addi¬ 
tional damp on his departure. It took the wayward en¬ 
thusiast quite from us to cast him into Deva's winding 
vales, or by the shores of old romance. Instead of living 
at ten miles distance, of being the pastor of a Dissenting 
congregation at Shrewsbury, he was henceforth to inliabit 
the Hill of Parnassus, to be a Shepherd on the Delectable 
Mountains, Alas! I knew not the way thither, and felt very 
little gratitude for Mr. Wedgwood’s bounty. I was pres- 

* He complained in particular of the presumption of his attempt¬ 
ing to establish the future immortality of man, "without” (as he 
said) “knowing what Death was or what Life was”—and the tone 
in which he pronounced these two words seemed to convey a com¬ 
plete image of both. 
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c:illv relieved from this dilemma; for Mr. Loleridj^c, asking 
for a ])cii and ink. and going to a table to write something 
on a bit of card, advanced towards me with undulating 
step, and giving me the precious document, said that that 
was his address, Mr. ColcrUi^^c, Ncthcr-Stini.\'\\ Somerset- 
shire; and that he should he glad to see me there in a few 
weeks’ time, and, if 1 chose, would come half-way to meet 
me. I was not less surprised than the shcplierd-boy (this 
simile is to he found in Cassandra) when he secs a thunder- 
h(i!t fall close at his feet. I stammered out my acknowl- 
c<lgmcnts and accc])tance of this offer (I thought ^Ir. 
Wedgwood’s annuity a trifle to it) as well as I could; and 
this mighty business being settled, the poet-preacher took 
leave, and 1 accom]^anic<l him six miles on the road. It 
was a fine morning in the middle of winter, and he talked 
the whole way, I'hc scholar in Chaucer is described as 
going 

-“ Sonnding on his way." 

So Coleridge went on his. In digressing, in dilating, in 
passing from subject to subject, he appeared to me to float 
in air, to slide on ice. He told me in confidence (going 
along) that he should have |)rcached two sermons before 
he accepted the situation at Shrewsbury, one on Infant 
Baptism, the other on the Lord's Sui^pcr, shewing that 
he could not administer either, which would have effectually 
disqualified him for the object in view, I observed that he 
continually crossed me on the way by shifting from one 
side of the foot-path to the other. 'Phis struck me as an 
odd movement; but I did not at that time connect it wdth 
any instability of |)urpose or involuntary change of prin¬ 
ciple, as 1 have done since. He seemed unable to keep 
on in a strait line. He spoke slightingly of Hume 
(whose Essay on Miracles he said was stolen from an 
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objection started in one of South's sermons— Crcdat Judaus 
^ItpcUa!) I was not very much pleased at this account of 
Hume, for I had just been reading, with infinite relish, that 
completest of all metaphysical chokc-pcars, his Tvcafisc on 
Hunian Nature, to which the Essays, in point of 
scholastic subtlety and close reasoning, are mere elegant 
trifiing, light summer-reading. Coleridge even denied the 
excellence of Hume’s general style, which 1 think betraye 1 
a want of taste or candour. lie however made me amends 
by the manner in which he spoke of Berkeley. He dwelt 
particularly on his Essay on l^ision as a masterpiece of 
analytical reasoning. So it undoubtedly is. He was exceed¬ 
ingly angry with Dr. Johnson for striking the stone with 
his foot, in allusion to this author’s Theory of Matter and 
Spirit, and saying, Thus I confute him. Sir.” Coleridge 
drew a parallel (I don’t know how he brought about the 
connection) between Bishop Berkeley and Tom Paine. FIc 
said the one was an instance of a subtle, the other of an 
acute mind, than which no two things could be more dis¬ 
tinct. The one was a shop-boy’s quality, the other the 
characteristic of a philosopher. He considered Bishop 
Butler as a true philosopher, a profound and conscientious 
thinker, a genuine reader of nature and of his own mind. 
He did not speak of his Analogy, but of his Sermons at the 
Rolls’ Chapel, of which I had never heard. Coleridge 
somehow always contrived to prefer the nnknozon to the 
knozvn. In this instance he was right. The Analogy is a 
tissue of sophistry, of wire-drawn, theological special-plead¬ 
ing; the Sermons (with the Preface to them) are in a fine 
vein of deep, matured reflection, a candid appeal to our 
observation of human nature, without pedantry and without 
bias. I told Coleridge I had written a few remarks, and 
was sometimes foolish enough to believe that I had made 
a discovery on the same subject (the Natural Disinter- 
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csti'diicss of the l{u})wit Mind )—and 1 tried to explain my 
view of it to Colcridj^c, who listened with willingness, 

but 1 did not succeed in making myself understood. I sat 
down to the task shortly afterwards for the twentieth time, 
got new pen^ and paper, determined to make clear work of 
it, wrote a few meagre sentences in the skeleton-style of a 
matliematica! demonstration, stopped half-way down the 
second page; and, after trying in vain to pump up any 
wor(K, images, notions, a]iprehensions, facts, or observa¬ 
tions, from that gulph of alistraction in which I had plunged 
myself for four or five years preceding, gave up the attempt 
as labour in vain, and ^hed tears of helpless despondency 
on the blank unfinished paper. I can write fast enough 
now. Am 1 better than I was then? (')h no! One truth 


discovered, one pang of regret at not being able to express 
it. i^ better tlian all the Ihiency and flippancy in the world. 
\Vt)uhl that I c<nild go back to what 1 then was! Why 
can we not revive t>a^t times as we can revisit old places? 
If I had the (piaint Muse of Sir Philip Sidney to assist 
me. I would write a Sonnet to the Road betiOeeii IV—at (itid 
Shrereshnrw and immortalise every step of it by some fond 
enigmatical conceit. I would swear that the very mile¬ 
stones had ears, and that llarmer-hill stooped with all its 
pines, to listen to a l>oet, as he passetl! J remember hut 
one other topic of discourse in this walk. He mentioned 
lAaley, praised the naturalness ami clearness of his style,, 
but condemned his sentiments, thought him a mere time¬ 


serving casuist, atid said that “ the fact of his work on 
Moral and Political Philosophy being made a text-i^ook in 
our Universities was a disgrace to the national character. 
We parted at the six-mile stone; and I returned homeward 
pensive but much pleased, I had met with unexpected 
notice from a (jcrson, whom I believed to have been preju¬ 
diced against me. “ Kind and affable to me had been his 
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condescension, and should be honoured ever with suitable 
regard. He was the first poet I had known, and he cer¬ 
tainly answered to that inspired name. 1 had heard a great 
deal of his powers of conversation, and was not disap¬ 
pointed. In fact, I never met with any thing at all like 
them, either before or since. I could easily credit the 
accounts which were circulated of his hokling fortli to a 
large party of ladies and gentlemen, an evening or two 
before, on the Berkeleian Theory, when he made the whole 
material universe look like a transparency of fine words; 
and another story (which I believe he has somewliere told 
himself) of his being asked to a party at Birmingham, of 
his smoking tobacco and going to sleep after dinner on a 
sofa, where the company found him to tlieir no small sur¬ 
prise, which was increased to wonder when he started up 
of a sudden, and rubbing his eyes, looked about him. and 
launched into a threg-hours’ description of the third 
heaven, of which he had had a dream, very dififerent from 
Mr. Southey’s Vision of Judgment, and also from that other 
Vision of Judgment, which Mr. Murray, the Secretary of 
the Bridge-street Junto, has taken into his especial keeping! 

On my way back, I had a sound in my ears, it was the 
voice of Fancy: I had a light before me, it was the face 
of Poetry. The one still lingers there, the other has not 
quitted my side I Coleridge in truth met me half-way on 
the ground of philosophy, or I should not have been won 
over to his imaginative creed. I had an uneasy, pleasurable 
sensation all the time, till I was to visit him. During those 
months the chill breath of winter gave me a welcoming; 
the vernal air was balm and inspiration to me. The golden 
sun-sets, the silver star of evening, lighted me on my way 
to new hopes and prospects. / was to z'isit Coleridge in the 
spring. This circumstance was never absent from my 
thoughts, and mingled with all my feelings. I wrote to 
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him at the time i>r()i)()>e(l, and received an answer post- 
])()nin^ my iiUen<led visit for a week or two, but very cor¬ 
dially iir^injj^ me to com])lete my jn'omise then. This delay 
did not damp, but rather increase my ardour. In the 
mean time. I went to Llangollen X'ale, by way of initiating 
myself in the mysteries of natural scenery; and I must say 
I was enchanted with it. I had been reading Coleridge’s 
descrii)tion of England, in his fine Oilc ou the Departing 
)'ear, and 1 applied it. co)i a})iore, to the objects before me. 
'I'hat valley was to me (in a manner) the cradle of a new 
existence: in the river that winds through it. my spirit was 
baptised in the waters of Helicon! 

I returned home, and soon after set out on my journey 
with unworn heart and untired feet. My way lay through 
Worcester and (iloucester, and by Upton, where 1 thought 
of Tom Jones ami the adventure of the muff. I remember 
getting com])letely wet through one day, and stopping at 
an inn (I think it was at 'rewkesbury) where I sat up all 
night to read Paul and \ irginia. Sweet were the showers 
in early youth that drenched my body, and sweet the drops 
of pity that fell upon the books I read I I recollect a remark 
of Coleridge's upon this very book, that nothing could 
shew the gross indelicacy of b'rench manners and the entire 
corruption of their imagination more strongly than the be¬ 
haviour of the heroine in the last fatal scene, who turns 
away from a person on board the sinking vessel, that offers 
to save her life, because he has thrown off his clothes to 
assist him in swimming. Was this a time to think of such 
a circumstance? 1 once hinted to Wordsworth, as wc were 
sailing in his boat ou (Jrasmere lake, that T thought he had 
borrowed the i<lea of Iiis Poems on the Naming of Places 
from the local inseri]>tions of the same kind in Paul and 


\'irginia. 


He did not own the obligation, and stated some 


distinction without a difference, in defence of his claim to 
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originality. Any the slightest variation would he suffi¬ 
cient for this purpose in his mind; for whatever he added or 
omitted would inevitably be worth all tliat any one else liad 
done, and contain the marrow of the sentiment.—I was still 


two days before tlie time fixed for my arrival, for 1 had 
taken care to set out early enough. 1 stopped these two 
days at Bridgewater, and when I was tired of sauntering 
on the banks of its muddy river, returned to the inn, and 
read Camilla. So have I loitered my life away, reading 


books, looking at pictures, going to plays, hearing, thinking, 
writing on what pleased me best. I have wanted only one 
thing to make me happy; but wanting that, have wanted 


every thing! 


I arrived, and was well received. The country about 
Nether Stowey is beautiful, green and hilly, and near the 
sea-shore. I saw it but the other day. after an interval of 
twenty years, from a hill near Taunton. How was the 
map of my life spread out before me, as the map of the 
country lay at my feet! In the afternoon. Coleridge took 
me over to All-Foxden, a romantic old family-mansion of 
the St. Aubins, where Wordsworth lived. It was then in 
the possession of a friend of the poePs, who gave him the 
free use of it. Somehow that period (the time just after 
the French Revolution) was not a time when nothinwas 
gieen for nothing. The mind opened, and a softness might 
be perceived coming over the heart of individuals, beneath 
the scales that fence ” our self-interest. Wordsworth 
himself was from home, but his sister kept house, and set 
before us a frugal repast; and we had free access to her 
brother’s poems, the Lyrical Ballads, whicli were still in 
manuscript, or in the form of Sybillinc Leaves, I dipped 
into a few of these with great satisfaction, and with the 
faith of a novice. I slept that night in an old room with 
blue hangings, and covered with the round-faced family- 
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portraits of tlic age of Cicorge 1 . and II. and from the 
wooded declivity of the adjoining park that overlooked my 
window, at the dawn of day. could 

-“ hear the loud stag speak.” 

In the outset of life (and particularly at this time I felt 
it so) our imagination has a body to it. W e arc in a state 
between sleeping and waking, and have indistinct but glori¬ 
ous glimpses of strange shapes, and tlicre is always some¬ 
thing to come better than what wc sec. As in our dreams 
tlic fulness of the blood gives warmth and reality to the 
coinage of the brain, so in yt>uth our ideas arc clothed, and 
fed, and pampered with our good spirits; wc breathe thick 
with thoughtless happiness, tlic weight (^f future years 
presses on tlie strong pulses of the heart, and we repose 
with untlisturbed faitli in truth and good. As we advance, 
we exhaust our fund of enjoyment and of hope. W^e are 
no longer wrai>ped in l(imb's- 7 K'ool, lulled in Elysium. As 
wc taste tlic pleasures of life, their spirit evaporates, the 
sense palls; and nothing is left but the phantoms, the life¬ 
less sliadows of what has heen! 

rhat uRu iiing, as soon as breakfast was over, we strolled 
out into the park, atid seating ourselves on the trunk of an 
old asli-tree that stretched along the grouml, Coleridge read 
aloud with a sonorous and musical voice, the ballad of 
Brtty I'(y\\ 1 was lud critically or sceptically iticlincd. I 

saw touches of truth and nature, and took the rest for 
grantc<l. lUit in the Thoru, the Mad Mother, and the Coin- 
phunt of a Poor Indian Jl’o/naii, 1 felt that deeper power 
and pathos which have been since acknowledged, 

“ In spite of pride, in erring reason’s spite.*’ 

as the characteristics of this author; aiul the sense of a 
new style and a new spirit in poetry came over me. It had 
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to me something of the effect that arises from the turning- 

up of the fresh soil, or of the first welcome breath of 
Spring. 


44 


While yet the trembling year is unconfirmed.” 


Coleridge and myself walked back to Stowey that evening, 
and his voice sounded hieh 

“ Of Providence, foreknowledge, will, and fate, 
rixd fate, free-will, foreknowledge absolute,” 

as we passed through echoing grove, by fairy stream or 
waterfall, gleaming in the summer moonlight! He la¬ 
mented that Wordsworth was not prone enough to belief 
in the traditional superstitions of the place, and that there 
was a something corporeal, a mattcr-of-fact-ncss. a clinging 
to the palpable, or often to the petty, in his poetrv, in con¬ 
sequence, His genius was not a spirit that descended to 
him through the air; it sprung out of the ground like a 
flower, or unfolded itself from a green spray, on which the 
gold-finch sang. He said, however (if I remember right), 
ha his objection must be confined to his descriptive pieces, 
tliat his philosophic poetry had a grand and comprehensive 
spirit in It, so that his soul seemed to inhabit the universe 
ike a pala«, and to discover truth by intuition, rather than 

R^ist^l Wordsworth arrived from 

Bristol at Coleridge s cottage. I think I see him now. He 

answered m some degree to his friend’s description of him 
dlled 7 "" Q-ixote-like. He was quaintly 

period) ,n a brown fustian jacket and striped pantaloons. 
There was something of a roll, a lounge in his gait not 
unlike his cm Peter Bell. There was a severe, worn 
p essure of thought about his temples, a fire in his eye 
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(as if lie saw something in objects more than the outwaril 
apiiearance) an inten^e high narrow foreheatl, a Roman 
iu)se, cheeks furrowed by strong purpose and feeling, and 
a convulsive inclination to laughter about the mouth, a 
good deal at variance with the solemn, stately expression 
of the rest of his face. Chantrey’s bust want^ the marking 
traits; but he was teazed into making it regular and heavy: 
Haydon’s head of him, introduced into the Eutrunce of 
Ch'risl into Jerusalem, is the most like his drooping weight 
of thought and expression. He sat down and talked very 
naturallv and freely, with a mixture of clear gushing ac¬ 
cents in his voice, a deep guttural intonation, and strong 
tincture of the northern hurr. like the crust on wine. He 
instantly began to make havtic of the half of a Uhcshire 
cheese on the table, and said triumphantly that “ his mar¬ 
riage with experience had not been so unproductive as Mr. 
Southey’s in teaching him a knowledge of the good things 
of this life." He had been to see the Castle Six'ctrc by 
Monk Lewis, while at llristol, and described it very well. 

1 le said " it fitted the taste of the audience like a glove.” 
'I'his ail eat'tamlum merit was however by no means a 
recommendation of it, accortling to the severe principles of 
the new sduiol, which reject rather than court popular 
elTect. Wordsworth, looking out of the low, latticed win¬ 
dow, said. " How beautifully the sun sets on that yellow 
bank!" 1 thought within myself. “With what eyes these 
poets see nature!" and ever after, when I saw the sun-set 
stream upon the objects facing it, conceived I had made 
a discovery, or thauket.! Mr. W c^rdsworth for having made 
one for me! We went over to All-b'oxden again the day 
following, and Wordsworth read us the story of Peter 
Hell in the open air; and the comment upo.i it by his face 
and voice was very dilYerent from that of some later critics! 
Whatever might be thought of the poem, “ his face was as 



295 


My First Acquaintance with Poets 

a book where men might read strange matters. ’ and he 
announced the fate of his hero in prophetic tones. There 
is a cliaimt in the recitation both of Coleridge and Words¬ 
worth, which acts as a spell upon the hearer, and disarms 
the judgment. Perhaps they have (’eceived themselves by 
making habitual use of this ambiguous accompaniment. 
Coleridge’s manner is more full, animated, and varied; 
Wordsworth’s more equable, sustained, and internal. The 
one might be termed more drajnaiic, the other more lyrical. 
Coleridge has told me that he himself liked to compose in 
walking over uneven ground, or breaking through the strag¬ 
gling branches of a copse wood; whereas Wordsworth al¬ 
ways wrote (if he could) walking up and down a strait 
gravel-walk, or in some spot where the continuity of his 
verse met with no collateral interruption. Returning that 
same evening, 1 got into a metaphysical argument with 
Wordsworth, while Coleridge was explaining the different 
notes of the nightingale to his sister, in which we neither 
of us succeeded in making ourselves perfectly clear and 
intelligible. Thus I passed three weeks at Nether Stowey 
and in the neighbourhood, generally devoting the after¬ 
noons to a delightful chat in an arbour made of bark by 
the poet’s friend Tom Poole, sitting under two fine clm- 
trccs, and listening to the bees humming round us, while 
we quaffed our Hip. It was agreed, among other things, 
that we should make a jaunt down the Bristol-Channel, as 
far as Linton. We set off together on foot. Coleridge, 
John Chester, and I. This Chester was a native of Nether 
Stowey, one of those who were attracted to Coleridge’s 
discourse as flies are to honey, or bees in swarming-time 
to the sound of a brass pan. He “ followed in the chace. 
like a dog who hunts, not like one that made up the cry.” 
He had on a brown cloth coat, boots, and corduroy breeches, 
was low in stature, bow-legged, had a drag in his walk 
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like a drover, which he assisted by a hazel switch, and kept 

on a sort of trot hy the side of Coleridge, like a running 

footman hy a state coach, that he might not lose a syllable 

or soumi, that fell from Coleridge’s lips. He told me his 

]>rivate o])inion. that Coleridge was a wonderful man. He- 

scarcely o|)ened his lij)s, much less offered an ojnnion the 

whole wav: vet of the three, had I to chuse during that 

journey, I would he John Chester. He afterwards followed 

C'oleridge into (iermany. where the Kantean philosophers 

were puzzled how to bring him under any of their cate- 

gt)ries. W hen he sat tlown at table with his iilol. John’s 

felicity was comjilete; Sir W alter Scott’s or Mr. Black- 

wotxl’s, when they >al ilown at the same table with the 

King, was not more so. W'e passed I'lunster on our right, 

a small town between the brow of a liill and the sea, I 

remember eyeing it wistfully as it lav below us: contrasted 

with the woody scene ar<iund, it looked as clear, as juire, 

as cmbro'iy.'ncd and itleal as any laiulscape I have seen since, 

of (iaspar roussin's or nomenichino’s. W'e had a long 

day’s march —(our feet kei>t time to the echoes of 

Coleridge’s tongue)—through Minehead and bv the Blue 

Anchor, and on to Lintiui, which we ilid not reach till near 

midnight, and where we luul some ilifhcultv in making a 

lodgment. We however knocked the jx'Oplc of the house 

up at last, and we were rejxiid for our at>prehensions and 

fatigue hy some excellent rashers of fried bacon and eggs. 

The view in coming along had been splendid. We walked 

for miles and miles on dark brc>wn heaths overlooking the 

channel, with the Welsh hills bevoml. and at times de- 

sceiuleil into little sheltered vallevs close bv the sea-side. 

• ^ 

with a smuggler’s face scowling by us, and then had to 
ascend ethnical hills with a path winding up through a cop¬ 
pice to a barren top, like a monk’s shaven crown, from 
one of which 1 pointed out to Coleridge’s notice the bare 
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masts of a vessel on the very edge of the horizon and 
within the red-orbed disk of the setting sun, like his own 
spectre-ship in the Ancient Mariner. At Linton the char¬ 
acter of the sea-coast becomes more marked and rugged. 
There is a place called the Valley of Rocks (I suspect this 
was only the poetical name for it) bedded among preci¬ 
pices overhanging the sea, with rocky caverns beneath, into 
which the waves dash, and where the sea-gull for ever 
wheels its screaming flight. On the tops of these are huge 
stones thrown transverse, as if an earthquake had tossed 
them there, and behind these is a fretwork of perpendicular 
rocks, something like the Giants Causezi'ay. A thunder¬ 
storm came on while we were at the inn, and Coleridge was 
running out bareheaded to 'mjoy the commotion of the 
elements in the Valley of Rocks, but as if in spite, the clouds 
only muttered a few angry sounds, and let fall a few re¬ 
freshing drops. Coleridge told me that he and Wordsworth 
were to have made this place the scene of a prose-tale, which 
was to have been in the manner of, but far superior to, the 
Death of Abel, but they had relinquished the design. In 
the morning of the second day, we breakfasted luxuriously 
in an old-fashioned parlour, on tea, toast, eggs, and honey, 
in the very sight of the bee-hives from which it had been 
taken, and a garden full of thyme and wild flowers that 
had produced it. On this occasion Coleridge spoke of 
Virgil’s Georgies, but not well. I do not think he had 
much feeling for the classical or elegant. It was in this 
room that we found a little worn-out copy of the Seasons, 
lying in a window-seat, on which Coleridge exclaimed, 
''That is true fame!’’ He said Thomson was a great 
poet, rather than a good one; his style was as meretricious 
as his thoughts were natural. He spoke of Cowper as the 
best modern poet. He said the Lyrical Ballads were an 
experiment about to be tried by him and Wordsworth, to 
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see how far the i)uhlic taste would endure pf etry written 
in a more natural and simple style than liad hitherto been 
attempted; totally <liseardin”; the artifices of iioetical diction, 
and makin<j; use only td' such words as had jnobably Ikcii 
common in the most tirdinaiy lan_‘^ua;4e since the days of 
Henry II. St)me comparison was introducerl between 
Shakspeare and Milton. He said "he hardly knew which 
to prefer. Shaks])eare ai)])eared to him a mere striplinjj 
in the art ; he was as tall and as slroiic;', with infinitely more 
activity than Milton, but he never appeared to have come 
to man’s estate; or if lie hath he woidd not have been a 
man, hut a monster." lie spoke with c»mtempt of Gray, 
ami with intolerance of I’ope. He did not like the versifica¬ 
tion of the latter. He observed that "the ears of these 
couplet-writers mij;ht be cliarjj^ed with having short mem¬ 
ories. that could not retain the hariiKiny of whole ]'assac;cs.*’ 
He thought little of Junius as a writer; he had a dislike of 
Dr. Johnson; and a much hij^her oi>inion of llurke as an 
oratoi and ptihtician, than t)f box or Put. lie however 


thoii^lit him \'ery inferior in richness t>f st\'le and ima^‘*'crs’ 
to some of our elder pntse-writers, particularly lere;iiy 
Taylor. He liked Richardson, but not bieUlin*;; nor coiiUl 
1 ^ci him to enter into the merits of Caleb Williams^ In 
sliort, he was jirofound and discriminatin*;' with respect to 
those authois wlu^ni he liked, and where he i^‘t\‘e his jiulc^- 
meiit fair play; capricious, perverse, and |wejudiccd in his 
antipathies and distastes. \\ e loitere^l on the " ribbed sea- 


* He Iiad no idea of pictures, of Claude or Raphael, and at this 
time 1 had as little as he. He sometimes i*ives a strikinj; account 
at present of the cartoons at Risa, hy IhuTamalco and others; of 
one in particular, where Heatli is seen in the air brandishing his 
sc\the, and the great and mighty the earth shudder at his 

appro.ith, while the beggars aiul the wretched kneel tt> him as their 
dcli\erer. He would of course understaiul so broad and fine a 
moral as this at any time. 
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sands." in such talk as this, a whole morning, and I recollect 
met with a curious sea-weed, of which John Lliester tol 1 
us the country name! A fisherman gave Coleridge an 
account of a hoy that had been drowned the day before, 
and that they had tried to save him at the nsk of their 
own lives. He said " he did not know how it was that they 
ventured, but, Sir, we have a nature towards one another.” 
This expression, Coleridge remarked to me, was a fine 
illustration of tliat theory of disinterestedness which I (in 
common with Butler) had adopted. I broached to him an 


argument of mine to prove that likeness was not mere 
association of ideas. I said that the mark in the sand put 
one in mind of a man’s foot, not because it was part of 


a former impression of a man’s foot (for it was quite 
new) but because it was like the shape of a mans foot. 
He assented to the justness of this distinction (which I have 
explained at length elsewhere, for the benefit of the curious) 
and John Chester listened; not from any interest in the 
subject, but because he was astonished that 1 should be 
able to suggest any thing to Coleridge that he did not 
already know. We returned on the third morning, and 
Coleridge remarked the silent cottage-smoke curling up the 
vallcvs where, a few evenings before, we had seen the 


lights gleaming through the dark. 

In a day or two after we arrived at Stowey we set out, 
I on my return home, and he for Germany. It was a 
Sunday morning, and he was to preach that day foi Dr. 
Toulmin of Taunton. I asked him if he had prepared any 
thing for the occasion? He said he had not even thought 
of the text, but should as soon as we parted. I did not 
go to hear him,—this was a fault,—but we met in the even¬ 
ing at Bridgewater. The next day we had a long day s 
walk to Bristol, and sat down, I recollect, by a well-side 
on the road, to cool ourselves and satisfy our thirst, when 
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Coleridge repeated tu me some descriptive lines from his 
traj^edy of Remorse; whicli I must say became his mouth 
and tiiat occasion better than they, some years after, did 
Mr. Llliston’s and the Drurv-lane boards.— 

" Oh memory ! shichl me from the world’s poor strife, 

And give those scenes tliinc everlasting life.” 


I saw no more of him for a year or two, during which 
period he had been wamlering in the Hartz Forest in 
(iermany: and his return was cometary, meteorous, unlike 
his setting out. It was not till some time after that I knew 
his friends Lamb and Southey. I'he last always appears 
to me (as 1 first saw him) with a common-place book under 
Iiis arm, and the hrst with a hoii-}}iot in his mouth. It was 
at (iodwin’s that I met him with Holcroft and Coleridge, 
where they were disputing fiercely which was the best— 
Man as he 7eas, or man as he is to he. “Give me,” says 
Lamb, man a^ he is m>t to be." 1 his saving was the 
beginning of a friendship between us. which I believe still 
continues.—Lnough of this for the present. 
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Ihit tluTc is matter for another rhyme. 
And I to this may add a second talc.” 
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ON THE CON\'ERSATION OF AUTHORS 

The soul of conversation is sympathy. Author^ slioukl 
converse chiefly with authors, and their talk should be of 
books. “ When Greek meets Greek, then comes the tu^ 
of war.’* There is nothin^: so pedantic as pretending not to 
be pedantic. No man can get above his pursuit in life: it 
is getting above himself, which is impossible. There is a 
Free-masonry in all things. \ ou can only speak to be 
understood, but this you cannot be, except by those who 
are in the secret. Hence an argument has been drawn 
to supersede the necessity of conversation altogether; for 
it has been said, that there is no use in talking to people 
of sense, who know all that you can tell them, nor to 
fools, who will not be instructed. There is, however, the 
smallest encouragement to proceed, when you are conscious 
that the more you really enter into a subject, the farther you 
will be from the comprehension of your hearers—and that 
the more proofs you give of any position, the more odd and 

out-of-the-way they will think your notions. C- is the 

only person who can talk to all sorts of people, on all sorts 
of subjects, without caring a farthing for their understand¬ 
ing one word he says—and Jte talks only for admiration 
and to be listened to, and accordingly the least interruption 
puts him out. I firmly believe he would make just the same 
impression on half his audiences, if he purposely repeated 
absolute nonsense with the same voice and manner and 
inexhaustible flow of undulating speech! In general, 
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w^jt sliiiics ()t)ly by rcdcction. \o\\ must take your cue 
from yt)ur company—must rise as they rise, and sink as 
thee fall, ^'ou must see that your i^ood tbins^s, your 
knowinj^ allusions, are not Muni; away, like the pearls 
ill the adaj^e. W hat a check it is to be asked a foolish 
(picstioii; to find that the first principles are not under¬ 
stood ! \’ou are thrown on vmir back immediately, the 
conversation is stopjied like a country-dance by those w’ho 
do not know the fi^e^ure. Hut when a set of adepts, of 
illuminiiti, j^et about a (piestion, it is worth while to hear 
them talk, d'hey may snarl and cpiarrel over it, like do,c^s; 
l)ut they pick it bare to the bone, they masticate it 
thorouj^hly. 


rids was the case formerly at L-’s—where we used 

to have many lively skirmishes at their Thursilay cvenin" 
parties. I doubt whether the Small-coal man's musical 
parties could exceed them. Oh! for the pen of John Hunclc 
to consecrate a petit sonvotir to their memory!—There was 

E-himself, the most delij^htful. the most provokinj^. 

the most witty and sensible of men. lie always made the 
best pun, and the best remark in the course of the evening, 
ilis serious conversation, like his seriotis writinj^, is his 
best. Xo one ever stammered out such fine, pitpiant, deep, 
elocpient thinj:js in half a dozen half sentences as he does. 
Ilis jests scald like tears: and he jirtibes a question with a 
play upon words. W’hat a keen, laui^hinj^, hair-brained 
vein of home-felt truth! What choice venom! How often 
did we cut into the haunch of letters, while we discussed 
the haunch of mutton on the table! Ilow we skimmed the 
cream of criticism! Ilow we ^ot into the heart of con¬ 
troversy! Ilow we picked out the manaiw of authors! 
*' .And. in our llowinj;’ cups, many a !;ood name and true 
was freshly remembered." Recollect (most sage and 
critical reader) that in all this I was but a guestf Need 
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I go over the names? They were but the old everlasting 
set—Milton and Shakespeare, Pope and Dryden, Steele 
and Addison, Swift and Gay, Fielding, Smollett, Sterne, 
Richardson, Hogarth’s prints, Claude’s landscapes, the Car¬ 
toons at Hampton-court, and all those things, that, having 
once been, must ever be. The Scotch Novels had not 
then been heard of: so we said nothing about them. In 
general, we were hard upon the moderns. The author of 
the Rambler was only tolerated in Boswell’s Life of him; 
and it was as much as anyone could do to edge in a word 

for Junius. L-could not bear Gil Bias. This was a 

fault. I remember the greatest triumph I ever had was in 
persuading him, after some years’ difficulty, that Fielding 
was better than Smollett. On one occasion, he was for 
making out a list of persons famous in history that one 
would wish to see again—at the head of whom were Pontius 
Pilate, Sir Thomas Browne, and Dr. Faustiis^—but we 
black-balled most of his list! But with what a gusto would 
he describe his favourite authors, Donne, or Sir Philip Si<l- 
ney, and call their most crabbed passages delicious! He 
tried them on his palate as epicures taste olives, and his 
observations had a smack in them, like a roughness on the 
tongue. With what discrimination he hinted a defect in 
what he admired most—as in saying that the display of 
the sumptuous banquet in Paradise Regained was not in 
true keeping, as the simplest fare was all that was necessary 
to tempt the extremity of hunger—and stating that Adam 
and Eve in Paradise Lost were too much like married 

people. He has furnished many a text for C-to preach 

upon. There was no fuss or cant about him : nor were his 
sweets or his sours ever diluted with one particle of affecta¬ 
tion. I cannot say that the party at L-’s were all of 

one description. There were honorary members, lay- 
brothers. Wit and good fellowship was the motto inscribed 
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over tlic (lonr. W hen a straiip^cr came in, it was not asked, 
’lias he written anytliin^ ? ”—-we were above that 
pt ilantry ; l)nt we waited to see wliat he could do. If he 
could take a Iiand at i)i(iuet, he was welcome to sit down. 
If a person liked any thinj;, if he took snuff heartily, it was 
suhicient. lie would understand, by analogy, the pungency 
of other things, besides Irish blackguard or Scotch rappee. 
A character was good any where, in a room or on paper. 
Hut we al)horred insipidity, atlectation. and fine gentlemen, 
riiere was one of our party who never failed to mark 
" twi) for his \oI) " at crihhage, and he was thought no 

mean person. I his was Ned V -, and a better fellow in 

his way breathes not. 1 here was -——, who asserted some 
inciedil)le matter of fact as a likely paradox, and settled 
all controversies by an if^sc dixit, a fiat of his will, ham¬ 
mering out many a hard theory on the anvil of his brain— 
the Ikiron Mnnehausen of politics and j^ractical philosophy: 

— there was ( aptain-, who bad you at an advantage 

by ne\ er understanding you there was Jem White, the 
author ol l alstail s Letters, who the (filler dav left this 
didl world to go in search of more kiiulred spirits, “turn¬ 
ing like the latter end of a lover’s lute: "—there was A-, 

who siimetimes dropped in. the Will Honeycomb of our 

set —and Mrs. R-, who i)eing of a quiet turn, loved to 

hear a noisy debate. .\n utterly uninformed person might 
have supposed tliis a scene of vulgar confusion and uproar. 
While the most critical (|uestion was pending, while the 

nu»st difficult problem in philosc>phy was solving. P- 

ciied out. 1 Iiat s game, and M. H. muttered a quotation 
over the last remains oi a veal-pie at a side-table. Once, 
and once oidy. the literary interest t>vercamc the general. 
I'or t was riding the high Cierman horse, ami denion- 
stiating the Categories of the I ransccndental philosophy to 
the author of the Road to Ruin; who insisted on his knowl- 
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edge of German, and German metaphysics, having read the 
Critique of Pure Reason in the original. “ My dear Mr. 

Holcroft,” said C-, in a tone of infinitely provoking 

conciliation, “ you really put me in mind of a sweet pretty 
German girl, about fifteen, that I met with in the Ilartz 
forest in Germany—and who one day, as I was rea{ling the 
Limits of the Knowable and the Lhiknowablc, the pro- 
foundest of all his works, with great attention, came behind 
my chair, and leaning over, said, What, you read Kant? 
Why, / that am a German born, don’t understand him ! 
This was too much to bear, and Holcroft, starting up, 

called out in no measured tone, “ Mr. C-, you are the 

most eloquent man I ever met with, and the most troul)le- 

some with your eloquence!” P-held the cribbage-peg 

that was to mark him game, suspended in his hand ; and 
the whist table was silent for a moment. I saw Holcroft 
down stairs, and, on coming to the landing-place in Mitre- 
court, he stopped me to observe, that ” he thought Mr. 
C a very clever man, with a great command of lan¬ 
guage, but that he feared he did not always affix very 
precise ideas to the words he used.” After he was gone, 
we had our laugh out. and went on with the argument on 
the nature of Reason, the Imagination, and the Will. I 
wish I could find a publisher for it: it would make a su])ple- 
ment to the BiograpJiia Litcraria in a volume and a half 
octavo. 

Those days are over I An event, the name of which I 
wish never to mention, broke up our party, like a bomb¬ 
shell thrown into the room: and now we seldom meet- 

“ Like angels’ visits, short and far between.” 

There is no longer the same set of persons, nor of asso¬ 
ciations. L- does not live where he did. P>y shifting 

his abode, his notions seem less fixed. He does not wear 
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liis (lid smiff-colourcd coal and l)rccchc'>. It lot)ks like an 
alteration in his style. An author and a wit slioul 1 have 
a separate costunie, a iiartienlar cloth: he should present 
soinethinnf positive and singular to the mind, like Mr. 
Donee of the iMuseum. ()i]r faith in the religion of letters 
will not hear to he taken to pieces, and put together again 

by caprice or accident. L. II-goes there sometimes. 

He has a fine vinous s|)irit about liim, and tropical blood 
in his veins: hut he is better at his own table. He has a 
great flow of pleasantry and (Iclightful animal spirits: but 

his hits do not tell like L-’s; you cannot repeat them 

the next day. He recjuircs not only to be appreciated, but 
to have a select circle of admirers and devotees, to feel 


himself quite at home. He sits at the head of a party with 
great gaiety and grace; has an elegant manner and turn 
of features: is never at a loss —aliqitando sitffhDninandus 
o ut has continual siiortive sallies of wit or fanev ^ tells 
a story capitally; mimics an actor, or an acquaintance to 
admiration; laughs with great glee and good-humour at 
his own or other people’s jt^kes; understands the point of 
an e<|uivo(iue, or an observation immediately; has a taste 
and knowledge of hooks, of music, of medals; manages 
an argument a<lroitly: is genteel and gallant, and has a set 
of bye-phrases and (juaint allusions always at hand to pro¬ 
duce a laugh:—if he has a fault, it is'that he docs not 
listen so well as he speaks, is impatient of interruption, 
and is fond of being looked up to, without considering by 
whom. I believe, however, he has pretty well seen the 
folly of this. Neither is his ready displav of personal ac¬ 
complishment and variety t^f resources an ailvantage to his 
writings. They sometimes present a desultory and slip¬ 
shod appearance, owing to this very circumstance. The 
same things that tell, ])erhaps, best, to a ]>rivate circle rou ul 
the fiiesi(.le, arc not always intelligible to the public, nor 
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does he take pains to make them so. He is too confident 
and secure of his audience. That which may be entertain¬ 
ing enough with tlie assistance of a certain liveliness of 
manner, may read very fiat on paper, because it is ab¬ 
stracted from all the circumstances that had set it off to 
advantage. A writer should recollect that he has only to 
trust to the immediate impression of words, like a musician 
who sings without the accompaniment of an instrument. 
There is nothing to help out, or slubber over, the defects 
of the voice in the one case, nor of the style in the other. 
The reader may, if he pleases, get a very good idea of 

L. H-^’s conversation from a very agreeable paper he 

has lately published, called the Indicator, than which noth¬ 
ing can be more happily conceived or executed. 

The art of conversation is the art of hearing as well as 
'of.being heard. Authors in general are not good listeners. 
Some of the best talkers are, on this account, the worst 
; company; and some who are very indifferent, but very 
\ great talkers, are as bad. It is sometimes w'onderful to see 
,how a person, who has been entertaining or tiring a com¬ 
pany by the hour together, drops his countenance as if he 
had been shot, or had been seized with a sudden lock-jaw, 
.the moment anyone interposes a single observation. The 

[best converser I know is, however, the best listener. I 
% 

mean Mr. Northcote, the painter. Painters by their pro¬ 
fession are not bound to shine in conversation, and they 
shine the more. He lends his ear to an observation, as if 
you had brought him a piece of news, and enters into it 
with as much avidity and earnestness, as if it interested 
himself personally. If he repeats an old remark or story, 
it is with the same freshness and point as for the first time. 
It always arises out of the occasion, and has the stamp 
of originality. There is no parroting of himself. His look 
is a continual, ever-varying history-piece of what passes 
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in ],is niin.l. Mis face is as a book. There need no marks of 
interjection or interrogation to what he says. His manner 
is nnite picturesque. There is an excess of character and 
nairctc that never tires. His tlionghts hnhWe up and 
siiarkde, like heads on old wine. The fund of anecdote, the 
collection of curious jiarticulars, is enough to set up any 
common retailer of jests, that .lines out every day; but these 
are not strung together like a row of galley-slaves, but are 
alwavs introduced to illustrate some argument or bring out 
some fine distinction of character. The mixture of spleen 
adds to the sharpness of the point, like poisoned arrows, 

Ttir N'orthcotc enlarges with enthusiasm on the old painters, 
and tells good things of the new. The only thing he ever 
vexed me in was his liking the Cot^ilogue Raisoniicc. I had 
almost as soon hear him talk of Titian's ,fictures (which he 
does with tears in his eyes, and looking just like themj as 
sec the originals, and i had rather hear him talk of Sir 
loshua's than see them. He is the last of that school who 
knew (loldsmith and Johnson. How finely he describes 
I’ope! His elegance of mind, his figure, his character were 
not unlike his own. He does not resemble a modern Eng¬ 
lishman, hut puts one in mind of a Roman Cardinal or 
Spanish In.piisitor. 1 never ate or <lrank with Mr, North- 
cote : hut I have lived on his conversation with undimin- 
ished relish ever since 1 can remember,—and when I leave 
it, I come out into the street with feelings lighter and 
more etherial than I have at any other time,—One of his 
tcti'-i'i-ti U's would at any time make an Essay; hut he cannot 
write himself, because he loses himself in the connecting 
passages, is fearful of the etTect, and wants the habit of 
bringing his ideas into one focus or point of view. A Inis 
is necessary to collect the diverging rays, the refracted and 
broken angular lights of conversation on paper. Contra¬ 
diction is half the battle in talking—the being startled by 
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what others say, and having tu answer on tlie spot. You 
have to defend yourself, paragraph by paragra])li, paren¬ 
thesis within parenthesis. Perliaps it niiglit be supposed 
that a person who excels in conversation and cannot write, 
would succeed better in dialogue. But the stimulus, the 
immediate irritation would be wanting; and the work would 
read flatter than ever, from not having the very thing it 
pretended to have. 

Lively sallies and connected discourse arc very different 
things. There are many persons of that impatient and 

restless turn of mind, that they.cannot wait a moment for 

a conclusion, or follow up the thread of any argument. In 
the hurry of conversation their ideas are somehow huddled 
into sense; but in the intervals of thought, leave a great 
gap between. Montesquieu said, he often lost an idea 

before he could find words for it: yet he dictated, by way 

of saving time, to an amanuensis. This last is, in my 
opinion, a vile method, and a solecism in authorship. Horne 
Tooke, among other paradoxes, used to maintain, that no 
one could write a good style who was not in the habit of 
talking and hearing the sound of his own voice. He might 
as well have said that no one could relish a good style 
without reading it aloud, as we find common people do to 
assist their apprehension. But there is a method of trying 
periods on the ear, or weighing them with the scales of 
the breath, without any articulate sound. Authors, as they 
write, may be said to “ hear a sound so fine, there’s nothing 
lives twixt it and silence.” Even musicians generally com¬ 
pose in their heads. I agree that no style is good that is 
not fit to be spoken or read aloud with effect. This holds 
true not only of emphasis and cadence, but also with regard 
to natural idiom and colloquial freedom. Sterne’s was in 
this respect the best style that ever was written. You fancy 
that you hear the people talking. For a contrary reason, 
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„o college-.nan writes a good style, or understands it when 
written, hine writing is with him all verhi.ige an 1 .nonot- 
„„y_a translation into classical centos or hexameter lines. 

That which I have just mentioned is among many in¬ 
stances I could give o£ ingenious absurdities advanced by- 
Mr. Tooke in the heat and pride of controversy. A person 
who knew him well, and greatly admired his talents, said o 
him that he never (to his recollection) heard him defend 
an opinion which he thought right, or in which he believed 
him to be himself sincere. He indeed provoked his antag¬ 
onists into the toils hy the very extravagance of his asser¬ 
tions, ami the teasing sophistry by whicb he rendered them 
plausible. His temper was prompter to his ^klll. He had 
the manners of a man of the world, with great scholastic 
resources. He Hung everyone else olT his guard, and was 
himself immovable. 1 never knew anyone who did not 
admit his superiority in this kind of warfare. He put a 

full stop to one of C-'s long-winded prefatory apologies 

for his youth and inexperience, by saying abruptly. Speak 
up, young man!" and. at anotber time, silenced a learned 
professor, by desiring an exiilanation of a word which the 
other frcciucntly used, and which, he said, he had been many 
years trying to get at the meaning of,—the copulative Is! 
He was the best intellectual fencer of his day. He made 
strange havoc of I'uselfs fantastic hieroglyphics, violent 
humours, and oddity of ilialect.—Curran, who was some¬ 
times of the same party, was lively and animated i.i con¬ 
vivial conversation, but dull in argument; nay, averse to 
anything like reasoning or serious observation, and had the 
worst taste 1 ever knew. His favourite critical topics were 
to abuse Milton’s Paradise Lost, and Romeo and Juliet. 
Indeed, he confessed a want of sutlicient acquaintance with 
books when he found himself in literary society in London. 
He and Sheridan once dined at John Kemble’s with Mrs. 
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Inchbald and Mary Woolstonecruft, when the discourse 
almost wholly turned on Love, “ from noon to dewy eve, a 
summer’s day!” What a subject! What speakers, and 
what hearers! What would I not give to have been there, 
had I not learned it all from the bright eyes of Amaryllis, 
and may one day make a Table-talk of it!—Peter Pindar 
was rich in anecdote and grotesque humour, and profound 
in technical knowledge both of music, poetry, and painting, 
but he was gross and overbearing. Wordsworth sometimes 
talks like a man inspired on subjects of poetry (his own 
out of the question)—Coleridge well on every subject, anti 

G—dwin on none. To finish this subject—Mrs. M-'s 

conversation is as fine-cut as her features, and I like to sit 
in the room with that sort of coronet face. What she said 
leaves a flavour, like fine green tea. H—t’s is like cham¬ 
pagne, and N-'s like anchovy sandwiches. H—yd—n’s 

is like a game at trap-ball: L-’s like snap-dragon: and 

my own (if I do not mistake the matter) is not very much 

unlike a game at nine-pins!.One source of the 

conversation of authors, is the character of other authors, 
•and on that they are rich indeed. W'hat things they say! 
What stories they tell of one another, more particularly of 
their friends! If I durst only give some of these con¬ 
fidential communications! . . . The reader may perhaps 
think the foregoing a specimen of them:—but indeed he is 
mistaken. 

I do not know of any greater impertinence, than for an 
obscure individual to. set about pumping a character of 
celebrity. “ Bring him to me,” said a Doctor Tronchin, 
speaking of Rousseau, ” that I may see whether he has 
anything in him.” Before you can take measure of the 
capacity of others, you ought to be sure that they have not 
taken measure of yours. They may think you a spy on 
them, and may not like their company. If you really want 
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to know whether another person ean talk well, begin by 

saying a good thing yourself, and you will 

to look for a rejoinder. •'The best tennis-players, says 

Sir I'opling I'lutter, '• make the best matches. 

_ - l^>r wit is like a rest 

lieUl vip at tennis, which men ilo the best 
With tlie best players. 

We hear it often said of a great author, or a great actress, 
that they are very stu,.id people in private. Bid he was 
a fool that said so. Tell mr your rmn/nmy. mn/ I I hll you 
iiniiiurrs. In conversation, as in other Uiings, the 
action and reaction should bear a certain proportion to each 
„ti„,,,_Authors may, in some sense, be looked ."Pon ^ 
foreigners, who are not naturalised even m their native 

,„il ' 1 ,_ once came down into the country to see us. 

He was "like the most capricious poet Ovid among the 
(ioths." -riie country iieople thought him an oddity, and 
did not understan.l his jokes. It would be strange if they 
had; for he did not make any. while he staid. But when 
he crossed tlie country to Oxford, then he spoke a little, 
lie and the old colleges were hail-fellow well met; and in 

the quadrangles, he " walked gowned." 

riiere is a character of a .gentkmian; so there is a char¬ 
acter of a scholar, which is no less easily recognised The 
one has an air of hooks about him. as the other has of 
•rood-breeding. The one wears his thoughts as the other 
does his clothes, gracefully; and even if they are a little 
old-fashioned, they are not ridiculous; they have had their 
,lav. l lw gentleman shows, by his manner, that he has 
been used to respect from others; the scholar that he lays 
claim to self-respect and to a certain independence of 
opinion. The one has been accustomed to the best com¬ 
pany ; the other has passed his time in cultivating an mtt- 
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macy with the best authors. There is nothin- forward or 
vulgar in the behaviour of the one; nothing shrewd or 
petulant in the observations of the other, as if he should 
astonish the bye-standers, or was astonishetl himself at his 
own discoveries. Good taste and good sense, like common 
politeness, arc, or are supposed to be, matters of course. 
One is distinguished by an appearance of marked attention 
to every one present; the other manifests an habitual air of 
abstraction and absence of mind. The one is not an upstart 
with all the self-important airs of the founder of his own 
fortune; nor the other a self-taught man, with the repulsive 
self-sufficiency which arises from an ignorance of what 
hundreds have known before him. We must excuse pci- 
haps a little conscious family-])ride in the one, and a little 
harmless pedantry in the other.—As there is a class of the 
first character which sinks into tlie mere gentleman, that 
is, which has nothing but this sense of respectahility and 
propriety to support it—so the character of a scholar not 
unfrequently dwindles down into the shadow of a shade, 
till nothing is left of it but the mere book-worm. Theie 
is often something amiable as well as enviable in thi^ last 
character. I know one such instance, at least, d he person 
I mean has an admiration for learning, if he is only dazzled 
by its light. He lives among old authors, if he does not 
enter much into their spirit. He handles the covers, and 
turns over the page, and is familiar with the names and 
dates. He is busy and self-involved. He hangs like a film 
and cobweb upon letters, or is like the dust upon the outside 
of knowledge, which should not be rudely brushed aside. 
He follows learning as its shadow; but as such, he is re¬ 
spectable. He browzes on the husk and leaves of books, 
as the young fawn browzes on the bark and leaves of trees. 
Such a one lives all his life in a dream of learning, and has 
never once had his sleep broken by a real sense of things. 
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He believes implicitly in genius, truth, virtue, liberty, be¬ 
cause he finds the names of these things in -books. He 
thinks tliat love and friendship arc the finest things imag¬ 
inable, both in practice and theory. The legend of good 
women is to him no fiction. When he steals from the twi¬ 
light of his cell, the scene breaks upon him like an illumi¬ 
nated missal, and all the people he secs are but so many 
figures in a camera obscura. He reads the world, like a 
favourite volume, only to find beauties in it, or like an 
edition of some old work which he is preparing for the 
press, only to make emendations in it. and correct the errors 
that have inadvertently slijit in. He and his dog Tray are 
much the same honest, simple-hearted, faithful, affectionate 
creatures—if I'rav could but read! llis mind cannot take 
the impression of vice: but the gentleness of his nature 
turns gall to milk. He would nc>t hurt a tly. He draws 
the i)icture of mankind from the guileless simplicity of his 
own heart: and when he dies, his spirit will take its smiling 
leave, without having ever had an ill thought of others, or 
the consciousness of one in itself! 
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“ Come like shadows—so depart.” 

B- it was, I think, who suggested this subject, as 

well as the defence of Guy Faux, which I urged him to 
execute. As, however, lie would undertake neither. I sup¬ 
pose I must do both—a task for which he would have been 
much fitter, no less from the temerity than the felicity of 
his pen— 


“Never so sure our rapture to create 
As when it touch’d the brink of all we hate.” 

Compared with him. I shall, I fear, make hut a common¬ 
place piece of business of it; but I should be loth the idea 
was entirely lost, and besides I may avail myself of some 
hints of his in the progress of it. I am sometimes, I sus¬ 
pect, a better reporter of the ideas of other people than 
expounder of mv own. 1 pursue the one too far into 
paradox or mysticism ; the others I am not bound to follow 
farther than I like, or than seems fair and reasonable. 

On the question being started, A-said, " I suppose 

the two first persons you would choose to sec would be 
the two greatest names in English literature. Sir Isaac 

Newton and Mr. Locke?" In this A-, as usual, 

reckoned without his host. Everv one burst out a laugh- 

ing at the expression of B-’s face, in which impatience 

was restrained by courtesy. “ Yes, the greatest names," he 
stammered out hastily, “ but they were not persons—not 
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—" Not ]>orsons?*' said A-. looking wise and 

foolidi at tlie same time, afraid his triumph mij^ht he pre¬ 
mature. "That is." rejoined II-. "not characters, you 

know. I!y Mr. Locke and Sir Isaac Newton, you mean 
ttic Essay on tlic 1 Inman I’ndcrstanding. and the Princit^ia, 
wliicli we have to this day. E>cyond their contents there is 
iK)thing personally interesting in the men. But what we 
want to see anv one hodilv for, is when there is something 
peculiar, striking in the individuals, more than we can learn 
from their writings, and yet arc curious to know. I dare 
sav Locke and Newton were very like Kneller’s portraits 
of them. But who could paint Shakst)carc ? *’—“Ay,” 

retorted A-, "there it is; then I suppose you would 

prefer seeing him and Milton instead?”—"No,” said 

B-. " neither. I have seen so much of Shakspeare on 

the stage and on hook-stalls, in frontispieces and on mantle- 
pieces, that 1 am (piite tired of the everlasting repetition: 
and as to Milton's face, the impressions that have come 
down to us of it 1 do not like; it is too starched and 
puritanical; and 1 shouUl he afraid of losing some of the 
manna of his poetry in the leaven of his countenance and 
the precisian’s haiul and gown."—" 1 shall guess no more,” 

said .\-. " W ho i> it, then, you wouUl like to see ‘ in his 

hahit as he lived,’ if you luul your choice of the whole 

• m 

range of hhiglish literature?" B-then named Sir 

riu)mas Brown and hulke (ireyille. the friend of Sir Philip 
Sidney, as the two worthies whom he should feel the 
greatest pleasure to encounter on the tloor of his apartment 
in their night-gown ami slip|)ers. ami to exchange friendly 

greeting w ith them. At this - laughed outright, and 

conceived B-was jesting with him; hut as no one fol- 

ktwed his example, he thought there might be something 
in it. and waited for an explanation in a state of ^yhimsical 
sus])ense. B- then (as well as I can remember a con- 
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versation that passed twenty years ago—how time slips!) 
went on as follows. “ The reason why I pitch upon these 
two authors is, that their writings are riddles, and they 
themselves the most mysterious of personages. They re¬ 
semble the soothsayers of old, who dealt in dark hints and 
doubtful oracles; and 1 should like to a^k them the meaning 
of what no mortal but themselves. I should suppose, can 
fathom. There is Dr. Johnson, 1 have no curiosity, no 
strange uncertainty about him: he and Fxjswell together 
have pretty well let me into the secret of wliat passed 
through his mind. He and other writers like him are suf¬ 
ficiently explicit: my friends, whose repose 1 should be 
tempted to disturb, (were it in my power) arc implicit, 
inextricable, inscrutable. 

“ And call up him who left lialf-tolcl 
The story of Camhiiscan hold.*’ 

“ When I look at that obscure but gorgeous prose-com¬ 
position (the Uni-btirial) I seem to myself to look into a 
deep abyss, at the bottom of which are hid pearls and rich 
treasure; or it is like a stately labyrinth of doubt and 
withering speculation, and I would invoke the spirit of the 
author to lead me through it. Besides, who would not be 
curious to see the lineaments of a man who, having himself 
been twice married, wished that mankind were projiagatcd 
like trees! As to Fulke Greville, he is like nothing but one 
of his own ‘ Prologues spoken by the ghost of an old king 
of Ormus,’ a truly formidable and inviting personage: his 
style is apocalyptical, cabalistical, a knot worthy of such an 
apparition to untie; and for the unravelling a passage or 
two, I would stand the brunt of an encounter with so por¬ 
tentous a commentator! ”—“ I am afraid in that case,” said 

A-—, “ that if the mystery were once cleared up, the 

merit might be lost;”—and turning to me, whispered a 
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friendly apprehension, that while !>- continued to ad¬ 

mire these old crahhed authors, he would never become 
a popular writer. Dr. D<»nne was mentioned as a writer 
of the same jK-riod, with a very interestince countenance, 
whose history was sinoular. and whose nicaniiv^ was often 
(piitc as uucomcafablc, without a personal citation from the 
dead, as that of any of his contemporaries. The vclume was 
produced ; and while some one was expatiating^ on the ex¬ 
quisite simplicity and beauty of the portrait prefixed to the 

old edition. A-Rot hold of the poetry, and exclaiming, 

“What have we here?" read the following;— 

" Here lies a Slic-Stin and a Hc-Moon there. 

She Rives tliM best liRht to his sphere. 

Or each is lu>ll and all. and so 
They unto one another nothing owe.” 

There was no lesisting this, till B-. seizing Uie volume, 

turned to the beautiful “ Lines to his Mistress," dissuading 
her from accompaitx ing him abroad, and read them with 
sufTused features and a faltering totigue. 

" Hv our first strange aiul fatal interview. 

Hv all desires which thereof ditl ensue. 

Hv our loiiR starving hopes, hv that remo.\>c 

W hich my \\»or»ls‘ masetdine persuasive force 

HeRot in thee, and by the memory 

Of hurts, which st>ies ami rivals threaten’d me. 

1 calmly hcR. Hut l>y thy father’s wrath. 

Hy all pains which want and divorcement hath, 

1 c(mjure thee; atul all the oaths which I 

.And thou have sworn to seal joint constancy 

Here I unswear, and overswear them thus. 

Tlum shall not love by ways dauRcrous. 

Temper, oh fair l.ovc! love’s impetuous rape. 

He my true mistress still. luU my feiiin’d Page; 

ril go, and. by thy kiml leave, leave behind 

Thee! onlv worthv to nurse it in mv mind. 

# » * 

Thirst to come hack; oh. if tho\i die before, 

Mv soul from other lands to thee shall soar. 
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Th\' (else Almighty) beauty cannot move 

Rage from the seas, nor thy love teach them love, 

Nor tame wild Roreas’ harshness; thou hast read 
How roughly he in pieces shivered 
Fair Orithca, wliom he swore he lov'd. 

Fall ill or good, 'tis madness to have prov’d 
Dangers uniirgM: Feed on this Hatter}', 

That absent lovers one with th’ other be. 

Dissemble nothing, not a hoy; nor change 
Thy body's habit, nor mind ; be not strange 
To thyself only. All will spy in thy face 
A blushing, womanly, discovering grace. 

Richly cloth’d apes are called apes, and as soon 
Eclips'd as bright we call the moon the moon. 

Men of France, changeable cameleons, 

Spittles of diseases, shops of fashions. 

Love's fuellers, and the Tightest company 
Of players, which upon the world's stage be. 

Will quickly know thee. . . . O stay here! for thee 
England is only a worthy gallery, 

To walk in expectation; till from thence 
Our greatest King call thee to his presence. 

When I am gone, dream me some happiness. 

Nor let thy looks our long hid love confess, 

Nor praise, nor dispraise me; nor bless, nor curse 
Openly love's force, nor in bed fright thy nurse 
With midnight startings, crying out. Oh. oh, 

Nurse, oh, my love is slain, I saw him go 
O'er the white Alps alone; I saw him, I, 

Assail’d, fight, taken, stabb'd. bleed, fall, and die. 

Augur me better chance, except dread Jove 
Think it enough for me to have had thy love." 

Some- one then inquired of B- if we could not see 

from the window the Temple-walk in which Chaucer used 
to take his exercise; and on his name beings put to the vote, 
I was pleased to find that there was a general sensation in 

his favour in all but A-, who said something about the 

^'’-^SS^dness of the metre, and even objected to the quaint¬ 
ness of the orthography. I was vexed at this superficial 
gloss, pertinaciously reducing every thing to its own trite 
level, and asked “ if he did not think it would be worth 
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while to scan the eye that had first greeted the Muse in 
that dim twilight and early dawn of English literature; 
to sec the head, round which the visions of fancy must 
have played like gleams of inspiration or a sudden glory; 
to watch those lips that " lisped in numbers, for the num¬ 
bers came "—as by a miracle, or as if the dumb should 
speak? Xor was it alone that he had been the first to 
tunc hi^ native tongue (however imjjcrfcctly to modern 
ears) ; hut he was himself a noble, manly character, stand¬ 
ing before his age and striving to advance it; a pleasant 
humourist withal, who has not only handed down to us the 
living manners of his time, but had, no doubt, store of 
curious and (plaint devices, and would make as hearty a 
companion as Mine Host of 1 abard. His interview 
with Petrarch is fraught with interest. Net I would rather 
have seen (.‘hauccr in company with the author of the 
Hecameron. and have heard them exchange their best 
st(tries together,—the Scpiire's Tale against the Story of 
the I-'alcon, the Wife of Path’s Prologue against the Ad¬ 
ventures of briar .Mbert. How fine to sec the high mys¬ 
terious brow which learning then wore, relieved by the gay, 
familiar tone of men of the world, and by the courtesies 
of genius. Surely, the tlmughts and feelings which passed 
through the minds of these great revivers (^f learning, these 
(^'admuses who sowed the teeth of letters, must have 
stamiied an expression on their features, as ditYercnt from 
the moderns as their books, and well'worlb the perusal. 
Dante,” 1 continued. ” is as interesting a person as his own 
I'golino, one whose lineaments curiosity would as eagerly 
devour in order to penetrate his spirit, and the only one 
of the Italian p(K'ts 1 should care much to sec. There is 
a fine portrait of Ariosto by no less a hand than Titians; 
light. Moorish, spirited, but not answering our idea. The 
same artist’s large colossal profile of Peter Aretine is the 
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only likeness of the kind that has the effect of conversing 
with • the mighty dead,' and this is truly spectral, ghastly, 

necromantic." B-put it to me if I should like to see 

Spenser as well as Chaucer; and I answered without hesi¬ 
tation, “No; for that his beauties were ideal, visionary, 
not palpable or personal, and therefore connected with less 
curiosity about the man. His poetry was the essence of 
romance, a very halo round the bright orb of fancy; and 
the bringing in the individual might dissolve the charm. 
No tones of voice could come up to the mellifluous cadence 
of his verse; no form but of a winged angel could vie 
with the airy shapes he has described. He was (to our 
apprehensions) rather a “ creature of the element, that lived 
in the rainbow and played in the plighted clouds,” than 
an ordinary mortal. Or if he did appear, I should wish it 

pageants, and 

that he should pass by unquestioned like a dream or sound— 


i iiat was Arion crown’d : 
io went he playing on the wat’ry plain! " 

Captain C. muttered something about Columbus, and M 
C. hinted at the Wandering Jew; but the last was set aside 
s spurious and the first made over to the New World. 

I should like.” said Miss D-, “ to have seen Pope 

talking with Patty Blount; and I have seen Goldsmith” 
Every one turned round to look at Miss D_ as i by so 

ion il Z' “ “ "“k”* '' was Dr. Joh„- 

.taring .hosi To yi" 

Pretender? Ha ^ as he in Scotland with the 

in the Hiehlanrls through the scenes 

eye, yet as if they were familiar 
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to him or associated in his niintl with intclc^ts that he 
durst not explain. If so. it would he an additional reason 
for my liking him; and I would j^nve somethins^ to have 
seen him scaled in the tent with the youthful Majesty of 
Britain, and pennin- the Proclamation to all true subjects 

and adherents of the legitimate (h>vernnicnt.” 

“ I thought.” said A-. turning short round upon 

_“ that you of the Lake Scho(d did not like Pope? 

—‘‘Not like Poi)e! My dear sir. you must he under a 
mistake—I can read him over and over for ever! ” Why 
certainly, the h'ssav on Man must he allowed to be a 
master-piece.”—" It may be so. hut I >eldom look into it. 
‘■Oh! then it’s his Satirc'^ you admireNo. not his 
Satires. i)ut his friendly h:i>istles and his compliments.”— 
“ Compliments! I did not know he ever made any. * The 

finest.” said B-. “that were ever paitl hy the wit of 

man. iCich of tliem is worth an estate for life nay. is an 
immortality. I'liere is tliat superh one to Lonl bornhury: 

■' |)cspiso low .ioys. low eaius; 
lliMlaiii ulKiltAcr t t»rnl'iiry tli>tl;un>; 
he \irtuoU''. aiul l»e hapi*) tor yoiir pains. 


“ W^as there ever more artful in^inuatimi of iilolatrous 
jiraise? .And then tliat iK'hle apotheosis o\ his friend Lord 
Mansfield (however little ileservevl). when, speaking of the 
House of Lords, he adds— 


“ Conspicuous scene! aiu'llur yet is nij-ih, 

(More silent f u l wiiere kines and poets lie; 

W here Murray t lon^ enoneh his C onniry s prided 
Shall he no nune than rntly or than Hyde! 

“ And with what a tine turn of indignant llattery he ad¬ 
dresses Lord Bolinghroke— 

"Why rail they then, if but one wreath of mine. 

Oh! all-aceomplish’d St. John, deck thy shrine? 
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“ Or turn,” continued B-, with a slight hectic on his 

cheek and his eye glistening, “ to his list of early friends: 

“But why then publish? Granville the polite, 

And knowing Walsh, would tell me I could write; 
Well-natured Garth inflamed with earlj' praise, 

And Congreve loved and Swift endured my lays: 

The courtly Talbot, Somers. Sheffield read, 

Ev’n mitred Rochester would nod the head; 

And St. John's self (great Dryden’s friend before) 

Received with open arms one poet more. 

Psppy my studies, if by these approved! 

Happier their author, if by these beloved! 

From these the world will judge of men and books, 

Rot from the Burnets, Oldmixons. and Cooks.” 


Here his voice totally failed him, and throwing down the 
book, he said, “ Do you think I would not wish to have 
been friends with such a man as this? ” 

•‘What say you to Dryclen?”-“ He rather made a show 
of himself, and courted popularity in that lowest temple of 
harne, a cofifee-house, so as in some measure to vulgarize 
one s idea of him. Pope, on the contrary, reached the very 
beau .deal of what a poefs life should be; and his fame 
w 1 e u ing seemed to be an emanation from that which 
was to circle his name after death. He was so far enviable 
(and one would feel proud to have witnessed the rare 

poet and man 

genius who met with his reward on this side of the 
omb who realized in friends, fortune, the esteem of the 
world the most sanguine hopes of a youthful ambition, and 
w o found that sort of patronage from the great during his 

unoTv "' I': ! anxious to bestow 

suono^r f him on his 

Horn. Greece, after his translation of 

the hr^ h?* and say if you would not gladly join 

the bright procession that welcomed him home, or see it 

e more land at Whitehall-stairs.”—“ Still,” said Miss 
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D_. ‘‘ I would rather have seen him talking with Patty 

P>lnunt. or riding l)y in a coronet-coach with Lady ^lary 
Wortley Montagu! " 

1-:-, who was deep in a game of piquet at the other 

etifl of the room, whispered to M. t . to ask if Junius would 
not be a fit person to invoke from the dead. “ \ es, said 
p-, *' provided he wotdd agree to lay a^ide his mask. 

We were now at a stand for a short lime, when hielding 
was mentioned as a canditlate: only one, however, seconded 
the propositicjn. " Richardson.'' —" l*»y all means, hut only 
to look at him through the gla>s-door of his hack-shop, 
hard at work upon one of hi^ uoveK (the most extraor¬ 
dinary contrast that ever wa'' presented between an author 
and his works), hut not to let him come behind his counter 
lest he should want you to turn custtuuer. nor to go upstairs 
witli iiini. lest he shoidtl otTer to read the first manuscript of 
Sir Charles tirandison. which wa- originally written in 
eitjhl and twenty volumes octavo, or get out the letters of 
his female corres])ondenls, to pr<.)vc that Joseph Andrews 


was low.” 

'riiere was but one >tatesman in the whole of English 
history that any one expressed the least desire to sec— 
Oliver C romwell, with hi^ fine, frank, rough, pimply face, 
and wily policy; and one enthusia-t. John Runyan, the im¬ 
mortal author of the Pilgrim's Progress. U secmetl that 
if he came into the room, dream> would follow him. and 
that each person wotdd nod under hi^ goUlen cloud, nigh- 
sjdiered in Heaven,” a canopy as strange and stalely as any 
in Homer. 

(M' all persons near our own time. Garrick's name was 
received with the greatest enthusiasm, who was proposed 
[jy I \: -. He presently superseded both Hogarth and 

m ¥ 

Haiulel. who had been talked of. hut then it was on con¬ 
dition that he should act in tragcily and comedy, in the 
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play and the farce, Lear and Wildair and Abel Drugger. 
What a sight for sore eyes that would be! Wbo would 
not part with a year’s income at least, almost with a year 
of his natural life, to be present at it? Besides, as he could 
not act alone, and recitations are unsatisfactory things, 
what a troop he must bring with him—the silver-tongued 
Barry, and Quin, and Shuter and Weston, and Mrs. Clive 
and Mrs. Pritchard, of wliom I liave heard my father speak 
as so great a favourite when he was young! This would 
indeed be a revival of the dead, the restoring of art; and 
so much the more desirable, as such is the lurking scep¬ 
ticism mingled with our overstrained admiration of past 
excellence, that thougli we have the speeches of Burke, the 
portraits of Reynolds, the writings of Goldsmith, and’ the 
conversation of Johnson, to show what people could do at 
that period, and to confirm the universal testimony to the 
merits of Garrick; yet, as it was before our time, we have 
our misgivings, as if he was probably after all little better 
an a Bartlemy-fair actor, dressed out to play Macbeth in 
a scarlet coat and laced cocked-hat. For one, I should like 
o have seen and heard with my own eyes and ears. Cer- 
ainly by all accounts, if any one was ever moved by the 

When he followed 

ac ors do b", 

whl A " '^"P‘ raised the 

whole way round, so fully was he possessed with the idea. 

On e at . sn, " P-‘ a moment: 

Hen? ^P'eHdid dinner-party at Lord-’s they sud- 

Wme^ntn ni'm imagine’what was 

convnk- ^ ‘he window by the 

convulsive screams and peals of laughter of a young negro- 

to ^sel GarrtL™"'"^ u" ground in an ecstasy of delight 

with his coat-tan sTu^out\eh’"*d^’‘'°H'^ court-yard, 

K out behind, and in a seeming flutter 
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of fcallicrcd ra^o and pride, ( U mir parlv only two persons 
present had seen tlie llritisli l\<i''Oni''; ami thev seemed as 
wiliint^ as the rest to renew their ae<jnaintanee with their 
old favourite. 

W^e were interrupted in the hey-day and mid-career of 
this fanciful s])eculatii)n. hy a j^rumhler in a corner, who 
declared it was a sliame t(.) make all thi> rout alnnit a mere 
player and farce-writer, to the ncL^lect and exclusion of the 
htie old dramatists, the C(>ntemp<naries and rivals of Shak- 

speare. 11-said he had anticipated thi^ objection when 

he had name<I the author of MuMajdia and .\Iaham ; and 
out of caprice insi-sted upon kiepini^' him io reiu'e^ent the 
set. in preference to the wild liair-hrained enlhusi:ist Kit 
Marlowe; to the sexton of St. Ann's. Weh^ter. with his 
melancholy yew-trees and death's-heads: to Deckar. who 
was hut a garrulous pro>er; to the voluminous IIeywo(td; 
and even to Ileaumont and l letcher. whom we mi'^ht olTend 
hy complimenting' the wron-- author on their j..int produc¬ 
tions. Lord Ilrook, on the contrary, sttuul tjuite hy himself, 
or in Cowley's words, was “a vast species almte." Some 
one liinted at the circumstance of his hein*^ a lord, which 
rathei st.iithal l> , hut he said a would perhaps 

dispense with strict etiiiuette. on hein- re-ailarly addressed 
hy his title. I>en Jouson tlividetl our sulYraL;es ]wetty 
etjually. Some were afraid he would hei^in to traduce Shak- 
speare, who was not present to tletend himself. “ If lie 

^rows disa^reeahle." it was w hisiHued aloud. " there is 

match him. At len* 4 th his romantic visit to 

Drummond of llawthornden was mentioned, and turned 

the scale in his favour. 

II-inquired if there was any one that was handed that 

I would choose to mention?' .\nd 1 answered. Lui^cne 
Aram.+ The name of the “ Ailmirahle Crichton " was sud- 

♦Sce Newgate Calendar for 1758. 
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denly started as a splendid example of -K'astc talents, so dif¬ 
ferent from the generality of his countrymen. This choice 
\vas mightily approved by a North-Briton present, who de¬ 
clared himself descended from that prodigy of learning 
and accomplishment, and said he had family-plate in his 
possession as vouchers for the fact, with the initials A C — 
Adwtrable Crichton! H- laughed or rather roared as 

heartily at this as I should think he has done for many 
years. 

The last-named Mitre-courtier^ then wished to know 
whether there were any metaphysicians to whom one micrht 
be tempted to apply the wizard spell? I replied, there were 
T"" 'n deserving the name—Hobbes, 

fonath?' Hume, Leibnitz; and perhaps 

J nathan Edwards, a Massachusetts mamf As to the 

rench, who talked fluently of having created this science, 

norto"h ' ? r that was 

fHo^n T r ^ ^ mentioned. 

the head of Grammar, was still living.] None of these 
names seemed to excite much interest, Incl I did not plead 

fitter)^! ’■e appearance of those who might be thought best 
fitted by the abstracted nature of their studies for their 
present spiritual and disembodied state, and who, even while 

occupied chambers in Mitre-court Fleet-street 

.■.kwTt'T. ;■ r."™'!i”" “i'- ■ too. “hS £ 

reputation together Thi<i o room for him and his 

works recom^nds Jo polr'a tettleJtcH^ 

Lrjme? enrichl°d 'the"'^dr°''" 'the'peHumer"o'” he 

^er^-T -sis ^ an^r * 

?a".;ot.rchaT^of'Th‘e ^ 

inquirers to all future 
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on tliis living stage, were nearly divested of common flesh 

and blood. .As .A- with an \measy fidgetty face was 

about to put some (piestion about Mr. Locke and Dugald 
Stewart, be was prevented by .M. who observed,If 

J he would undoubtedly be for having 

np those profound and redoubted sciioliasts, Thomas 
A(|umas and Duns Seotus." 1 said: this might be fair 
enough m him who bad read or fancied he bad read 
the original works, but I did not see how we could 
have any right to call up these .luthors tr> give an 

account of themselves in person, till we had Kioked into 
their writings. 

I>y this time it shoidd seem that some rumour of our 
whimsical deliberation had got wind, ami had disturbed the 
irntuhh- in their shadowy abodes, for we received 

messages from several candidates that we had just been 
thinking of. (iiav declined our invitation, though he had 
not yet been asked: (iay offered to come and' bring in 
his hand the Duchess of I’.olton, the original I’olly : Steele 
and .Addison left their cards as Laptain Sentrv'and Sir 
F^oger .le Coverley: Swift came in and sat down without 
spe.iking ;i word, ;md (|uitted the room as abruptly: Otway 
and C iKitterton were seen lingering on the opposite side 
ol the .Sty.N, lint could not muster enough between them 
to pay Charon his fare: Thomson fell asleep in the boat 
and was rowed back again—a.ul Hums sent a low fellow! 
one John Ikirleyeorn, an old companion of his who had 
conducted him to the other world, to sav that he had during 
Ins lifetime been drawn out of his retirement as a show 
only to be made an exeiseniai, of, and that he would rather 
remain where he was. He desired, however, to shake hands 

by his representative-the hand, thus held out. was in a 
binning fever, aiul shook proiligiously. 

The room was hung rouiul witli several portraits of 
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eminent painters. While we were debating whether we 
should demand speech with these masters of mute eloquence 
whose features were so familiar to us, it seemed that all 
at once they glided from their frames, and seated them¬ 
selves at some little distance from us. There was Leonardo 
with his majestic beard and watchful eye, having a bust 
of Archimedes before him; ne.xt him was Kaphael's grace- 
fu head turned round to the Pornarina ; anil on his other 
side was Lucretia Porgia, with calm, golden locks; Michael 
Angelo had placed the model of St. Peter’s on tiie table 
before him; Correggio had an angel at his side; Titian 
was seated with his .Mistress between himself and Giorgioni • 
Gtndo was accompanied by his own Aurora, who took a 
dice-box from him; Claude held a mirror in his hand • 
Rubens patted a beautiful panther (led in bv a satyr) on 
the head ; \ andyke appeared as his own Paris, and Rem¬ 
brandt was hid under furs, gold chains and jewels, which 
Sir Joshua eyed closely, holding his hand so as to shade his 
ore leac. Not a word was spoken; and as we ro.se to do 
them homage, they still presented the same surface to the 
view. Not being bona-fide representations of living people 
we got rid of the splendid apparitions by signs and dumb 
show. As soon as they had melted into thin air tliere 
was a loud noise at the outer door, and we found it was 
Giotto Cimabue, and Ghirlandaio, who had been raised 

from the dead by their earnest desire to see their illustrious 
successors— 


T , “ Whose names on earth 

tn Barnes eternal records live for aye!" 

Finding them gone, they had no ambition to be seen after 

em, and mournfully withdrew. “Egad!” said B-, 

those are the very fellows I should like to have had some 
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talk witli. to know iiow they eonld sec to paint when all was 
(lark around them ? ” 

Hut shall we have nothin:^ to say." interrogated G. 

J-, ■■ to the I,e<^end of Good Women? “ Xame. 

name, Mr. J-, cried II-in a hoistercuis tone of 

V I I < name as many as you please, without 

iestr\e t^r fear of uk tlestation ! J-was |)erple-\ed he- 

tuecMi M) many amiable recollectimi^. that the name of the 
lady of his choice expired in a pensive whiff of his pipe; 

and I!- impatiently dechired for the Duehess of Xew- 

castle. Mrs. I Intchinson was no corner menti >ned. than 
she carried the day from the Dnehos. We were the less 
solicitous oTi thiv subject of lilliny; n|) the postinnnons lists 
of (iood Women, as there was already erne in the ro,nn as 
Rood, as senvihle, and in all respects as exeinplarv, as the 
best of them conid he for their lives! | should lilse vastly 
to have seen .\inon de fl-nclos,- said that incomparahle 
person ; and this immedititely put its in mind that we had 
neglected to p;iy hononr dne to our friends on the I'ther 
side of the ( hannel: \ oltaire, the i.atriarch of levity, and 
Ronssean, the father ol sentiment, ,\lontaione and Raheltis 
(Rreat in wisilom ;md in wit), .Moliere a.nd that illnstrio s 
tfroup that are collected round him (in the print of that 
sithject ( to hear him read his comedv of the TartulTe at 

the house of Xinon; Racine, l.a |■■ontainc, Rochefoncanlt. 
St. I'X'remfMit. etc. 

'• There is one persot,,- said a shrill, .|uernlous voice, " I 
would rtither sec than till these - Iton Onixote!" 

" Come, cotne!" sai.l 11 - - ; - | thouoht we should have 
no heroes, real or fahnhnts. What sav vou, Mr, H_? 

Are you for ekinw oitt your shadowy list with such names 
tis ,\lexander, Jidins Ctvstir, rtitncrltme, or tihenois Khan?" 

Ifxctise me," said 1!-, on the subject of char.actcrs 

in active life, plotters atnl disturbers of the world, I have 
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a crotchet of my own, which I beg leave to reserve.”— 
“ No, no! come, out with your worthies! " What do you 

think of Guy Faux and Judas Iscariot?” H-turned 

an eye upon him like a wild Indian, but cordial and full of 
smothered glee. "Your most exquisite reason!” was 

echoed on all sides; and A-thought that B- had now 

fairly entangled himself. ” Why, I cannot but think.” re¬ 
torted he of the wistful countenance, ” that Guy Faux, 
that poor fluttering annual scare-crow of straw and rags, is 
an ill-used gentleman. I would give something to see him 
sitting pale and emaciated, surrounded by his matches and 
his barrels of gunpowder, and expecting the moment that 
was to transport him to Paradise for his heroic self-devo¬ 
tion ; but if I say any more, there is that fellow G_will 

make something of it.—And as to Judas Iscariot, mv reason 
IS different. I would fain see the face of him, who, having 
dipped his hand in the same dish with the Son of Man 
could afterwards betray him. I have no conception of such 
a thing; nor have I ever seen any picture (not even 
Leonardo’s very fine one) that gave me the least idea of 

cho^e enough, Mr. B-, to justify your 

^ Oh ! ever right, Menenius,—ever right! ” 

... person I can ever think of after 

this, continued H-; but without mentioning a name 

that once put on a semblance of mortality. “ If Shakspeare 
was to come into the room, we should all rise up to meet 
him; but if that person was to come into it, we should all 
fall down and try to kiss the hem of his garment! ” 

As a lady present seemed now to get uneasv at the turn 
the conversation had taken, we rose up to go. The morning 
broke with that dim, dubious light by which Giotto. Cima- 
bue and Ghirlandaio must have seen to paint their earliest 
wor -s, and we parted to meet again and renew similar 
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topics at iiij^lit, the next ni^ht, and the night after that, till 
that night overspread Ihirope which saw no dawn. The 
same event, in truth. I)n)ke up our little Congress tliat broke 
up the great one. Hut that was to meet again: our delib¬ 
erations have never been resumed. 
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ON READING OLD BOOKS 

I HATE to read new books. There are twenty or thirty 
volumes that I have read over and over again, and these 
are the only ones that I have any desire ever to read at 
all. It was a long time before I could bring myself to sit 
down to the Tales of My Landlord, but now that author's 
works have made a considerable addition to my scanty 
library. I am told that some of Lady Morgan's are good, 
and have been recommended to look into Anastasius • but I 
have not yet ventured upon that task. A lady, the other 
ay, could not refrain from expressing her surprise to a 
riend, who said he had been reading Delphineshe 
asked,—If it had not been published some time back? 
Women judge of books as they do of fashions or com¬ 
plexions, which are admired only “ in their newest gloss." 

1 hat is not my way. I am not one of those who trouble 
the circulating libraries much, or pester the booksellers for 
mail-coach copies of standard periodical publications. I 
cannot say that I am greatly addicted to black-letter, but 
I profess myself well versed in the marble bindings of 
Andrew Millar, m the middle of the last century; nor does 
my taste revolt at Thurloe's State Papers, in Russia leather; 
or an ample impression of Sir William Temple’s Essays, 
with a portrait after Sir Godfrey Kneller in front. I do 
not think altogether the worse of a book for having sur¬ 
vived the author a generation or two. I have more con¬ 
fidence m the dead than the living. Contemporary writers 

333 
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may generally be divided into two classes—one's friends 
or ones foes. Of tlic first we are compelled to think too 
well, and of the last we are disposed to think too ill. to 
receive much j:,-enuine pleasure from the perusal, or to judpe 
fairly of the merits of either. One candidate for literary 
fame, who happens to he of our ac(|uaintance. writes finely, 
and hke a man of ^aMuu>: Init unfortunately has a foolish 
face, which spoils a delicate ]>assa,<:e : —another inspires us 
with the hi-hest respect for his personal talents and char¬ 
acter, hut does not (piite come up to our expectations in 
print. All these contradictions and pettv details interrupt 
tlie calm current of our rellecticais. If you want to know 
what any of the authors were wli.» lived before our time, 
and are still objects of anxious iiKpiiry. yon have only 
to look into their works. lint the dnst and smoke and noise 
of modern literature have iu)thin^ in common with the 
pure, silent air (.>f immortality. 

When I take up a work that I have read before (the 
oftener tite hetterf I know what I have to expect. The 
.''atisfaetioii is not lessened h\ heini; anticipated When 
tlic entertainment is altooether new, I Mt down to it as 
I .slionld to a stran-e ,lish,-tnrn and pick out a hit lierc 
and there, and am in doubt wliat to think of the composi¬ 
tion. I here i-. a want of confidence and scenritv to second 
apiH'tite. \ew-tano|e.l hooks arc .d-o like ma.ic-disltes in 
this respect, that they arc .■generally liltlc ck-c tlian liashes 
and n/acawrnlos of what has liccn served up entire and 
III a more natitral state at other timc>. Ite-idcs, in thus 
tiirmiif; to a well-known author, there is not only an as¬ 
surance tliat my time will not he thrown away, or my palate 
nauseated with the most insipid or vilest tra'h,—Imt 1 shake 
Iiands with, and look an old, tried, and valued friend in the 
facc.-cotnpare notes, and chat the hours away. It is true, 
\vc form dear fricndshtiis with such ideal .ctuests—dearer, 
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alas! and more lasting, than those with our most intimate 
acquaintance. In reading a hook which is an old favourite 
with me (say the first novel I ever read) I not only have 
the pleasure of imagination and of a critical relish of the 
work, but the pleasures of memory added to it. It recalls 
the same feelings and associations which I had in first 
reading it, and which I can never have again in any other 
way. Standard productions of this kind are links in the 
Cham of our conscious being. They hind together the dif¬ 
ferent scattered divisions of our personal identity. They 
are land-marks and guides in our journey through life. 

ley are pegs and loops on which we can hang up, or 
from winch we can take down, at pleasure, the wardrobe of 
a moral imagination, the relics of our best affections, the 
tokens and records of our happiest hours. They are “ for 
thoughts and for remembrance! ” They are like For- 
timatus’s Wishing-Cap-they give us the best riches-those 
of Fancy; and transport us, not over half the globe, but 
(which IS better) over half our lives, at a word’s notice! 

ly father Shandy solaced himself with Bruscambille. 
Uive me for this purpose a volume of Peregrine Pickle or 
lorn Jones. Open either of them anywhere—at the Mem- 
oirs of Lady Vane, or the adventures at the masquerade 
with Lady Bellaston, or the disputes between Thwackum 
and Square, or the escape of Molly Seagrim, or the incident 
of Sophia and her muff, or the edifying prolixitv of her 
aunt s lecture-and there I find the same delightful, biisv, 
bustling scene as ever, and feel myself the same as when ! 
was first introduced into the midst of it. Nay. sometimes 
the sight of an odd volume of these good old English 
authors on a stall, or the name lettered on the back among 
o ers on t e shelves of a library, answers the purpose, 

ideas, and sets “the puppets 
dallying. Twenty years are struck off the list, and I am 
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a child a^ain. A sage philosopher, who was not a very 
wise man, said, that lie slionld like very well to be young 
again, if he cr>uld take Itis experience along with him. 

1 his ingetiious person did not seem to be aware, by the 
gravity of his remark, that the great advantage of being 
young is to be without this weight of experience, which he 
wouhl fain place upon the shoulders of youth, and wliich 
never comes too late with years. Oh! what a privilege to 
be able to let this hump, like C hristian's burthen, drop 
from oft nnc’s back, and transport one’s-sclf, bv the help 
of a little musty duotlecimo. to the time when " ignorance 
was bliss, and when we first got a ]H*ep at the raree-show 
of the world, through the glas> of fiction—gazing at man¬ 
kind. as we do at wild beasts in a menagerie, through the 
bars of their cages.—or at curiosities in a museum, that 
we must not touch I l or mvsclf, not onlv are the old ideas 
of the contents of the work brought back to mv mind in 
all (heir viviilness, but the old associatiems of the faces and 
persons of tlu)se 1 then knew, as thev were in their life- 
time—the place where 1 sat to read the volume, the day 
when I got it. the feeling of the air. the fields, the sky— 
return, atid all my early impressions with them. This is 
better to me—those places, those times, those persons, and 
those feelings that cotne across me as 1 retrace the story 
and (kwour the page, are to me better far than the wet 
sheets ot the last new novel from the Ikdlantync press, to 
say nothing of the Minerva press in Leailenhall-street. It 
is like visiting the scenes of early youth. I think of the 

# m 

time when 1 was in my father's lunise, and my path ran 
down with butter and honey."—when 1 was a little, thought¬ 
less child, and bail no other wish or care but to con my 
daily ta^k, aiul he happy!—Tom Jones, 1 remember, w’as 
the first work that broke the spell. If came down in num¬ 
bers once a fortnight, in kooke’s pocket-edition, embel- 
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lished with cuts. I had Iiithcrto read onl}' in school-books, 
and a tiresome ecclesiastical history (witli tlie exception 
of Mrs. RadclifFc s Romance of tlic J^'orest) : hut this had 
a different relisli with it,—" sweet in the mouth,*’ thout^h 
not ‘ bitter in the belly." It smacked of the world 1 lived 
in, and in wliich I was to live—and shewed me ^tou]>s. 
“gay creatures" not “of the element," but of the earth; 
not living in the clouds," but travelling the same road 
that I did ;—some that had passed on before me, and others 
that might soon overtake me. i\Iy heart had ]:»alpitated at 
the thoughts of a boarding-school ball, or gala-day at Mid¬ 
summer or Christmas: but the world I had found out in 
Cooke’s edition of the British Novelists was to me a dance 
through life, a perpetual gala-day. The six-penny numbers 
of this work regularly contrived to leave oft' just in the 
middle of a sentence, and in the nick of a story, where Tom 
Jones discovers Square behind the blanket; or where Parson 
Adams, in the inextricable confusion of events, very unde- 
signedly gets to bed to Mrs. Slip-slop. Let me caution 
the reader against this impression of Joseph Andrews: 
for there is a picture of Fanny in it which he should not 
set his heart on, lest he should never meet with anything 
like it; or if he should, it would, perhaps, be better for 

him that he had not. It was just like-! With 

what eagerness I used to look forward to the next number, 
and open the prints! Ah! never again shall I feel the 
enthusiastic delight with which I gazed at the figures, and 
anticipated the story and adventures of Major Bath and 
Commodore Trunnion, of Trim and my Chicle Toby, of Don 
Quixote and Sancho and Dapple, of Gil Bias and Dame 
Lorenza Sephora, of Laura and the fair Lucretia, whose Ups 
open and shut like buds of roses. To what nameless ideas 
did they give rise,—with what airy delights I filled up the 
outlines, as I hung in silence over the page!—Let me still 
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rocal them, that they may hreathe fre-li life into me, and 
that 1 m.iy live that hirthday of thou-ht and romantic 
|)leaMne over ajjain ! Talk of the i,/.■<//.' This is the only 
true ideal—the heavenly tints of l-ancy relleeted in the 
Inibhlcs that lloat \\\Hm the spriiii^^-title of luinian life. 

Oh! .Memory! shield me from the world’s p..or strife 

And ^•lve those scenes tliine everl.istiiiK life! 

The paradox with which I set out is, 1 hope, less startlin- 
than It was; the reader will, hy this time, have been It^ 
mto my secret. .Much ahont the same time, or 1 believe 
rather earlier. 1 took a particular satisfaction in reading 
Chnhhs Iraets. aiul I ofun think 1 will j,wt them atrain 
to wade throiioh. There is a hioh o„sto of polemical 
• livinity III them: and yon fancy that von hear a cliih of 
shoeinakers at .Salishiiry, dehatin- a dispntahle text from 
one of St. I'aid s h pistles in a workmanlike style, with ecinal 
shrewdness and pertinacity. I cannot say much for mv 
■netaiihysical studies, into which 1 la,inched shortly after 
with fjreat ardour, so as to make a toil of a pleasure I 
was presently entangled in the hriais and thorns of subtle 

distinctions,—ot • late, free-will, fore-knowledge ahsolute " 
tlunish ! cannot add that - in their wanderiu- mazes I 
found no end ; tor I did arrive at some very satisfactory 
and potent conclusions ; nor will | -o so far, however iin- 
.k^ratetnl the subject mioht seem, as to exclaim with .Mar¬ 
lowe s baustus--Would 1 h.ad never seen Wittenberc 
nper read book "-that i-, .^ver studied such authors a^ 
artlet, Hume, llerkeley, etc. Locke's l-ssay on the 
Iiimaii L nderstaiuhno is, however, a work from which I 
never derived either pleasure or profit; and Hobbes dry 
and powerful as he is, 1 did no, road till lonij afterwards. 
I lead a tew iioets, which did not much hit my taste.—for 
1 would have the reader understand. I am deficient in the 
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faculty of imagination; but I fell early upon French ro¬ 
mances and philosophy, and devoured them tooth-and-nail. 
Many a dainty repast have I made of the Xcw Eloise 
the description of the kiss; the excursion on the water; 
the letter of St. Preux, recalling the time of their first 
loves; and the account of Julia's death; these I read over 
and over again with unspeakable .lelight and wonder. Some 
years after, when I met with this work again, I found I 
had lost nearly my whole relish for it (except some few 
parts) and was, I remember, very much mortified with the 
change in my taste, which I sought to attribute to the small¬ 
ness and gilt edges of the edition I had bought, and its 
being perfumed with rose-leaves. Nothing could exceed 
the gravi^, the solemnity with which I carried home and 
read the Dedication to the Social Contract, with some other 
pieces of the same author, which I had picked up at a stall 
in a coarse leathern cover. Of the Confessions I have 
spoken elsewhere, and may repeat what I have said- 
weet IS the dew of their memory, and pleasant the balm 
o their recollection!” Their beauties are not “scattered 
ke stray-gifts o er the earth,” but sown tliick on the page 
rich and rare. I wish I had never read the Emilius, or 
read it with less implicit faith. I had no occasion to pamper 
my natural aversion to aflfectation or pretence, bv romantic 
Md artificial means. I had better have formed'myself on 
the model of Sir Fophng Flutter. There is a class of 
persons whose virtues and most shining qualities sink in 
and are concealed by, an absorbent ground of modesty and 

y - Now these are the very persons who are likely 

a frSd'‘Vho^ harTt "'btily and happily expressed by 

to wrhe returned ^e had been employed 

thought ’and classical "tersLesTof swE*'’^d ‘°h 

occasion, that “Modest merirntlefLuTuccrS’l “ 
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to attach themselves to the character of Emilius. and of 
whom it is sure to lie tlic l)anc. dhis dull, phlegmatic, 
retiring humour is not in a fair wav to he corrected, but 
conlirmed and rendered de^'perate. hv being in that work 
lield up a-' an (►l)ject of imitatioiG as an example of sim¬ 
plicity and magnanimity—by coming ujton us with all the 
reconiniendalions of no\eIty. surprise, and superioritv to 
the prejudices of the world—by being stuck upon a pedestal, 
mafU' amiable, da/xling. a Irnrrc dr ditf^r! 'The reliance on 
s"!id worth which it inculc.ites, the j'refcrence of sober 
tiuth to gaudy tinsel, hangs like a mill-stone round the neck 
of the imagination—'* a load to sink a navv "—impedes our 
pi'ogress. and blocks up every jirospect in life. A man, to 
get on. to he successful, conspicuous. ap])laudcd. should 
not retire upon the centre of his conscious resources, hut 
be always at the circumference of appearances. He must 
envelop hiniselt in a halo of mystery—he must ride in an 
e(|uipage of opinion—he must walk with a train of self- 
conceit follow ing him—he must not striji himself to a buff- 
jerkin. to the doublet and hosc of his real merits, hut must 
surround himself with a rtntr^^r tO prejiulices, like the signs 
of the /odiac—lie must seem any thing hut what he is, ami 
then he may pass for any thing he pleases. Ihe world 
lo\e to he amused hy ImlUtw' professions, to he deceived bv 
nattering appearances. t<i live in a state of hallucination: 
and can lorgive every thing hut the plain, downright, sim¬ 
ple honest truth—such as we see it chalked (Hit in the char- 
actei o| l',mihus.— lo return trom this digressit^n which is 
a little out of place here. 

Hooks ha\e in a great measure lost their power over 
me; nor can 1 revi\e the same interest in them as formerly. 

1 perceive when a thing is good, rather than feel it. It is 
true. 


Marcian Colonna is a dainty book; 



341 


On Reading Old Books 

and the reading of Mr. Keats’s Eve of St. Agnes lately 
made me regret that I was not young again. The beautiful 
and tender images there conjured up. " come like shadows 
so depart.” The ‘'tiger-moth’s wings,” which he has 
spread over h.s rich poetic blazonry, just flit across mv 
fancy; the gorgeous twilight window which he has painted 
over again m his verse, to me “blushes” almost in vain 
with blood of queens and kings.” I know how I should 

• '"''ll such passages ; and that 

all. Ihe sharp luscious flavour, the fine aronui is fled 

and nothing but the stalk, the bran, the husk of literature 

IS lett. If any one were to ask me what I read now I 

might answer with my Lord Hamlet in the play-" Words 

words, words.”—“ W'hat is the matter? 

hey have scarce a meaning. But it was not always so. 
Ihere was a time when to my thinking, every word was a 

m r dropped from the mouth 

of the little peasant-girl in the Fairy tale, or like those that 

tall from the great preacher in the Caledonian Chapel! I 

drank o the stream of knowledge that tempted, but did 

not mock my bps, as of the river of life, freelv. How 

eager y I slaked my thirst of German sentiment,'” as the 

and water-springs;” how I bathed 

and revelled and added my floods of tears to Goethe’s 

Sorrows of Werter, and to Schiller’s Robbers— 

Giving my stock of more to that which had too much ! 

SoL'ef beginCg-' 

Schiller! that hour I would have wish'd to die, 

ITom 'Jh? H f midnight I had sent, 

That^fdungeon of the tow’r time-rent, 

That fearful voice, a famish’d father’s cry' 
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I IkHcvc I nui) (late my into the mysteries of 

poetry from the commencement of mv ac(|naintance witli 
tlie authors of the Lyrical llalhul>.; at least, mv discrimina- 
tion of the hi^dier sorts—not mv predilection for such 
writers as (loldsmith or l\)pe: ne)r do I imajjjine thev will 
say I jj^ot my liUiiiij^ for the Novelists, t>r the comic writers, 
— for the characters of \ alentine, 'I'attle, ov Miss Lrne. 
from them. If so. I mii>t have j^ot from them what tliey 
never had them>elve>. In points where ])oetic diction and 
conception are concerne.l. I mav he at a loss, and liable to 


he impt)sed upon : hut in formin^^ an estimate of pa-sai;es 
relating.; to common life and manners. 1 cannot think 1 am 
a i)lap;iarist from any man. 1 there “ know mv cue without 
a prompter. 1 may say of such studies— liitits ct in cute. 
I am just able to atlmire those literal ti>iiches of observa¬ 
tion and description, winch perst>ns t>f litttier pretensions 
overlook and despise. 1 think 1 conijU’chend somethiiif^ 
of the characteristic part of Shaksj^eare ; and in him indeed 
all is characteristic, even the nonsense and poetrv. I 
believe it was the celebrated Sir Humphry Havy who used 
to say. that Shaks]H*are was rather a metaphvsician than 
a poet. At any rate, it was not ill saitl. I wish that 1 had 
sooner known the ilramatic writers contemporary with 
Shakspeare: bir in lookini^ them over about a year aj^o. 
I almost revived my old passion for readiiii^', and my old 
(lelig^ht in books, lhou,ii;h they were verv nearlv new to me. 
I he 1 eruidical Lssayists 1 reail lont^' a*.^'i->. I he Spectator 
I likeil extremely; but the I'atler took mv fancy most. I 
lead tlie (Others soon after, the Rambler, the AiLcnturer, the 
W'orld, the C'onnoisseur: 1 was not -orry to oet to the end 
of them, and have desire to ejo rei^nlarly throiij^h them 
ap:ain. 1 consider myself a thoroui^h adept in Richardson. 
I like the loni^est of his novels best, and think no part of 
them tedious; nor should 1 ask to have any thing better to 
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UD wh” *'^s:inninff to end, to take them 

up when I chose, and lay them down when I was tired 

Ckme£a t,'' f -f, divine 

Ime of t e r“ trick and 

he"rS table '■■"t 1 "'""'’'' 

zies Tulia de R ,""'^'*''"’8 l<uidness for -Macken- 

I ligan,,,,,. fi„, „ i. rll^™ 

indolence. U Spenser, and , iL O, er e” „ be” 

o?toJ,'“ap 

Titian’s!_ ^ 'voulcl look at a-picture of 

:HrS'r rS"E{S ■'"' 

me, “ at one nrnnpi c and bringing home with 

Lost, and another o/Tirke's rT 

Re.lntio„-both Which I ^^till’re^S 

immediately addressed hfm " >;°“.=^^'ed. Sir? ” the First Consul 

as that of the hero of Richardsnnt p"^ ®ame 

The young man’s uncle who was^r!d?Ti ^ere was a Consul, 
anecdote while we were stonn.L 1 .1 Lovelace, told me this 

thinking that his was the sa^me ^ together at Calais. I had also been 

son’s Romance. This is on^of Richard- 

his IS one of my reasons for liking Buonaparte. 
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when I see the covers, the pleasure with which I dipped into 
them as I returned with my <lonl)le prize. I was set up 
for one while. I hat time is past ' with all its giddy rap¬ 
tures: hut I am still anxious to i)reserve its memory. 

“ embalmed w ith odours."—With respect to the first of 
these works, 1 would he permitted to remark here in pass¬ 
ing. that it is a sufficient answer to the (ierman criticism 
which has since lieen started against the character of Satan 
(t'/r. that it is not one t)f disgusting detormity. or pure, 
defecated malice) tit say that Milton has there drawn, not 
the abstract principle of evil, not a devil incarnate, hut a 
tallen angel. 1 his is the Scriptural account, and the poet 
has followed it. We may safely retain such [)assages as 
that well-known one— 


-His form had not yet lost 

.MI lu’r original hrighincss: nor aj^poar’d 
Less than areliangel rninM ; and the c.xccss 
Of glorv ohsciirM— 


for the theory, which is opposed to them. •' falls fiat upon 
the grunsel edge, ami shames its worsliii>iiers." Let us 
heat no mote then of tins nu'inki-'h cant, and higottod t'lutcry 
for the restoration of the lim n- and tail of the devil !-^ 
Again, ,\s to the other work. l»urke s Retlections, 1 took 
a paiticulai pride and i^leasure in it. and read it to myself 
and othei s for months afterwards. 1 had reason for my 
piejtidice in favour of this author. \o uiulerstand an 
adversary is some praise; to admire him is more. 1 thought 
I did both: 1 knew 1 did one. h'rom the first time T ever 
cast m\ e\es mi anything of llurke s (which was an cx- 
tiact fiom his Letter t^^ a Noble Lord in a three-times a 
week paper. 1 he St. James s t. hri>nicle. in i7()f>L I said to 
myself, " Ibis is true eloquence; this is a man pouring out 
his mind cm papei. All i>ther style seemed tc'> me pedantic 
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and impertinent. Dr. Johnson's was walking on stilts; and 
even Junius's (who was at that time a favourite with me) 
with all his terseness, shrunk up into little antithetic points 
and well-trimmed sentences. But Burke’s style was forked 
and playful as the lightning, crested like the serpent. He 
delivered plain tilings on a plain ground ; but when he rose, 
there was no end of his flights and circumgyrations—and 
in this very Letter, “ he, like an eagle in a dove-cot, flut¬ 
tered his \’olscians," (the Duke of Bedford and the Karl 
of Lauderdale'') in Corioli. I did not care for his doc¬ 
trines, I was then, and am still, proof against tlieir con¬ 
tagion; but I admired the author, and was considered as 
not a very staunch partisan of the opposite side, though I 

thought myself that an abstract proposition was one thing_ 

a masteily transition, a lirilliant metaphor, another. I con¬ 
ceived, too, that he might be wrong in his main argun\cnt, 
and yet deliver fifty truths in arriving at a false conclusion. 

I remember Coleridge assuring me. as a poetical and po¬ 
litical set-off to my sceptical admiration, that Wordsworth 
had written an Essay on ^Marriage, which, for manly 
thought and nervous expression, he deemed incomparably 
supeiior. As I had not, at that time, seen any specimens 
of Air. Wordsworth s prose style, I could not express my 
doubts on the subject. If there are greater prose-writers 
than Burke, they either lie out of my course of study, or 
are beyond my sphere of comprehension. I am too old to 
be a convert to a new mythology of genius. The niches 
are occupied, the tables are full. If such is still my admira¬ 
tion of this man’s misapplied powers, what must it have 
been at a time when I myself was in vain trying, year after 
year, to write a single Essay, nay, a single page or sen¬ 
tence; when I regarded the wonders of his pen with the 
longing eyes of one who was dumb and a changeling; and 

* He is there called “ Citizen Lauderdale,” Is this the present earl? 
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when, to be able to convey tlie slieiiUe-t conception of my 
nieaninj^ to otliec'' in W(>nl>, wa-' liie lieii^lit of an almost 
hopeless ambition ! Hut I newr measured otiicrs’ cxccl- 
lcnce> by my (*\\n (iefecl'': tbnuLtli sen-c of my own 
incapacity, and of the steep, impa-"'able accent from me 
to them, made me re.i^ard them with i;rcater awe and fond¬ 
ness. I ha\e thus run tluoucjli must of mv earl\- studies 
and fa\'ourite autliors. some of wliom I have since criticised 
more .at larjj;^e. \\ hether tli<‘''e observations w ill survive 
me. 1 neither know nor do | much care: but to the works 
themselves, ” worthy (if all acccjitation.” and to the feelings 
they have always o.xcited in me since 1 could distinguish 
a meaning in language, nothing shall ever prevent me 
trom looking hack with gratitude and triumi>h. Vo have 
lived in the culti\ation of an intimacy with ''Uch works, and 

to have familiarly relished such names, is not to have lived 
(piite in vain. 

I luae are other authors whom 1 have never read, and 
yet whom I iiave fre(piently had a great desire to read. 

A 

trom some circumstance relating to them. .Among these is 
Loid t larendon s History of the tiiand Rebellion, after 
wlikh I h.ive a hankering, from hearing it sp(iken of by 
good judges - from my interest in the events, and knowl¬ 
edge of the ch.iracters trom other sources, and from having 
seen line portraits of mo-t of them. 1 like to read a wcll- 
pc'uneil (.haiactei', .and ( lareiuKin i^ said tci ha\'e been a 
UM'-tei in this way. I should like tii read broissart s 
Chioniclcs. I lollinshed and Stowe, and I nller's W orthies. 
I intend, whenever 1 can. to read I'eaumont and Fletcher 
all through. I'here are lifty-two of their plavs. and I have 
only read a doxen or fourteen of them. A Wile for a 
Month, and Thierry and Theodoret. are. I am told, de- 
licitnis, aiul I can believe it. 1 sluiuld like to read the 
si)ccchcs in J hiicydides, and Ciuicciardini’s History of 
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Florence, and Bon Ouixolc in ilic orij^inal. I liavc often 
thought of reading tlie Loves of Persiles and Sigismunda, 
and the Galatea of the same aiith.or. But 1 somehow re¬ 
serve them like “ another Yarrow.” 1 should also like to 
read the last new novel (if I could be sure it was so) of 
the author of \\'averley:—no one would be more glad than 
I to find it the best!— 



jaMMU & KASHMIR UNIVERSITY 
UBRARY. 


DATE LOAND 


Class No- _ _ Book No__ 

Vol _ Copy_ 

Accession No-__ _ 







NOTES 


(The anrjotations have not necessarily been introduced at the first 
occurrence of any name, and no cross-references have been sup¬ 
plied in the notes to names which occur in the text more than once. 
Such information as the notes supply can be found with the help of 
the index.—References, where no other indication is given, will be 
understood to be to the work under discussion. The Shakespeare 
references are to the one-volume Globe edition.] 


THE AGE OF ELIZABETH 

This lecture forms the introduction to the series on the “ Litera¬ 
ture of the Age of Elizabeth." Hazlitt might have derived hints for it 
from Schlegel, who speaks of the zeal for the study of the ancients, 
the extensive communication with other lands, the interest in the 
literature of Italy and Spain, the progress in experimental philosophy 
represented by Bacon, and contrasts the achievements of that age. 
in a vein which must have captured Hazlitt's sympathy, with 
"the pretensions of modern enlightenment, as it is called, which 
looks with such contempt on all preceding ages." The Elizabethans, 
he goes on to say, "possessed a fullness of healthy vigour, which 
showed itself always with boldness, and sometimes also with petu¬ 
lance. The spirit of chivalry was not yet whollj' extinct, and a queen, 
who was far more jealous in exacting homage to her sex than to her 
throne, and who, with her determination, wisdom, and magnanimity, 
was in fact, well qualified to inspire the minds of her subjects with 
an ardent enthusiasm, inflamed that spirit to the noblest love of 
glory and renown. The feudal independence also still survived in 
some measure; the nobility vied with each other in the splendour 
of dress and number of retinue, and every great lord had a sort of 
small court of his own. The distinction of ranks was as yet strongly 
marked: a state of things ardently to be desired by the dramatic 
poet. ’ Lectures on Dramatic Literature,” ed. Bohn, p. 349. 
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I*. I. Raleigh, Sir Walter (1552-1618). the celebrated courtier, 
exi)lorer, and man of letters. 

Pt-ake, Sir brancis ( 1545-1505). the famous sailor, hero of the 
Armada 

C ohe. Sir l-.dward (1552-1634). the great jurist, whose “Insti¬ 
tute''. better known as I oke upon Littleton, became a famous legal 
text-book 

fiookcr, Kiehard ( 1553-i6(X)). theologian, author of the “ Laws of 
L-cclcsiastic.il Lohty “ (1503), a defense of the Anglican Church 
against the I’uritans and notable alsia as a ma^'torpiece of English 
prose. 

I’. J. nioc ohhriini. \s \ ou l.ike It." ii. 7. 165. 

f'Oi*r. f'ltii) tiitnih iunnes Iniouthsl. ■ Julius C.esar.” iii. 2, 229. 

Marslon. John (1575 1(134) lu tlie third lecture tui the "Age of 
h.li/alielh. ' lla/lilt calls him “a writer of great merit, who rose to 
traged> from ihe ground of eomedy, .md whose foite was not sym¬ 
pathy. either with the stronger or softer emotions, btit an impatient 
sccirn and bitter indignation against the vices and follies of men, 
which vented itself either in comic ir(>ny or in loftv invective. He 
was (iroperlv .1 satirist Me was not a favourite with his contenipo- 
r.'.ries, nor tluv with him.'’ Works. \', 224. His chief tragedy is 
“ Antonm and .Mclbda." 

Midil/i'loti, Ihitinas (1570? 1(127), and Roivley. William (1585?- 
i(>42?). In the second lecture on the “ .\ge of bdi/abeth," Hazlitt as¬ 
sociates tlu'se two names. " l\owley apjiears to have excelled in 
describing a ccTlain .inuablt' (piietnos of disposition atul disinterested 
tone of moralitv. carried almost it) a paradoxical excess, as in his 
hair Cb'arrel. ami m the comedv of .\ \\ (tinan Never \*exed. which 
is written, in many parts, with .1 pleasing simplicity ami uaix't'te 
Cipial t)i the novi'Ity of the conception. Middleton’s st\Ie was not 
marked by any peculiar tpiality ol his own. but w as made mi. in equal 
proportions, of the faults and excellences common to his contempo- 
r.iries, lie is lamentably delicieiit m the plot and ilenouement 

of the story. It is like the rough draft of a tragedy with a number 
of line things thrown in, and the best inavle use of first; btit it tends 
to no fixed goal, and the interest <lecreases. instead tif increasing, as 
we re.ul on. for want ot previous arrangement and an eye to the 
whole. . . . Ihe .'uithor s power is lu the subject, tiot nr'cr it; or he 
is in possession of excellent materials which he husbands very ill” 
Works. \ . JI4-5. lor characters of other dramatists see notes to p. 
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How lov'd. Pope’s “ Elegy to the Memory of an Unfortunate 
Lady." 

P. 3 - draw the curtain of tif)ie. Cf. " we will draw the curtain 
and show you the picture." “Twelfth \ight." i. 5. 251. 

within reasonable bounds. At this point Hazlitt digresses to re- 
pro\ e the age for its affectation of superiority over other ages and 
the passage, not being relevant, has been omitted. 

less than smallest dioarfs. "Paradise Lost." 1 . 77c). 

desiring this man’s art. Shakespeare’s Sonnets. XXIX. 

in shape and gesture. " Paradise Lost." I. 590. 

Mr. It ordsworth says. See Sonnet entitled " London, 180J." 

P. 4 - drew after him. " Paradise Lost." II. 692. 

Otway, Thomas (1652-1685), author of "Venice Preserved." the 
most popular post-Shakespearian tragedy of the English stage. Ilaz- 
litt notes in this play a "power of rivetting breathless attention, and 
stirring the deepest yearnings of affection. . . . The awful sus¬ 

pense of the situations, the conHict of duties and passions, the in¬ 
timate bonds that unite the characters together, and that are violently 
rent asunder like the parting of sofil and body, the solemn march 
of the tragical events to the fatal catastrophe that winds up and 
closes over all, give to this production of Otway’s Muse a charm 
and power that bind it like a spell on the public mind, and have made 
it a proud and inseparable adjunct of the English stage.” W’orks, V, 
354 - 5 - 

Jonson's learned sock. Milton’s " L’Allegro." 

P. 6. The translation of the Bible. The first important i6th cen¬ 
tury translation of the Bible is Wi-IIiam Tyndale's version of the 
New Testament {1525) and of the Pentateuch (1530). The complete 
translations are those of Miles Coverdale (1535), the Great Bible 
(* 539 ), the Geneva or Breeches Bible (1557). the Bishop’s Bible 
(1568), and the Rheims-Douay Bible—the New Testament (1582) 

and the Old Testament (1609-1610). Finally came the Authorized 
Version in i6ir. 

P. 8. penetrable stuff. " Hamlet." iii, 4. 36. 

Jiis washing, etc. St. John, xiii. 

above all art. etc. Cf. Pope’s "Epistle to the Earl of Oxford"; 

“ Above all Pain, all Passion, and all Pride." 

My peace. St. John, xiv, 27. 

they should love. Ibid., xv, 12. 

Woman, behold. Ibid., xix, 26. 

his treatment of the woman. Ibid., viii, 1-12. 
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the ivonian nho t'ourcd onUmcul. St. Matthew, xxvi, 6- 

13; St Mark. x>v. 3-0. 

h\s discourse ivith the dtscif'les. St. Luke, xxiv, 13-31. 

Ins Senuoii on (he Mount. St. Matthew, v-vii. 

parable of the Giuni Sanun iton and of the rrodigal Son. St. Luke, 
-? 5 - 3 ;: Nv. M-3_*. 

I’. () Who IS our neighbour. Ihiik, x. J9. 

to the Jczes. etc. I C oriiitliians. i. .'3. 

P 1(1 -Soft as sineu's. “ I lamlet." iii, 3. 71. 

'I he best <>/ men. Dekker. " I'lic ILuicst Whdrc." Part 1 . v. 
snh I'm. 

P. II. 'lasso by f air fax. Toniuatn Tasso (1544-1505 L au Italian 
poet whose ^reat epitlie ''(ierusalcinnie Liherata." was rini>lKHl in 
1574. The l-nKlisli translation hy lulwanl I-'airfax was published in 
1(>(X) as "(lodfrey of Pnlloi^ne. or the Kecovcrie of Jerusalem." 

. Inosto by Harrington. Lodovico .Ariosto ( 1474-1533L whose ro¬ 
mantic epic, "Orkuido kurioso.” was (ir^t pnldislied in 1516, and 
translateil by Sir John Ilarrinj^lon in l5()t. 

Homer and Hesiod by ( hapman. (ieorj*e t hapnian ( 1550?-1634'), 
poet and drainati>t. published a complete translation of the "Iliad" 
in ibii, of the "Odyssey" in 1(114, of Homer's " Pattic of kTogs and 
Mice " in i(i->4. and of " I'be (ieorgicks of Hesiod " in 161S. 

I'irgiL .\ complete laiglish translation of the ■ .V.neid " was made 
by (.avm Honglas. a Scottish poet t 1474 and first printed 

in London m ! 5 .''.k 1 here was a tran>latu'n of the secc^nd and fourth 

books into blank verse by the 1^111 of Surrey, published in 1557. but 
the one most in use was by Thomas Pliaer (i5ioNi5(xiL which ap- 
pe.ired incompletely in 155S and I5(»_’ and was completed by Thomas 
I wyne in i .^S 3 . 

riiere were a number i.f translators of (hid during this 
pel iod, chief of whom was .\rthur (lolding. w lu^se \ ersion of the 
" Metamorphoses " appeared in i5(>5and 15O7. " The Heroidcs " were 
translated by (ie<»rge J'urberville in 15(i~ 

Sir I homos Xorih's translation of riulareh. The chief work of 
I’lutarch, a (ireek writer of the first century, is the " Parallel Lives." 
which was translated mlt> brench by Jaci|ues Amyot in I550. Sir 
I homas Xorth s translation of \m\ot’s version in 1570 was the most 
popular and intluential of all I'.Ii/abethan translations. 

P. \J. lioeeaccio. ('.iovanni (1313 1375^ Italian poet and novelist. 
Among the Hnglish his best known work is the " necameron." a col¬ 
lection of a hundred prose tales. Versions of some of these stories 
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appeared in various Elizabethan collections, such as the “Tragical 
Tales” translated by George Tiirberville in 1587. The first complete 
translation was published in i6jo and reprinted in the Tudor 
Translations in 1909. 

Petrarch (1304-1374), Italian humanist and poet, whose sonnets 

were widely imitated by French and Italian poets during the Renais¬ 
sance. 

Dante (1265-1321). The author of the “ Divine Comedy” was not 

very well known to Elizabethan readers. There was no English 

translation of his poem attempted till that of Rogers in 1782, and 

no version worthy of the name was produced till H. F. Cary’s in 
1814. 

Arctine. The name of Pietro Aretino (1492-1556). an Italian 
satirist who called himself “ the scourge of princes.” was well known 
in England, but there was no translation of his works. 

Machiave/. Nicolo Machiavelli (1468-1527), a Florentine states¬ 
man, whose name had an odious association because of the supposedly 
diabolical policy of government set forth in his ” Prince.” But this 
work was not translated till 1640. His “Art of War” had been 
rendered into English in 1560 and his “Florentine History” in 1595 

Castiglione, Baldassare (1478-1529). “II Cortegiano.” setting 
forth the idea of a gentleman, was translated as “ The Courtier ” by 
Thomas Hoby in 1561 and was very influential in English life. 

Ronsard, Pierre de (1524-1585), the chief French lyric poet of the 
sixteenth century, whose sonnets had considerable vogue in England. 

Du Bartas. Guillaume de Saluste (1544-1590), author of “La Se- 
maine, ou la Creation du Monde” (1578). “La Seconde Semaine ” 
(1584), translated as the “Divine Weeks and Works” (1592 ff.) by 
Joshua Sylvester. 


P. 13. Fortunate fields. “ Paradise Lost,” III, 568. 

Prosperous Enchanted Island. Eden’s “History of Travayle ” 
1577, is now given as the probable source of Setebos, etc 
Right well I wote. “Faerie Queene,” II, Introduction, 1-3. 

P. 14. Lear is founded. Shakespeare’s actual sources were prob¬ 
ably Geoffrey of Monmouth’s “ History of the Kings of Britain ” fc 
1130) and Holinshed’s “Chronicle.” 


Othello on an Italian novel, from the “ Hecatommithi ” 
Cinthio (1565). 


of Giraldi 


/Camlet on a Danuh, Macbeth on a Scottish tradition. The story 
of Hamlet IS first found in Saxo Grammaticus, a Danish chronicler 
of the tenth century. Shakespeare probably drew it from the “ His- 
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t-'iK.'' ! i;i,L;i((iK's ‘ of lU’]lcfr>ri->l. ‘‘ M.ulictli “ was based on Holin- 
slii-d s ■■ ( lironiclc of Senttish llist(*r\.” 

IV 15. those hotii/i'ss ( rciilions. " llainlct. " iii, 

) onr /(/( t*. ■■ Macbeth.” i, 5. (\l 

I yrreU mid I on cst. persons lured by Richard 111 to murder the 
\()uii;,' princes in the Tower. See - Richard HI." iv. j-3. 
thii h and s/iih. " Macbeth." iv. 1. 32. 

,0((//<7icf/ (/ Iwild and) fcnrftil joy, (.ray’s "Ode on a Distant 
Rrosj)ect of bjnn COIlej^e." 

IV lb. l li'ti Ucr the f'oet. John Metcher tlie dramatist die<l of the 
plaj^ue in i()J5. 

I he i oin-se of true lo: r. " Midsummer Xi^ylit’s Dream." i. i. 34. 

/he ih/e of elurii/iy Wtis lud then i}uile (,‘f. Hurke: " Rc- 

llectioiis on the i-rench Re\ohuion" t etl. Holm. II. 34S) : " But the 

a,!.;e of cln\ alr\ is j^one I hat of sophisters. economists, and cal- 

cnlatoi '^. has succeeded . .nul the glory of luirope is extinguished 
fore\Ir " 

/el/ II iitoi lyi. Sir Rliitip Si.iney t 1554-15.%). poet, soldier, and 
Statesman, received Ills mortal wound in the thigh at the battle of 
/utphen because, in emulation of Sir W ilbam IVIham. he threw off 
bis greaves beloi e entering the light. 

the (/entle .Siofcy. Henry Howard, hairl of Surrey ( I5i8?-1547), 

was distinguished as an innovator in IMiglish poetry as well as for his 
knightly prowess. 

(I/m f^ticeii hhieh cvc.''. "Sessions i>f the Poets.” verse 

/I'vC slteiK/lh Fis might half slumb’ring on its own 

right arm." Keats's " Sleep and Poetry." 23;. 

P. 17. they heard the tumult. " 1 behold the tumult and am still.” 
( owper's Fask." I\'. 00 

i/i'seiithous of huutim, and other athletic aames. See "Midsum¬ 
mer Night’s Dream." iv. i. 107 If., and "Two Noble Kinsmen." iii. 

■ In no/einous and anteeahle :eriler. Nathan Drake (1706-183(1). 
author of "Shakespeare and his Times" (1817). In describing'the 
hie of the country M|uire Drake remarks: "The luxury of eating 
am of good cooking were well understoo.l in the days of Elizabeth, 
and the table of the country sipnre freipienlly groaned beneath the 
burden of its dishes; at ( hristmas and at Easter especially, the hall 
became the scene of great festivity." ( hap \'. (ed. 183S, p. 37). 

AV/iom from raniassus. Ha/litt gives an account of this play in 
the '■ I.itcrature of the Age of Eli-abeth." Lecture V. 
i\ 18. it siiozeed. "Canterbury Tales." Prologue. 345. 
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as A/r. Lamb observes, in a note to Marston’s ’* What You Will ” 
m the "Specimens of Dramatic Literature" (ed. Lucas, I. 44): 

The blank uniformity to which all professional distinctions in ap¬ 
parel have been long hastening, is one instance of the decay of 
Symbols among us. which, whether it has contributed or not to make 
us a more intellectual, has certainly made us a less imaginative 
people. Lf. Schlcgcrs remark in the first note 
ill act. "Othello." i. i. 6_>. 

dcscriMion of a mad-house. " Honest Wliorc," Part i, v, 2. 

A Mad IVarid. My Masters, the title of a comedv l>y' iiiddlcton 
i 15. Music and taiuliiig are not our forte. Cf. Hazlitfs review 
o the Life of Reynolds " (X, 186-87) : • Were our ancestors insen- 
SI le to the charms of nature, to the music of thought, to deeds of 
virtue or heroic enterprise ? Xo, But they saw them in their mind’s 
e>e. they felt them at their heart’s core, and there only. They did 
not translate their perceptions into the language of sense: they did 
not embody them in visible images, but in breathing words. They 
were more taken up with what an object suggested to combine with 
the infinite stores of fancy or trains of feeling, than with the single 
object Itself; more intent upon the moral inference, the tendency and 
the result, than the appearance of things, however imposing or ex¬ 
pressive, at any given moment of time. . . . \\ e should say that 
the eye in warmer climates drinks in greater pleasure from external 
sights IS more open and porous to them, as the ear is to sounds- 
that the sense of immediate delight is fixed deeper in the beauty 
of the object : that the greater life and animation of character gives 
a greater spirit and intensity of expression to the face, making 
ner subjects for history and portrait; and that the circumstances 
in which a people are placed in a genial atmosphere, arc more favour¬ 
able to the study of nature and of the human form ” 
hke birdlime. “Othello.” ii, i, 126. 

P. 20. Materiam suferabat opus. Ovid’s “Metamorphoses” II = 
Pan IS a God. Lyly’s “ Alidas,” iv, i. 


SPENSER 

Chaucer and Spenser from 

the English Poets. 

P. 21. Spenser nourished, etc. Edmund Spenser (1552’-t =;oq) 
served as secretary to Sir Henry Sidney in Ireland in 1577, and Tent 
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again in 1580 as secretary to Lord Grey of Wilton, the Queen’s new 
rie()ut> to Ireland. He was driven out by a revolt of tlie Irish in 

\ lew of the State of Ireland, written dialogue-wise be¬ 
tween luidoxus and Iretueus ... in 130b” was first printed in 


{Icsciif'lnni of the luo/ of .Ilian. “ hacrie Queene," 11 , ix. 16. 

7'rcalnienl he uueroed ftom Hurleuih. Ha/litt refers to this 
treatment speeifieall> in the essay "On Respeetable People" (XI. 

: ’ Spenser, kept waiting for the hundred pounds which Burleigh 
gnidgefl him ' fnr a song.’ might feel the inortifieation of his situa- 
fM*n ; hut the statesman never felt any diminution of his sovereign’s 
fa\mir m eonseipietice of it." The facts, as they are recorded in 
the " Dictionary of Xational Biography." are as follows; *’ The queen 
ga\e proof of her apiireciation hy bestowing a pension on the poet. 
.\ecording to an anecdote, partly reported hy Manningham. the 
diarist (Diary, p. -pD. and told at length Iw I'uller, Lord lUirgh- 
iey, m lus capacity of treasurer. protcste<l against the largeness of 


the sum which the ipieen suggested, and was directed by her to give 
the poet what w.is re.isonahle. Me receive<l the fcwnial grant of £50 a 
year in hehrnary i.VK) 1." t f. Spenser’s lines in " Mother Hubbard’s 
Tale." 8(>3 If. 

! hoioih nineh hiter thaji ( haneer. I lie rest of this paragraph and 
most of tile points elaborated in this lecture appeared in Hazlitt’s 
review of Sismondi's " Liter.iture of the South" in 1815 (X, 73 ff.L 

Sfense) s ft'etry i.v all faitylami. In a lecture delivered in b'eb- 
ruary. 1S18, three years after Ha/litl’s remarks had appeared in the 
I-.dinburgh ke\iew. Coleridge spoke as follows: ‘‘You will take 
espeiial note <*f tlu' marvellous independence and true imaginative 
absence of alt particul.ir sj>ace or time in the baerv Queene. It is in 
the domains neither history or geography; it is ignorant of all 
artificial boundary, all material obsl.icics ; it is trul\' in the land of 
I'aery, that is. of ment.d space. I he poet has placed you in a dream, 
a ch<irme(! sleep, and yttu neither wish, nor have the power, to in- 
(luire where you are. c>r how you got there." Works. I\’. 250. 

P. 22. elaf on hinh. " h'aerie Queene," HI. xii. 23. 

la (jreeu rine leaves. 1. iv. 22. 

I'fon the l<>f. I. vii. 32. 

P. 23. In readinti the I'oerie Queene. etc. Sec HI. ix. 10; I, vii; 
11, vi. 5 ; 111 , xii. 

anti mash. “ L’.AIIegro." 

elnd more to lull. l,i.4i. 



Notes 


357 


honey-heavy dew of slumber. “ Julius Caesar," ii i 230 
Eftsoons they heard. IJ, xii, 70. 

P. 25. House of Pride. iv, 4. 

Cave of Mawmou. II, vii, 28. 

Cave of Despair. I, ix, 33. 
the account of Memory. If, ix, 54. 
description of Belpha-be. II,’ iii.’ji. 
story of Florimel. Ill, vii, 12.' 

Gardens of Adonis. Ill, vi, 29. 

Bower of Bliss. II, xii. 42.’ 

Mask of Cupid. Ill, xii. 

Colin Clout’s Vision. VI, x. 10-27. 

H r (1594-1665), French painter. See Harlitt's 

delightfii essay n “Table t j na/uu s 

Poussin.” ^ Landscape by Nicholas 

And eke. Ill, ix, 20. 

the cold icicles. Ill, viii. 35. 

That was Arion. IV, xi, 23-24. 

Procession of the Passio}is. I, iv 16 ff 

the^ Lfure^.e ZT '' ^ Lay of 

Table "Harm u Character of Milton's Eve" in the "Round 

fable, Hazhtt remarks that Spenser "has an eye to the conse- 

quences, and steeps everything in pleasure, often not of the purest 

paper^ on^'Tr'^,'-^"-640). Flemish painter. See the 

J P'^ures at Oxford and Blenheim" (Works IX 

7 ) . Rubens was the only artist that could have embodied some 

of our countryman Spenser’s splendid and voluptuous allegories 

If a Pa.nter among ourselves were to attempt a Spenser Gallery' 

(perhaps the finest subject for the pencil in the world after Heathen 

mythology and Scripture history), he ought to go and studv the 
principles of his design at Blenheim." ^ ^ 

the account of Satyrane. I, vi. 24. 
by the help. Ill, x. 47. 

the change of Malbecco. Ill, x, 56-60. 

P 31. n. That all with one consent “ Troilus and Cressida.” iii 

P. 32. High over hills. Ill, x, 55. 

dofes^^ Spence’s “ Anec¬ 

dotes (Section viii, 1743-4) as saying that “there is something in 

Spenser that pleases one as strongly in one’s bid age, as it did in 
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niu-'s 1 read tiic ' I-'acric Oueeno.’ wlicn 1 was about twelve, 

wilh mrinite delii^bt. and I think it gave me as much, when I read 
It n\er alxnit a \ear nr two a|^o." Waller (dover. 

Ihr (/4 c «'/»;// n/ I ahis. \ . i. IJ. 
ef'isiuli' (ff !\istf>yi'lhi. \ !. i- 

1’. vk Zk’inthiii/ htiul. " 1- Allei^ro, 


SIlAKSri-.ARI-: 

is seieetinii is Ooin the " l.eetures nil the haii^lisli Toets.’* At the 
lieuinnin;^ nt his leetnre <in Sliakespeare and Miltnii. llazlitt main- 
t.iins tlhtl the arts reaeh their perleelinn in tlie early periods and arc 
Tint tciiuinn.ilK piaimessi\x' hl\e the seienees—an idea which he fre- 
(lueiills ctnnes hack tn in his writings. m»t d>!> in tlie “ Knuiul Table ” 
papir. 'Why tlie Arts are not l*r..gressive.” 

IV ,t|, flu- fiiull. etc. t I. ‘ Julius I lesar." i. J. 1^0. 

Shuksf'i-iuc a.v thi V w.tuld lla/litt may liave liad in mind Or. 
J..hnsoiTs eniument in his preface tn Sh ikespeare s works: "the 
i \ent uhuh he represents will lint h ipi)en. luit it it were possible, 
its idled wniibl prnhabU hi' stub as he hail assii*ned: he has not otily 
shewn Imman nature as it acts in real exigencies, l>nt as it would be 
f« iiiid in trials tn wliuh it canmd be exiinsed.” tNichol Smith: 

■■ I’iyhteeiilh (eiilnry l-'.ss.iys nn Shakespeare.” p. 117.) 

IV ds ds tnleiiduc applied tile epithet ‘‘myriad- 

minded” tn Shakespeare. See also Schiedel's ‘‘l.eetures on the 
Drama.” ed. Unlm. p. ,di.t: Never perhaps was there so compre- 

heiisive a lalenl for characteri/atinu as Sluikespeare. It not only 
pi asps the diversity of rank, aye. and se\, down to the lispings of 
infaiicv ; imt only <ln the kind and the beddar. the hero and the pick- 
jincket. the sadc and the idiot, speak and act with equal truthfulness 
. . his human characters have not only such ilepth and indi¬ 
viduality tint they do not admit of beiiid classed under common 
names, and are inexhaustible even in conception ; no, this I'rometheus 
not merelv forms men. he npen-' the dales iif the magical world of 
Spirits, calls up the niidiiidlil ghost, exhibits before us the witches 
with their unhallowed rites, peoples the air with sportive fairies and 
sxlplis; and these beiiids. thoudh exi'-ting only in the imagination, 
nevertheless possess such truth and consistency, that even with 
sucli misshapen abortions as Dahhan. he extorts the assenting con¬ 
viction. that were tliere such beings they would so conduct them¬ 
selves. In a word, as he carries a bold and pregnant fancy into.tlic 
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kingdom of nature, on the other hand, he carries nature into the 
region of fancy, which lies beyond the confines of reality. We are 
lost in astonishment at the close intimacy he brings us into with the 
extraordinary, the wonderful, and the unheard-of.” ■ 

a mind reHecting ages past. “These words occur in the first 
lines of a laudatory poem on Shakespeare printed in the second 
folio (1632). The poem is signed ‘J. M. S.’ and was attributed Iiy 
Coleridge to ‘John Milton, Student.’ See his •Lectures on Shake¬ 
speare’ (ed. T. Ashe), pp. 129-130.” Waller-Glover. IV, 411. 

P. 36. AU corners, etc. " Cymhcline." iii, 4. 30. 
nodded to him. “Midsummer Night’s Dream,” iii, i, 177. 
his so potent art. “Tempest.” v, i, 50. 

n'hen he conceived of a character, etc. Cf. Maurice Morgann 
“On the Character of Falstaflf”: “But it was not enough for 
Shakespeare to have formed his characters with the most perfect 
truth and coherence; it was further necessary that he should possess 
a wonderful facility of compressing, as it were, his own spirit 
into these images, and of giving alternate animation to the forms. 
This was not to be done from without; he must have fe!t every 
varied situation, and have spoken thro’ the organ he had formed. 
Such an intuitive comprehension of things and such a facilitv must 
imite to produce a Shakespeare.” (Nichol Smith: “Eighteenth 
Century Essays on Shakespeare.” p. 247, n.) 

subject to the same skyey inilueuces. Cf. “ Measure for Measure.” 
Ill, I, 9: servile to all the sk^’ey influences.” 

his frequent haunts. Cf. “ Comus," 314: “my daily walks and 
ancient neighborhood.” 

P. 37. coheres semblably together. Cf. 2 “Henry IV," v, i, 72: 
to see the semblable coherence.” 

It has been ingeniously remarked, by Coleridge. “Seven Lectures 
on Shakespeare and Milton.” p. 116: “The power of poetry is, by 
a single word perhaps, to instil that energy into the mind, which 
compels the imagination to produce the picture. . , . Here, by in¬ 
troducing a single happy epithet, ‘ crying,’ a complete picture is 

presented to the mind, and in the production of such pictures the 
power of genius consists.” 

me and thy crying self. “ Tempest." i, 2, 132. 

What! man. “ Macbeth." iv, 3. 208. 

Rosencrans. The early editions consistently misspell this name 
Rosencraus. 

Man delights not me. “Hamlet," ii, 2, 321. 
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a coinhinaliou and a form. “ ll imlct." iii, 4. 60. 

I*. .39. There is a wHloie, etc. See ’‘Hamlet,” iv, 7, 167: 

“ riiere is a willow j.;rows aslant a brook 
'I'liat sliows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream.” 

A’ot*,' lilts IS an inslanee. etc. Ilazlilt elsewhere ascribes this ob¬ 
servation to I.amh. See p. 83. n. 

lie’s sf'eaTini/ noxe. “ .\ntony ami Cleopatra,” i, 5, 24. 

It is iny hirthday. Ibid., iii. 13. 185. 

1 *. 41. niifli sphered in heaxen. Collins’s “Ode on the Poetical 
Character.” 

to male st)ciely. ” Macbeth.” iii, 1. 42. 

P. 42. xeilh a litlle aet. ’Othello." iii, 3, 328. 

P. 43. xeliile raoe. “ I'roilns and Cressida.” i. 3. 52. 

in their untroubled eU'inenls, etc. Cf. Wordsworth's “Excursion,” 

VI. 7 (KV 7 i^*'- 

" d'hat glorious star 
In its untroubKal element will shine 
As now it shines, when we are laid in earth 
.\nd sale from all our sorrows.” 

Satan’s address to the sun. " Paradise Lost.” IV, 31. 

Oh that I xeere. " Pichard 11 .” iv. I. 2(hi. 

44. llis form. " Para<lise Lost," I. 501-504. 

P. 45. With xehat Mictj.vnic. Mark. iv. 24: Luke, vi, 38. 

It (flam es. “ .MidMimmer Night’s Hream.” v. i, 13. 

fuls a (firdle. Ibid., ii. i, 175. 

/ ask'. “Troilus ami C ressida.” i. 3. 227. 

j\o man. Ibid., iii. 3. 15. 

I\ 46. Ixouse yourself. Ibid., iii. 3. 222. 

In Shak'sTeare. any other xoord. etc. In the essay ” On Application 
to Study.” in the “ IMain Speaker,” ila/lilt gives further illustrations 
of this point. 

P. 47. Li(fht thii k’ens. ’’ Macbeth.” iii. 2, 50. 

the business of the state. “Othello.” iv. 2. 166. 

Of ditties hiifhly fenned. 1 ” Henry IV’.” iii, 1. 2CH). 

. Ind so. ” Two (leiitlemen of Wrona.” ii, 7. 31. 

The unix'ersaliiy of his nenius. etc. Cf. "On Gusto,” “Round 
Table ”: ” The infinite quality of dramatic invention in Shakspeare 
takes from his gusto. The power he tlelights to show is not intense, 
but discursive. He never insists on anytliing as much as Ite might, 
cxccjit a quibble.” 

P. 48. He wrote for the great I’ulijar. etc. The same remark had 
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been made by both Pope and Johnson. See Xichol Smith's “ Eight¬ 
eenth Century Essays on Shakespeare," pp. 49 and 141. 

the great vulgar and the small. Cowley’s " Translation of Horace’s 
Ode III, i.’' 

his delights. “Antony and Cleopatra," v, 2. 88. 

P. 49 - H\s tragedies are better than his comedies. Hazlitt is here 
deliberately opposing the view of Dr. Johnson expressed in the lat¬ 
ter s preface to Shakespeare: " In tragedy he often writes with great 
appearance of toil and study, what is written at last with little 
felicity; but in his comick scenes, he seems to produce without labopr, 
what no labour can improve. In tragedy he is always struggling 
after some occasion to be comick, but in comedy he seems to repose, 
or to luxuriate, as in a mode of thinking congenial to his nature. In 
his tragick scenes there is always something wanting, but his comedy 
often surpasses expectation or desire." (Xichol Smith’s “ Eighteenth 
Century Essays on Shakespeare," p. 121.) In the second lecture of 
the English Comic Writers," Hazlitt recurs to this opinion of 
Johnson s with the following comment: " For my own part, I so far 
consider this preference given to the comic genius of the poet as 
erroneous and unfounded, that I should saj' that he is the only 
tragic poet in the world in the highest sense, as being on a par 
with, and the same as Nature, in her greatest heights and depths 
of action and suffering. There is but one who durst walk within 
that mighty circle, treading the utmost bound of nature and passion, 
showing us the dread abyss of woe in all its ghastly shapes and 
colours, and laying open all the faculties of the human soul to act, 
to think, and suffer, in direst extremities; whereas I think, on 
the other hand, that in comedy, though his talents there too were as 
wonderful as they were delightful, yet that there were some before 
him, others on a level with him, and many close behind him. . . . 
There is not only nothing so good (in my judgment) as Hamlet, 
or Lear, or Othello, or Macbeth, but there is nothing like Hamlet, 
or Lear, or Othello, or Macbeth. There is nothing, I believe, in the 
majestic Corneille, equal to the stern pride of Coriolanus, or which 
gives such an idea of the crumbling in pieces of the Roman grandeur, 
like an unsubstantial pageant faded,’ as the Antony and Cleopatra. 
But to match the best serious comedies, such as Moliere’s Misan¬ 
thrope and his Tartuffe, we must go to Shakspeare’s tragic charac¬ 
ters, the Timon of Athens or honest lago, where we shall more than 
succeed. He..pjiLJus.^trength^ into his trj^edm^and played with 
comedy. He was greatest in what was greatest; and his forte 
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u;l^ not trilling, according to tlic opinion here combated, even 
tliongh he niiglit do that as well as any one else, unless he could 
do it liettcr than amhiKlv else.” See also p. i/j. 


t IIARAL ri'.KS Ol* SIIAKSTEARI-’S PLAYS 


CV.MllKLIXL 

P. SI. /h, J,>lniMni is <•/ “It may he observed that in 

ni.in\ ot lii> pl.i>s the latter part is evidently neglected. W hen lie 
I'oiind hitn>elt near the end ol’ his work, and in view of his reward, 
he shortened the l.d»onr ti> sn.itch the profit. lie thereft)re remits 
his efforts where he ■'hould most vigort)Usly exert them, and his 
catastrophe is iniprohahly prodncetl or imperfectly represented.’’ 

( Xiclu'l Smith; “ Lighteenth f entiiry I'.ssays on Shakespeare,” p. 

i-M ) 

// is the cXit'Hi'nee. etc. Cf. Coleridge’s Works, IV, 75- 

76; “ In Sh.dospeare ail the elements of womanhood are holy, and 
there is the sweet, \et dignified feeling of all that 
societ\. a sense of .mcestry and i>f sex. with a purity unassailable 
by sophistry, because it rests iu*t in the analytic process, hut in that 
s.me e(|uip(nse of the faculties, during which the feelings are repre¬ 
sentative of all past experience,—not of the individual only, hut of all 
those by whom she has been educateil, anil their predecessors even 
up to the first mother that lived. Shakespeare saw that the want 
of i>rominence which Pope notices f»«r sarcasm, was the blessed 

wcim;in's character, and knew that it arose not from 
any ileficiency. Imt from the e.\i|uisite harmony of all the parts of 
the moral being constituting one li\ing total of head and heart. 
Me has drawn it indeed in all its distinctive energies of faith, pa¬ 
tience, constancy, fortitude.—shown in all of them as fidlowing the 
heart, which gives its restdts by a nice t icl and happy intuition, with¬ 
out the intervention of the discursive factdty. secs all things in and 
by the tight of the aOections. and errs, if it ever err, in the exaggera¬ 
tions of love ali>ne.‘' 

P. 5_’, ( ihber, in sf'Ciihiuo. See “ Apology for the Life of Mr. 
Colley t'ihher” 1 . iv. 

My /orii. i. 1 ij. 

P. 5.1. // Imt i heer. iii, 4. ^i. The six quotations following arc 
in the same scene. 
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P. 54. My dear lord, lii, 6. 14. 

And when with wild wood-leaz'cs. iv, 2, 389. 

P- 55 - ^^ith fairest dowers, iv, 2, 218. 

Cytherea, how bravely, ii, 2, 14. 

Me of my laioful fyleasiire. ii. 5, 9. 

P. 56. whose love-suit, iii, 4, 136. 

the ancient critic. Aristophanes of Byzantium, who lived in the 
third century before the Christian era. 


the principle of analogy. This point is enforced l)y Ilazlitt in con¬ 
nection with “ Lear,” ” The Tempest,” “ iMidsummer Xiglit’s Dream.” 
and As \ ou Like It." Coleridge had previously remarked. "A 
unity of feeling and character pervades every drama of Shake¬ 
speare (Works IV, 61). and Schlegel had written in the same man¬ 


ner concerning - Romeo and Juliet”; "The sweetest and the bitter¬ 
est love and hatred, festive rejoicings and dark forebodings, tender 
embraces and sepulchral horrors, the fulness of life and self- 
annihilation, are here all brought close to each other; and yet these 
contrasts are so blended into a unity of impression, that the echo 

which the whole leaves behind in the mind resembles a single but 
endless sigh.” (ed. Bohn. p. 401). 


P. 57. Out of your proof, iii, 3, 27. 

P. 58. The games afoot. “The game is up.” iii, 3, 107. 
Under the shade. "As You Like It," ii, 7. in. 

P. 59 - See, boys. “ Stoop, boys,” iii. 3. 2.' 

Nay, Cadwell. iv, 2. 255. 

Stick to your journal course, iv, 2. 10. 

Your highness, i, 5, 23. 


MACBETH 

P. 60. The poet’s eye. ” Afidsummer Night’s Dream,” v. i, 12. 

your only tragedy-maker. An adaptation of ‘‘your only iie- 
maker,” ” Hamlet,” iii, 2, 132. 

the air smells wooingly, the temple-haunting martlet, i, 6, 4-6. 
blasted heath, i, 3, 77. 

air-drawn dagger, iii, 4, 62. 
the gracious Duncan, iii, i, 66. 

P. 61. blood-boultered Banquo. iv, i, 123. 
kVhat are these, i, 3, 39. 
bends up. i, 7, 80. 
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P. 62. The deed. Cf. ii, 2, n: “The attempt and not the deed 
con founds us.” 

f'reler[supi:r] natural solicitinys. i, 3, 130. 

liritKj forth, i. 7. 73- 

P. 63. Serezv his i'oura<je. i. 7, Co. 

lost so />oorly. Cf. ii, 2, 71: “Be not lost so poorly in your 
thoiiglits.” 

a little Zi’ater. ii. 2. 68. 

the sides of his intent, i. 7. 26. 

for their future days and nights. Cf. i. 5, 70: “To all our days 
and ni^lits to come.” The next five quotations are from the same 
scene. 

P. 64. Mrs. Siddons. Sarali Siddons (I775 -j 83I>. “The Tragic 
Muse,” the most celehrated actress in tlie history of the English 
stage, lla/lilt wrote this passage for the Examiner (June 16. 1816) 
immediately after seeing a performance of the part by Mrs. Siddons. 
See works. \ IIi. 3'-* 373 

P. 65. 1 here is no art. i, 4. ii. 

//olc goes the ni*/ht. ii. i. i. 

P. 66. Light thukens. iii, 2. 50. 

NoiO sfurs. iii. 3, (>. 

P. 67. So fair and foul a day. i. 3. 38. 

such zoeleonie and unzeelnone nezes together. Cf. iv, 3, 138: 
” such welcome and unwelcome things at once.” 

Men's lives are. I f. iv. 3, 171 : 

“ and goixl men’s lives 
h.xpire l>efore the tU)wers in their caps, 

Dying or ere they sicken.” 


Look like the innocent fhtwer. i. 5. (»(>. 
to htin and all. " to all and him." iii, 4, gi. 

Avaunt and guit my sight, iii. 4. 93. 

himself again. C f. iii. 4, 107; “being gone, I am a man again.” 
he may sleef. iv. i, 86. 

Then he thou jocund, iii. 2. 40. 

Had he not resembled, ii, 2. 13. 
should be zcomen. i. 3. 45. 
in deefer consequence, i, 3. 126. 

IThy stands, iv, i. 123. 

P. 68. He is os distinct a being, etc. Cf. Pope (Nichol Smith’s 
Eighteenth Century Essays, p. 48) : “ Every single character in 
Shakespeare is as much an individual as those in life itself; it is 
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impossible to find any two alike; and such as from their relation or 
affinity appear most to be twins, will upon comparison be found re¬ 
markably distinct.” Beattie also had commented 011 "that wonder¬ 
fully penetrating and plastic faculty, which is capable of repre¬ 
senting every species of character, not as our ordinary poets do, by 
a high shoulder, a wry mouth, or gigantic stature, but by hitting off, 
with a delicate hand, the distinguishing feature, and that in such 
a manner as makes it easily known from all others whatsoever, how¬ 
ever similar to a superficial eye.” (Quoted in Drake’s " Memorials 
of Shakespeare, 1828, p. 255.) Richard Cumberland had developed 
a parallel between Macbeth and Richard HI in the Observer, 
Nos. 55-58, but it is to the suggestion of Thomas Whateley that 
Hazlitt is chiefly indebted. Both Richard III and Macbeth, says 
Whateley, “are soldiers, both usurpers; both attain the throne by 
the same means, by treason and murder; and both lose it too in the 
same manner, in battle against the person claiming it as lawful heir. 
Perfidy, violence, and tyranny are common to both; and these 
only, their obvious qualities, would have been attributed indis¬ 
criminately to both by an ordinary dramatic writer. But Shake¬ 
speare. in conformity to the truth of history as far as it led him. and 
by improving upon the fables which have been blended with it. 
has ascribed opposite principles and motives to the same designs 
and actions, and various effects to the operation of the same events 
upon different tempers. Richard and Macbeth, as represented by 
him, agree in nothing but their fortunes.” (See the Variorum edi¬ 
tion of Richard III,’ p. 549.) Hazlitt makes similar discrimina¬ 
tions between the characters of lago and Richard III, between 
Henry VI and Richard II, and between Ariel and Puck. 

the milk of human kindness, i, 5, 18. 

himself alone. Cf. 3 ” Henry VI,” v, 6 , 83: “ I am myself alone.” 

P. 69. For Banquo’s issue, iii, i, 65. 

Duncan is in his grave, iii, 2, 22. 

direness is rendered familiar, v, 5, 14. 

troubled with thick coming fancies, v, 3, 38. 

P. 70. subject to all. ” Measure for Measure,” iii, i, 9. 

My way of life, v, 3, 22. 

P. 71. Liilo, George (1693-1739), author of several “bourgeois” 
tragedies of which the best known is “George Barnwell” (1731). 

Specimens of Early English Dramatic Poets by Charles Lamb, 
1808. (Works, ed. Lucas, IV, 144.) 
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P. 73. iritat a full fortune and Here is her father’s house, i, 
I. 66-74. 

P. 74. / eaunot believe, ii, i, 254. 

Ami yet how milurc. iii, 3. 227. 

milb of huntun kimiucss. “ Macbeth,” i. 5, 18. 

relish of salvation. “Hamlet,” iii, 3, 92. 

Oh, you are zcell tuned, ii, 1. 202. 

P. 75. My noble lord. iii. 3, 92. 

O f/raee. iii. 3, 373. 

P. 76. flozo is it. iv. I. (k). 

y.amja. in tlie *'Revenge" (1721), a tragedy by Edward Young 

(t083-i765). 


HAMLET 

P. 76. 1 his (joodly ftame and delighted not. ii, 2, 310-321. 

P. 77. too much i' th’ sun. i, 2, 67. 

the fangs, iii, i. 72. 

P. 78. 1 here is no altemft to force an interest. Professor Saints- 
bury ( History of (. riticisin.” Hi. 258) calls this utterance an 
apex of Sliakespearian criticism. Ha/litt makes a sitiiilar comment 
in the character of I r(»ilus and Cressida”; “ He has no prejudice 
for or against his characters: he saw both sides of a (picstion; at 
once an actor and a spectator in the scene.” Hr. Johnson had ob- 
ser\ed this attitude in Shakespeare, but he had seen in it a viola¬ 
tion of tlie demands of poetic justice: "he carries his persons 
indifferently through right and wrong, and at the close dismisses 
them witliout further care, aiul leaves their examples to operate 
Ity chance. This fault the i>arbarity of his age cannot extenuate; 
for it is always a writer s duty to make the worUl better, and justice 
is a virtue independent on time or place." (Xichol Smith’s “Eight¬ 
eenth Century Essays on Shakes])eare," p. 123.) 

outzeard fageant. Cf. i. 2, 8(i: “the trappings and the suits of 
woe.” 

«v luu'c that zi’ithin. i, 2, 85. 

P. 7»). lie kneels. L f. iii, 3. 73: •* \ow might I do it pat, now he 
is praying." 

P. 80. Ilotv all occasions, iv. 4, 32. 

1 . 81. that noble and liberal casuist. Doubtless suggested by 
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Lamb’s description of the old English dramatists as “ those noble 
and liberal casuists.” (Works, ed. Lucas, I, 46.) 

The Whole Duty of Man. a popular treatise of morals (1659). 

Academy of Comflimeuts, or the Whole Duty of Courtship, being 
the nearest or most exact way of wooing a Maid or Widow, by 
the way of Dialogue or Complimcntal Expres>ions (1O55, 1O69). 

The neglect of punctilious exactness, etc. The entire passage fol¬ 
lows pretty closely the interpretation of Lamb: “ .-\mong the dis¬ 
tinguishing features of that wonderful character, one of the most 

4 ^ 

interesting (yet painful) is that soreness of mind which makes him 
treat the intrusions of Polonius with harshness, and that asperity 
which he puts on in his interviews with Ophelia. These tokens of 
an unhinged mind (if they be not mixed in the latter case with 
a profound artifice of love, to alienate Ophelia by affected dis¬ 
courtesies, so to prepare her mind for the breaking off of that lov¬ 
ing intercourse, which can no longer find a place amidst business so 
serious as that which he Has to do) arc parts of his character, wiiich 
to reconcile with our admiration of Hamlet, the most patient con¬ 
sideration of his situation is no more than necessary; they are wiiat 
we forgive afterzeards. and explain by the whole of his character, 
but at the time they arc harsh and unpleasant. . . . [His behavior 
toward Ophelia] is not alienation, it is a distraction purely, and so 
it always makes itself to be felt by that object: it is not anger, but 
grief assuming the appearance of anger,—love awkwardly counter¬ 
feiting hate, as sweet countenances when they try to frown.” "On 
the Tragedies of Shakespeare.” (Works, ed. Lucas, I, 103-104.) 

He be said to be amenable, etc. Cf. Coleridge (Works, IV, 
145) : ” His thoughts, and the images of his fancy, arc far more 

vivid than his actual perceptions, and his very perceptions, instantly 
passing through the medium of his contemplations, acquire, as they 
pass, a form and a colour not naturally their own. Hence we see 
a great, an almost enormous, intellectual activity, and a proportionate 
aversion to re^ action, consequent upon it, with all its symptoms 
and accompanying qualities.” 

P. 82. his fathe/s spirit, i, 2, 255. 

/ loved Ophelia, v, i, 292. 

Sweets to the sweet, v, i. 266. 

P. 83. There is a willow. See p. 39. 

our author's plays acted. See pp. 70, 87. 

P. 84. Kemble, John. Philip (1757-1823), younger brother to Mrs. 
Siddons and noted as the leader of the stately school in tragedy. 
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ila/litt often contrasted his manner with that of Kean: “We wish 
we liad never seen Mr. Kean. Me has destroyed the Kemble religion; 
and it is the religion in which we were brought up.” Works, VIII, 

(i Zi'ti 7 ‘i’ o' III' SCO. ” Winter’s Tale." iv, 4. 141. 

Kctiii, Edmund (1787-1833). the great English tragic actor whom 
Hazlilt was instrumental in discovering for the London public. 
Shy lock and Othello were Ins most successful roles. For accounts 
of liis vari(»us performances, see “A View of the English Stage" 
(Works, VIII). Most of the points in this essay are reproduced 
from the notice of Kean's ilamiet (VIII, 185-189). 


ROMEO AND JULIET 

This extract is the opening paragraph of the sketch. 

P. 84. ii (jh'iU i'l itii', .\. W. Schlegcl. The passage alluded to by 
Ilazlitl appears in Coleridge’s Works {W, 60-61) in what is little 
more than a free translation: “Read ‘Romeo and Juliet’;—all is 
youth and spring youth with its follies, its virtues, its precipitan¬ 
cies spring with its odors, its llowers, and its transiency; it is one 
and the same feeling that commences, goes through, and ends the 
play. riie ohl men. the Capulets and the Montagues, are not 
common <»ld men ; they have an eagerness, a heartiness, a vehemence, 
the elUct of spring; with Rttineo, his change of passion, his sudden 
marriage, and his rash death, are all the effects of youthwhilst in 
Juliet love has all that is tender and melancholy in the nightingale, 
all that is voluptuous in the rose, with whatever is sweet in the fresh¬ 
ness of the s])ring: I>ut it ends with a long deep sigh like the last 
breeze of the Italian evening.” 

P. 85. ftUH'ics ‘li'itn. C f. ” Lycidas," "cowslips wan." 


MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM 

These extracts are the second and last paragraphs of the essay. 

P. 85. I-okI, 7<hal fools, iii, 2 , 115. 

P. 8(v Innmin morlals. ii. 1. 101. 

f/ortfons oml hyiiros. " Paradise Lost,” 11 . 628. 

a celebrated person. Sir Humphry Davy; see p. 342. Cf. 
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Coleridge (Works, IV, 66) : “ Shakespeare was not only a great 
poet, but a great philosopher.” 

P. 87. Poetry and the stage. Cf. Lamb. “On the Tragedies of 
Shakespeare” (ed. Lucas. I, no): “Spirits and fairies cannot ])e 
represented, they cannot even be painted.—they can only be be¬ 
lieved. But the elaborate and anxious provision of scenery, which 
the luxury of the age demands, in these cases works a quite con¬ 
trary effect to what is intended. That which in comedy, or plays 
of familiar life, adds so much to the life of tlie imitation, in plays 

which appeal to the higher faculties, positively destroys the illusion 
which it is introduced to aid.” 


HENRY IV 

Hazlitt s interpretation of Falstaff is worth comparing witli that 
of Maurice Morgann in " An Essay on the Dramatic Character of 
Sir John Falstaff,” although Hazlitt does not allude to Morgann’s 
essay and is supposed to have had no knowledge of it. " To me then 
It appears that the leading quality in Falstaff's character, and that 
from which all the rest take their colour, is a high degree of wit 
and humour, accompanied with great natural vigour and alacrity 
of mind. ... He seems, by nature, to have had a mind free of 
malice or any evil principle; but he never took the trouble of ac¬ 
quiring any good one. He found himself esteemed and beloved 
with all his faults; nay for his faults, which were all connected with 
humour, and for the most part grew out of it. As he had, pos¬ 
sibly, no vices but such as he thought might be openly confessed, 
so he appeared more dissolute thro’ ostentation. To the char¬ 
acter of wit and humour, to which all his other qualities seem to 
have conformed themselves, he appears to have added a very neces¬ 
sary support, that of the profession of a Soldier. . . . Laughter 
and approbation attend his greatest excesses; and being governed 
visibly by no settled bad principle or ill design, fun and humour 
account for and cover all. By degrees, however, and thro’ in¬ 
dulgence, he acquires bad habits, becomes an humourist, grows 
enormously corpulent, and falls into the infirmities of age: yet 
never quits, all the time, one single levity or vice of youth, or 
loses any of that cheerfulness of mind which had enabled him 
to pass thro this course with ease to himself and delight to others; 
and thus, at last, mixing youth and age, enterprize and corpulency. 
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wit and folly, poverty and cxpcncc, title and bnIToonery, innocence 
as to purpose, and wickedness as to practice: neither incurring hatred 
hy Itad principle, or contempt by cowardice, yet involved in circum¬ 
stances productive of imputation in lK)th ; a butt and a wit. a humour¬ 
ist ami a man of humour, a touchstone and a laughing stock, a 
jester and a jest, has Sir John I nlstuff, taken at tliat period of life 
in which we see him. become the most perfect comic character that 
peril,ips ever was exhibited." (Xichol Smith’s " Iiighteenth Cen¬ 
tury I^ssays on Shakespeare." 226-7.) 

I’. SX. hchoUi. C'f. Colossians. ii. 9; “in him dwellelh all the 
fulness of the (lodhead bodilv." 
liinls (hr It'dn cdiih. i “ Henry l\’.'’ ii. 2, 116. 
inh* linn mV. “Tempest." iv, i, 150. 

thif'i' fDii/t'>s tict'f'. t f. I “ Henry IV." iv. 2. 80: “ three fingers on 
the rihs." 

I*. 8<). tt Chaucer’s IVologue to the " Canterbury Tales,” 

3 dS- 

ascriids tnr. 2 “ Henry l\'." iv, 105. 

(/ tun of }iutn. I " Henry ii. 4, 4 ()^v 

IV 01. o/'.’M, C'f. I “ Henry IV." ii. 4. 24S: “These lies 

are like their father that begets them; gross as a mountain, open, 
paliiable." 

liy lilt' lord. Hud,, i. 2. 44. 

Hut Hill. Ibid., i. 2. c>i. 

IV (/rc:o. c f. ii. 4. 243: “eleven buckram men grown out 

of two." 

Han \\ / do not. ii. 4. 4^^)- 

T ()4. iriuit is llu' OIOSS sum. 2 " Henry 1 \'." ii, i, 91. 

r. <)5. li'ould / wt'rc -u'ith him. " Henry V." ii. 3. 6. 

turn,,,., his t l. ■ llcnrv IN'." i, "i will turn dis- 

eases to commodity." 

their li-os. Ibid., ii. 4. 265. 

0 mtin made after suf'f^er. I bill., iii. 2. 3^’. 

II oiild, ( (UM'of Sileuee. Ibid., iii. 2, 22S- 

I did not think. Ibid., v. 3. 40. 

i;i some authority. Ibid., v. 3, 117. 

you have here. Ibid., v, 3. 0. 
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TWELFTH NIGHT 

P. 96. It aims at the ludicrous. Cf. Hazlitt's remark ifi the Char¬ 
acters on ■■ Much Ado About Nothing ” : *' I’crhapb that middle point 
of comedy was never more nicely liit in whicli the ludicrous blends 
with the tender, and our follies, turning round against themselves 
in support of our affections, retain nothing but tlieir humanity.” 

P. 97 - li'il/iiiin Cougreve (1670*1729), William Wycherley (1640- 
1716), Sir John Vanbrugh (1664-1726), the chief masters of Restora¬ 
tion Coined}'. 

P. 98. high fantastical, i, i, 15. 

If liercfore are these things hid. i, 3, 133. 

rouse the uight-oicl. ii, 3, 60. 

Dost thou think, ii. 3, 123. 

P. 99. We cannot agree zoith Dr. Johnson. See p. 49 and n. 

ll’hat's her history, ii, 4, 12. 

Oh it came o’er, i, i, 5. 

P. 100. They give a very echo, ii, 4, 21. 

Blame not this haste, iv, 3. 22. 

The essay concludes with the quotation of one of the songs and 
Malvolio’s reading of the letter. 


MILTON 

P. loi. Blind Thantyris. “ Paradise Lost," III, 35. 

P. 102. with darkness. VII, 27. 

piling up every stone. XI, 324. 

For after / had from my first years. “The Reason of Church 
Government," Book II, Introduction. 

P. 103. The noble heart. “Faerie Quccne," I, v, i. 

P. 104. juakes Ossa like a zoart. “ Hamlet," v, i, 306. 

Him follozved Rimmou. “Paradise Lost,” I, 467. 

As when a vulture. Ill, 431. 

P. 105. the pilot. I, 204. 

It has been indeed objected to Milton. Cf. Coleridge (Works, ed. 
Shedd, IV, 304) : “ Milton is not a picturcsiiue, but a musical, poet 
also Coleridge’s “Table Talk," August 7. 1832: “ It is very remark¬ 
able that in no part of his writings does Milton take any notice of 

the great painters of Italy, nor, indeed, of painting as an art; while 
every other page breathes his love and taste for music. . . . Adam 
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l>cruliiiK over the sleeping Eve. in P;«radisc Lost, and Dalilah ap- 
proacliing Samson, in tlie Agonistes, arc the only two proper pic¬ 
tures I remenil)er in Milton." 

Like a steam. “ Comus,” 556. 

P. loC), He soon sazi’. " Paradise Lost," III, 621. 

P. 107. H if/i .li/anleau shoulders. II, 306. 

J.ay iloatnia I. -’'Kx 

Dr. Jdhnson eiiiidefuns the Paradise Lost. See the conclusion of 
his '* Life of Mdtoii." 

I*. loS, His hand zeas kiiozcu. “ I’aradisc Lost," I, 732. 

Put I hie} the skadoas hall. I. 702. 

P. log. Pi’uiid he surz-eys. III. 555. 

-Si/c/i as (he meelini/ soul. “ L'Allegro." 

the hidden soul, lliid. 

P. 110. as }'o}'e justly ohser:-es. " I'irst Epistle of the Second 
Book of IK>race." E02. 

P. III. .is zehen Heai-en's fire. "Paradise Lost," I, 612. 

./// IS not lost. I. 2of>. 

that intelleelual hein<f. II. ur. 

heiiifj szealhfzeed /</•. II. 141). 

I’. iiJ. l allen eheruh. I. 157. 

risniij aloft. !. 225. 


the mystie (P'nnan erilics. Cf. p. 344. 

IV 113. Is this the retfion. " IViradisc Lost." I, 242. 

P. 114 Salmasius. At the retiuest of Charles 11 . Claude de Sau- 


inaise (Cl.indiiis Salmasius), professor at Leyden, had written a vin¬ 


dication of ( Iiarles I, "Defensio pro Carolo I" (1640). to which 
Milton replied witli the "Oefetisio pro Populo Anglicano" (1651), 
1 he controversy hetweeti the two is noted for the virulency of the 
personal invective. 


li'ilh hideous ruin. " Iktradise Lost." I, 46. 
retreated in a silent zalley. 11 . 547. 

<i noted h**Ptieal zeriter. Hr. Stoddart, editor of the Times and 


brother-in-law of llazlitt, whom the critic bitterly hated, and Na¬ 
poleon are Iiere referred to. Cf. " Political Essays." Ill, 158-159. 

1 . 11 , 1 . I.ont/inus preferred the Iliad. "Whereas in the Iliad. 
which was written when his genius was in its prime, the whole 


structure of the poem is foutided on action and struggle, in the 
Odyssey he generally prefers the narrative style, which is proper 
to old age. Hence Homer in his Odyssey may be compared to the 
setting sun: lie is still as great as ever, but he has lost his fervent 


Notes 


373 


heat. The strain is now pitched in a lower key than in tlie ' Talc 
of Troy Divine’; we begin to miss that high and equal)Ie sublimity 
which never flags or sinks, that continuous current of mo\ing in¬ 
cidents, those rapid transitions, that force of eloquence, that opulence 
of imagery which is ever true to Nature. Like the sea when it 
retires upon itself and leaves its shores waste and bare, henceforth 
the tide of sublimity begins to ebb, and draws us away into the dim 
region of myth and legend. In saying this I am not forgetting the 
fine storm-pieces in the Odyssey, the story of the Cyclops, and other 
striking passages. It is Homer grown old 1 am discussing, but 
still it is Homer." On the Sublime, IX, trans. Havcll. 
kind of traffic. Cf. "Tempest." ii, i, 148. 

The generations were prepared. Wordsworth's "Excursion" VI 
554 - 

the unapparent deep. "Paradise Lost." VU. 103. 

P. 116. know to know no more. Cowper's "Truth," 327. 

They toiled not. Matthew, vi, 28. 

In them the burthen. Wordsworth’s "Lines Composed above 
Tintern Abbey." 

such as angels weep. " Paradise Lost.” I. 620. 

P- 117 - In either hand. XII, 637. 


POPE 

This selection begins with the second paragraph of the fourth 
lecture on the " English Poets." 

P. 118. The question whether Pope was a poet. Hazlitt had writ¬ 
ten a paper in answer to this question in the Edinburgh Magazine 
for February. 1818 (Works, XII, 430-432). from which the following 
paragraphs down to " Such at least is the best account " are copied. 
Ihe question had been previously answered by Dr. Johnson with 
the same common sense as by Hazlitt; "It is surelv superfluous to 
answer the question that has once been asked. Whether Pope was a 
poet, otherwise than by asking in return. If Pope be not a poet, 
'T .If poetry to be found? To circumscribe poetry by a defini¬ 

tion wi ^ only shew the narrowness of the definer, though a defini- 
tion which shall exclude Pope will not easily be made.” (“ Life of 
Pope," ed. B. Hill. III. 251). In their edition of Pope (IF. 140),‘ 
Elwin and Courthope express the opinion that the doubt which both 
Johnson and Hazlitt felt called upon to refute " was never main- 
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.•>/' 


\ 


t.iiiud l>y ;i pcfi^on of rcpupition.” Vet there is something 

\(ry clo^c' i.. Stull ;i <l<>uht implied in the iitteronces of Coleridge: 

■■ If we consider great ex^piisiteness of language and sweetness of 
metre alone, it is impossible to deny to rojie the character of a 
dcliglilfid writer; hnl whether he was a poet, must depend upon our 
<Iefimtion <d‘ the word. . . . 'I'liis. I must say. that poetry, as dis- 
tmgitislud from other modes of comjiosition. does iu)t rest in metre, 
and that it is not poetr\. if it make no appeal to our passions or our 
imaematioii.” (Works, ed. Sliedd. 1 \‘. s(>.) 1 'ope‘s verse was made 
the oeiM^ion of a long winded controversy as to the relative value 
of the natural and artitieial in pcu'try. lasting frcmi iSlo to 18^5, 
with William I’owles ami Lord Lyron as the jirincipal comhatants. 
lii/litl c<.litrihnteil an article to the London Maga;'ine for June, 
iS.’i. " I'ope. Lord l'.>ron and .Mr. I'.owles’’ ( W Wrks, Xll, .|8(>-5o8). in 
which he- pointeil out the fallacies in Ityron’s iiosition and censured 
the- cleric ;il priegi'^liiu'•s of I’.ow les in tre:iting of Pc'jpe’s life. The 
chief points 111 the- cli^cn'-vion are he-t summed up in I’rothe- 
ro's edition of ILion's "Letters and Journals." \’ol. \'. Appen- 

<liv Ml. 

// iiiilmi /'V u ifiwil hu'l Ti'.’ mcijjf. k'f. Introduction. ]i. 1 . 

L. ijo. ///«• fuili' rrfltw. " Uoiiuo :ind Juliet." iii. 5. JO. 

i’. iJi. Minilhi lUimiif ( i(M)o the object of l\>pe‘s sentimen- 

t.d attachment tiirouelioiit his life. 

In l iniiiiir's o/y. I roilns and C'ressida." i. .^7. 

tlir tnnii lrd m;/-. . . Ilir s,>f I >n yi ’’ kaerie tju.," 11 . ii. n6-l 17. 

tiilin t i<iii>'nif'!>ili>>n. ^hom^on'^ " .\utnmn." l-’75. 

IV ij_v .!/('(■,■ snl'Ur " 1 'aerie C^neene." 11 . xii. 77. 

IV i-M. fr.'in Ih-r fnir /;,•<!</. "Rape of the Lock." 111 . 154. 

A'etc' nit‘t'l lliy Ibid,. \'. S7 h)(). 

IV ty| Inhin I he "l.ntrin" was a nun'k heroic poem (1674- 
it)S4) of the- I reiicli jioet and critic. Nicolas lloileau Oespreaux 
( ifiyfi lyiiL the literary dictator of the age oi Louis XIV, 

‘ I is ‘'u-ilh onr iinhunrnls. " I'ssay on Criticism." 1 . O. 

Sill/ i/rcrn Xca'/Zf /'uyv. Ibid.. I. iSi. 

IV IJ5. lilt' wrilt'i's tl,-sf^,:ir. t f. Ibid, 11 . J78; 

" No longer now that tiohh n .\ge :ippc:irs. 

When I'atriarcli-w its snr\i\ed a tlu^usand years: 

Now length of fame- tour second life) is lost. 

-And hare threescore is all ev’n that can hoast t 
Our sons their lathers’ tailing language see. 

And suah as Chaucer is shall Drvden be." 
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38^6^* ■■ attendant sail.” " Essay on Man,” IV. 

P. 126. There died. “ Eloisa to Abelard," 40. 

P. 127. If ever chance. Ibid., 347, 

Boliaybroke. Henry St. John, Viscount Bolingbroke (1678-1751). 

The Essay plainly appears the fabric of a poet: what Bolingbroke 

supplied could be only the first principles; the order, illustration 

and embellishments must be all Pope’s." Pope’s Works, ed. Elwin 
and Courthope, II, 264. 

P. 128. he shins, ” draweth out.” " Love’s Labour’s Lost,” v i, 
lo. ’ ’ 

the very words. Cl. “ Macbeth,” i, 3, 88: ’■ the selfsame tune and 
words. 


Now night descending. *■ Dnnciad," I, 89. 

l^tttue may choose. ■* Epilogue to the Satires." Dialogue I 137 

E. 129. character of Chartres. " Moral Essays, Epistle III." 
his compliments. See p. 322. 

IVhere Murray. " Imitations of Horace, Epistle \’l,” 52. William 

Murray (1705-1793). Chief Justice of England, created Lord Mans- 
held in 1776. 


IVhy rail. "Epilogue to Satires," Dialogue II. 138. 

Despise low joys. "Epistle to Mr. Murray." 60. 

P. 130. character of Addison. " Epistle to Dr. Arhuthnot." 193 
214* 


Buckingham. George Villiers, second duke of Buckingham (i6’8- 
1087), Statesman, wit, and poet. 

Alas! how changed. “Moral Essays," III, 305 

Arbuthnot. John (1667-1735), physician and’man of letters, whom 
ihackeray introduced in attendance at the death-bed of Francis 
Esmond. " He had a very notable share in the immortal History 
of John Bull, and the inimitable and praiseworthy Memoirs of 
Martinus Scriblerus. . . . Arbuthnot’s style is distinguished from 
that of his contemporaries, even by a greater degree of terseness and 
conciseness. He leaves out every superfluous word; is sparing of 
connecting particles, and introductory phrases; uses always the sim- 
p est orms of construction; and is more a master of the idiomatic 
peculiarities and internal resources of the language than almost any 
other writer." " English Poets,” Lecture VI. 

Charles Jervas (1675-1739) gave Pope lessons in painting. He is 
also known as a translator of " Don Quixote." 

Why did I write. “Epistle to Arbuthnot," 125. 




Notes 


V. 131. Oh. Idsliiif/ as Ihosc colours “ to Mr. Jcrvas, 63. 

70I10 ho:-c eyes. Psalms, cxv. 5; cx.xxv. 16, etc. 

It will iiez'er tio. Ha/litt was fond of mimicking this phrase with 
wliich JeffrcN so unfortunately opened his well-known review of 
\\Ordsworlh's “ l''xcur-sion.” 

/ lisf^'d in nuinhers. “ I''()istle to .\rhuthnot.” 128. 

/;/ t/iiiiin ciiniihar scrihere. C f. Ovitl’s “Tristia," IV, x, 26: 
“ I'll, (pujil teiilaham dicere, versus erat.” 


ri-RlODlCAL i:SS.\VlSTS 


'idle fifth lecture on the " Cdunic Writers.’ 

P. 133. the f'ltif^er study. Pope’s “ lissay on Man.” 11 , 2. 

Iitune. Paeon’s dedication t)f the l'.ssa\s. 

(,}uic(juid imunl luonines. " \\ hatever tilings men do form the 
inixeil suh^tanee of our honk.” Juvenal's “ Satires,” 1 . 85. With 
occasional exceptions, this ajipears as the motto of the first 7^ num- 
her of the d'aller. 

Iiolils the luinttr. " llanilct,” iii. 2. 24. 

the act and f'lticlii. I f. “ lleiiry i. 1. 51 : “ So that the art and 
l»ractic part of life Must he the mi>tress to thi^ lhet>ric." 

P. 134 the :eeh of our life. .Ml's \\ ell That ICnds Well,” iv, 

3 . 

Ooid sit fulihruni. " It tills us what is fair, what foul, what is 
useful, wh.it not. iimre amply ami better than Chrysippus and 
Traiitor." Ilorace's " P.pistles,” I. ii. 3-4. 

Mtiutaitfuc. .Michel t 1533 i5o2>. ** l-Asays.” Ihtoks l and 11 , 1580; 

I’ook III, 15SS. 

P. 135. not one oj the unoles. Sterne’s "Tristram Shandy,” Bk. 
Ill, Th. 12. 

P. i3h. four i>ut. " Imitation of IKirace, Satire 1 .” 51. 

P. I3h. n. none zoise C'luirron. See Pope’s " Moral Assays.” 1 . 87. 
Pierre C harron ( 15.11 KxyO. a friend of Montaigne, author of 
” De la Sagesse ” ( i(>oi T 

P. 137. rereant isli. .Thus Oouitus: St. Jerome's C'ommt'ii/ary 
on the I'.ueharisl. ch. 1. Mr. Carr's translation of the sentence is 
" C onfound the fellows wlu> have said our good things before us.” 
( L amelot 1 la/litt.) 

P. 138. Charles Cotton's tih3o-it»87> translation of Montaigne 
was published in 1(185. It was dedicated to George Savile. Marquis 



Notes 



of Halifax (1633-1695), who spoke of the essa\s as “ tlic liook in 
the wcjrld I am best entertained with." 

C'oidcy. Ahraiiam (1618-1067). ‘'Several I)i>-C(tiirses l)y way of 

Essays in Prose and \ ersc " appeared in the edition of his works in 
1668. 


ll i/Ham Tcnif'/c (1628-1699). Ilis essays, entitled “ Mi.scel- 
lanca," were published in 1680 and 1692. 

Lord Shaftesbury (1671-1713), author of ‘'Characteristics” 

(1711). 

P. 139. the perfect spy. ‘‘Macbeth.” iii, i, 130. 

The Tatter ran from April 12. 1709. to June 2, 1711. This para- 
graj)h and the larger portion of the next are substantially repro¬ 
duced from the paper "On the Tatler ” in the ” Round Table" 
Isaac Bickerstaff. Under the disguise of this name Swift had 
perpetrated an amusing hoax on an almanac-maker of the name of 
Partridge, and in launching his new periodical Steele availed him¬ 
self of the notoriety of Bickerstaffs name and feigned his identity 
with that personage. 

P. 140. the disastrous stroke. Cf. “Othello,” i. 3, 157: “some 
distressful stroke that my youth suffered." 
the recollection of one of Ins unstresses. Tatler, Xo. 107. 
the club at the Trumpet. 132. 
the cavalcade. 86. 
the upholsterer. 155, 160, 178. 

If he ivalks out, etc. 238. 

P. 141. Charles Lithe, perfumer, at the corner of r>caufort Build¬ 
ings in the Strand, was agent for the sale of the Tatler and Spec¬ 
tator and is several times mentioned in those periodicals. 

Bellerton, Thomas (i635?-t7io), .-inne Oldfield (1683-1730), 
W’iH [Richard] Esicourt (1668-1712), were popular actors of the 
day. 

Tom Durfey (1653-1723) was a dramatist and song writer. 

Duke of Marlborough (1650-1722). and Marshal Tiircnnc (1611- 

1675). 

The Spectator ran from March i. 1711, to December 6, 1712, with 
an additional series from June 18 to December 20, 1714. 

the first sprightly runnings. Dryden’s “ Aurengzebe,” iv, i. 

P. 142. .drfdijon, Joseph (1672-1719). 

the whiteness of her hand. Cf. Spectator. Xo. 113. “She cer¬ 
tainly has the finest hand of any woman in the world.” 
the havoc he makes. Spectator, 116, by Budgell. 
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Notes 


his stecch from the bench and his ninvillingness. 122. 
his gentle ref>roof. 130. 
his doubts. 117. 

I’. 143. his account of the family f>ictures. 109, by Steele. 
his choice of a chaflain. 106. 

his falling asleep at church and his reproof of John lyUliams, 
i.c., Jolin Matthews. 112. 

/ once thought / hnezv. Cf. “ On the Conversation of Authors,” 

where A-(W'illi.im .Ayrton) is introduced as “the Will Honey- 

conih of our set." 

I he Court of Honour. Addison created the court in Tatler, 250. 
Its proceedings arc recordcil by himself and Steele in Nos, 253, 
-ASb, 25(), 265. 

CersonifujiUion of .Musical 1 nstrumenls. Tatler, 153. 157. 
the picture of the family. Tatler. 05. of unknown authorship. 

I’. 144. the aecount of the luo sisters. 151. 
the married lady. 104. 
the lozer and his mistress. 94. 
the bridegroom. 82. 

Mr. l-.ustace and his zeife. 172. 
the fine dream. E17. 

Mandez-ille. Mernard (d. 1733), author of the satirical "Fable of 
the l«ees.’ 


le/leelions on i heerfulness. Spectator, 381, 387, 393. 
those in il'estminster .Ibbey. 26. 
l\oyal /■..V( haiitie. (m). 

\\ 145 the best erituism. 226. 

Mr. l useli. Henry (1741-1S25). painter and art critic. 
an orit/nuil copy. Proliahly the octavo edition of 1711. 

I he i^uardtan ran from March 12. 1713. to October l, 1713. 

I he luimbler ran from Marclt 20. 1749-50, to March 14. 1752. 

/b'. Jidinson. Samuel ( 17o<)-1784). 

V. 146. gtre us pause. " Hamlet.” iii. 1. (v8. 

I. 14/. .Ill hts periods, etc. See the " Cltaracter of Burke” and 

the preface to I he characters of Shakespeare's Plavs,” 

EV 14S. the elephant. “ Paradise l.ost." IV. 34^. 

// he zeere to zerile. Boswell's • Johnson.” cd. Birkbeck Hill. II, 
I 

V. I4(). Rasselas, an Oriental tale, published in 1759. 

abused Milton and palronhed Lauder. Sec BoswclBs "Johnson;* 
1. 228-231. 
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P. 150. Boswell, James (1740-1795), made his literary reputation 
by his " Life of Johnson," 

the king of good fellows. Burns’s " Auld Rab Morris." 
inventory of all he said. Cf. Ben Jonson’s ‘'Alchemist," iii, 2; 
"And ta’en an inventory of what they are.” 

Goldsmith asked. Boswell’s ‘’Johnson,” II, 260. 

If that fellow Burke. II, 450. 

What, is it you. I, 250. 

P. 151. with some unidead girls. I, 251. 

Now, / think. II, 362. 

his quitting the society. I, 201. 

his dining with Wilkes. Ill, 64. 

his sitting with the young ladies. II, 120. 

his carrying the unfortunate victim. IV, 321. 

an act which realises the parable. Talfourd, who heard this lec¬ 
ture, reports that on Hazlitt’s allusion to this incident "a titter 
arose from some who were struck by the picture as ludicrous, and 

a murmur from others who deemed the allusion unfit for ears 

% 

polite : he paused for an instant, and then added, in his sturdiest and 
most impressive manner—‘an act which realizes the parable of the 
Good Samaritan ’—at which his moral, and his delicate hearers 
shrank, rebuked, into deep silence. 
where they. Gray’s " Elegy.” » 

P. 152. The Adventurer ran from November 7. 1752. to March 
9, 1754. John Hawkesworth (1715-1773) was its chief contrib¬ 
utor. 

The World ran from January 4, 1753, to December 30. 1756. 

The Connoisseur ran from January 31, 1754. to September 30. 1756. 
one good idea. The paper referred to is No. 176 of The World, 
by Edward Moore, the dramatist. 

Citizen of the World, in two volumes, 1762. 

go about to cozen. Cf. " Merchant of V enice,” ii. 9. 37: “To cozen 
fortune and be honorable Without the stamp of merit." 

Persian Letters. "Letters from a Persian in England to his 
Friend at Ispahan” (i 735 ), by Lord Lyttleton. 

P. 153. The bonzes. ‘‘ Citizen of the World," Letter X. 
Edinburgh. We are positive. Ibid., Letter V. 

Beati Tibbs. Letters XXIX, LIV, LV, LXXXI. 

Lounger ran from February 5, 1785, to January 6, 1786, The 
Mirror from January 23, 1779, to May 27, 1780. The chief con¬ 
tributor to both was Henry Mackenzie (1745-1831), author of the 
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iil(I)rat(<I sciitiimntal novels: *’'I'he Man of I-'cclinjj” (1771), 
I lie .Man of tlie World* ( 177,1 >. ‘Julia de Koultigne " (,1777). 
///(• story of I At l\,i(hc. Mirror, 4J. 43. 44. 
the story of Lc Ici'rc. "Tristram Sliandy." I’.k. VI, ch. 6. 

1 *. 154 - (iiitJior of l\\>sumond Gray. Charles Lamb. 


THE ENGLISH NOVELISTS 


ITom the sixth lecinre on the "Comic WTiters." Most of the 
matter ha<l appeared in the I'.dmhuryh Review for I'ehrnary, 1815. 
as a rt view of Madame D’.Xrhlay’s " W'anderer." (See Works, X* 
-'.=i- 4 -l-> 111 “A karewell to l•:ssay-Writin^*" (Works. Nil. 3J7) 

Ma/litt harks hack to his days with Charles and Mary Lamb: “I 
udi not compare oiir hashed mutton with Amelia’s; but it put us 
Ml mind of it. and led to a discussion, sharply seasoneil and well 
sustained, till midnight, the restilt iif which ai)pe:ired some years 
alter in the I'Minhur.eh Review." 

R. i.rC fu' miiii' to rooti. To Richard West, April. 1742. 
Miuroau.v, i’ierre ( i(»XS-17(.3) . ;,n.l Crrhillon, Claude Prosper 
(1707-17;/). hrench novelists. 
sonii'thiin/ niior dii-inc. t I. ji. .‘54. 

P. Hi'Idin,/ . soys. "J,»vph Andrews." Ilk. HI. ch. i. 

di‘s<>yt,on somoiohcrr i/foru. " Retlections on the French Revo¬ 
lution." ed. Holm, II, 351-35J. 

I‘. i.s 7 . /uhanl. jolm ICichard t ibU'-iboyL author of "The 

Grounds ami Occasion', of the t ontempt of the Clergy and Religion 
^•.n(|llired into." (i()7o.) 

U’tfi iiiy of all It, ot-f lotion. \ 'I'iniothy. i. 15. 

the h'ctnrc. " ji>Mph .\ndrews." Hk, l\'. ch. t 

/)/./(Istom . Sii W illiam (i7_*3-i78o), author of " C'ommentaries on 
the Laws (»f IMiglaml"* ( i7(>5.(k)). 

/V lolm,-. (17.11)" iSo7\ amlior of - The Constitii- 

tion of I'.ugland " ( 1771 L 

c.„l.-s. Mimal Si.ani^l, novdist «l,o.e mo^t fa- 

mous work is " l\m (Juixine." 

/<• V,iv.-. Alai.i R,ik- ( i(i(vS-i; 4;'), FiaaKli novelist, author of "Gil 

Hlas.” 

OeWn,./, Henry ( ,70;-,r.:;.,f. His most important novels are 
Joseph Am reus" (. 7 ^. 1 , "Tom Jones" (.740.," Amelia" (,75.). 
Jonathan W iKl (1743). 
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Smollett, Tobias (i"2i-i77i), wrote “Roderick Random’’ (1748), 
"Peregrine Pickle” (1751). “Ferdinand Count I-'athom " (1753), 
“ Launcelot Greaves” (1762), " Hnmpiirey Clinker” (1771). 

Richardson, Samuel {i68g'i7(>i), wrote " I\amcla ” (1740), 

“Clarissa Harlowe ” (1747-48), “Sir Richard (.irandison " (1753). 

Sterne. Laurence (1713-1768), wrote “Tri-tram Shandy” (1759- 
67), “A Sentimental Journey Througli k'rance and Italy” (1768). 

P. 158. in these several leritcrs. A few paragraphs are liere 
omitted treating of “ Don Quixote,” " La/arillo de Tonnes ” ( 1553), 
“Guzman d’Alfarache” by Mateo Aleman (I59<9), and “ (jil 
Bias.” 

They arc thoroughly English. In the review of Walpole’s 
Letters (W'orks, X, 168), Hazlitt says: “There is notliing of a tea 
inspiration in any of his 1 Fielding’s] novels. They are assuredly 
the finest thing of the kind in the language; and wc are English¬ 
men enough to consider them the best in any language. They are in¬ 
dubitably the most English of all the works of Englislnnen.” 

Hogarth, William (1697-1764), painter and engraver of moral and 
satirical subjects. His two most famous series of paintings are 
“The Rake's Progress” and “Marriage a la Mode.” Lamb in his 
“ Essay on the Genius and Character of Hogarth ” observes: “ Other 
pictures we look at,—his prints wc read.” Hazlitt, sharing this view, 
includes an account of Hogarth in the seventh lecture of the 
“Comic Writers,” which opens as follows: “If the quantity of 
amusement, or of matter for more serious reflection which their 
works have afforded, is that by which wc are to judge of precedence 
among the intellectual benefactors of mankind, there are, perhai)S, 
few persons who can put in a stronger claim to our gratitude than 
Hogarth. It is not hazarding too much to assert, that he was one 
of the greatest comic geniuses that ever lived.” 

P. 159. the gratitude of the elder Dlifil. Bk. I, cli. 13. 

the Latin dialogues, etc. Bk. II, chs. 3-4. 

P. 160. honesty of Black George. Bk. \T, ch. 13. 

/ never so handsome. Bk. XVH, ch. 4. 

the adventure with the highwayman. Bk. VH, ch. 9. 

Sophia and her muff. Bk. V. ch. 4. 

coquetry of her cousin. Bk. XVT, ch. 9. 

the modest overtures. Bk. XV. ch. ii. 

the story of Tom Jones. Cf. Coleridge’s “Table Talk,” July 5. 
1834: “I think the Qvdipus Tyrannus. the Alchemist, and Tom 
Jones, the three most perfect plots ever planned.” 
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(iccoimt of Miss i\fatthcn's ami Ilnsiyn Hibhcrf (Hebbers], Bk. I, 
(.hs. 7-9. 

I’. i()i. flic story of the tniniatiirc ficturc. Bk. XI, ch. 6. 
the hashed niultofi. Bk. X. ch. 6, 
the inas(iuera(ie. Bk. X, cli. J. 
the inleiTieu’. Hk. X, chs. 2, 8. 

I’. 162, Ifis (leelaritiff. Bk. Ill, ch. 3. 
his cousoHiuj himself. F^k. Ill, ch. 2. 
the nif/hl-nih^entures. Bk. IV. ch. 14. 
that Zi'ilh the huntsman. Bk. Ill, ch. 6. 
ll'i/son's aeeonnt. Bk. 111 . ch. 3. 

P. 163. Roderick' Random's carroty locks, ch. 13. 

Straf’s Kjnorance. ch. 14. 

intus et in cute. Pcrsiiis* “Satires,” III, 30. 

P. 164. on shif'-hoard. ch. 24. 

hroflitfate kreinh friar, chs. 42-43. 

F'. 165. the Count's address, ch. 27. 
the rohher-scene. clis. 20-21. 
the Rarisian Sioindler. ch. 24. 
the seduction, ch. 34. 

P. B)(> the descrif^tion. The allusions to Miss Byron’s dress 
in \ ol. \ II. Letter 111 . can scarcely be called a long description. 

P. i(>7. Pr. Johnson seems to ha'e f'referrcd. Cl. Boswell’s “John¬ 
son," ed. Hill. 11 . 174: "Sir, there is more knowledge of the heart 
in one letter of Richardson's, than in all Tom Jones.” 

P. lUS. reproaches to her ■'lumpish heart." “Pamela.” ed. Dob¬ 
son and Phelps, I, 2(>8. 
its lif/htness. 1, 276. 
the joy. 11, 7-25. 

the artifice of the stuff-fioivn. F. 51. 

the meetiiiff Xi'ith f.ady Parers. II. 145 fT. 

the xvith her husband. IV. 122 ff. 

IV iCx). her Iona dyina-scene. “ C larissa llarlowe,” ed. Dobson and 
Phelps, \’oI. VIII. Letter 29. 

the closina of the cofhn-lid. X’lll. Letter 50. 
the heart-breakina reflections. \'I. Letter 29. 

Hooks are a real xeorld. W ordsworth's “ I'ersonal Talk.” 
Lox-elaces reception and description of Hickman. VI. Letter 8a 
the scene at the ;;/(>rv-.?/io/'. \'ll. Letter 70. 

Helton. .VO pert. I. Letter 31. 

/11.V systematically preferring. Cf. “ W'hv the Heroes of Ro- 
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mances are Insipid” (Works. XU, 62) ; "There is not a single thing 
that Sir Charles Grandison does or says all through the book from 
liking to any person or object but himself, and with a view to an¬ 
swer to a certain standard of perfection for which he pragmatically 
sets up. He is always thinking of himself, and trying to show that 
he is the wisest, happiest, and most virtuous person in the whole 
world. He is (or would be thought) a code of Christian ethics; 
a compilation and abstract of all gentlemanly accomplishments. 
There is nothing, I conceive, that excites so little sympathy as this 
inordinate egotism; or so much disgust as this everlasting self- 
complacency. Yet this self-admiration, brought forward on every 
occasion as the incentive to every action and reflected from all 
around him. is the burden and pivot of the story.” 

P. I/O. a dull fellow. Boswell's “Johnson,” ed. Birkbeck Hill, II, 
222. 

ihe tale of Maria. Bk. IX, ch. 24. 

the apostrophe to the recording angel. Bk. VI, ch. 8. 

the story of Le Fevre. Bk. VI, ch. 6. 

The rest of the lecture treats of Fanny Burney, Anne Radcliffe, 
Elizabeth Inchbald, William Godwin, and Sir Walter Scott. 


CHARACTER OF MR. BURKE 

First published in the “Eloquence of the British Senate" and re¬ 
published in “ Political Essays.” 

P. 172. The follozving speech. Hazlitt refers to the speech On 
the Economic Reform (February ii. 1780). See Burke’s Works, 
ed. Bohn, II, 55-126. 

P. 174. the elephant to 7 nake them sport. “ Paradise Lost,” IV, 
345 - 

native and endued. “ Hamlet,” iv. 7, 180. 

Lord C/ia//iam. William Pitt. Earl of Chatham (1708-1778), the 
great English statesman. 

P. 176. a new creation. Goldsmith’s “Traveler," 296. 

P. 178. All the great changes. Cf. Morley’s “Life of Burke,” 
ch. 8; “All really profound speculation about society comes in time 
to touch the heart of everj' other object of speculation, not b^' 
directly contributing new truths or directly corroborating old ones, 
but by setting men to consider the consequences to life of different 
opinions on these abstract subjects, and their relations to the great 
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paramount interests of society, however those interests may happen 
at the time to be conceivc<l. I'urke’s hook marks a turning-point in 
literary liistory, l)ecausc it was the signal for tliat reaction over the 
whole field of thought, into which the Revolution drove many of the 
finest minds of the next generati«>n. by showing the supposed con¬ 
sequences of pure individualistic rationalism." 

P. \~(). .Ilds! Lciniliidii. C'owper's " Task." M. 322. 

the corner stone. Ps.dms, cxvii, jj. 

to the Jezi'S. l Corinthians, i. 23. 

F’. 183. the consetinence.'^ of his u-ritiiifts. In tliis view Hazlitt has 
tlic full support i>f l.ord Morley. 

F’. 184. llozi' ihiinnind. Milton's “ Comus." 476. 

Ife Zi'as one of the sez'erest zeriiers zee hiire. I'lie description of 
Burke's style which follows should he compared with that given on 
pp. 344-5 and with the spicmiid passage in the " I’laiii Speaker " essay 
“On the I’rose Sl\le I'f Poets." beginning: " It has always appeared 
to me that the most perfect pro^c-style. the most powerful, the most 
dazzling, the most d.iring. tli.it wliich went the nearc'-t to the verge 
of poetry, and yet never fell over, wa^ Burke’s. It has the solidity, 
and sparkling effect of the cliamond; all other fine zeritinfi is like 
I'rench paste or Bristol stmus in the comparison. Burke s style is 
airy, llighty. a<lventurons. hut it never loses sight of the subject; 
nay. is always in contact with, and tlerives its increasetl or varying 
impulse from it. It may he s.iid to pass yawning gulfs 'on the 
unsteadfast footing of a spear:'still it has an actual resting-place 
and tangible support under it it is not suspended on mdhing. It 
difTers from poetry, as I conceive, like the chamois from the eagle: 
it climbs to an almost e<|ual height, touches upon a clovul, overlooks 
a precipice, is picturesque, sublime -hut all the while, instead of 
soaring through the air, it stamls upon a rocky clitT, clamhers up by 
abrupt and intricate wa\s. and hianvze> on the roughest hark, or 
crops the tender (lower.” 

P. i8(>. the set or fornml style. See pp. 147-8. 

P. 187. / hoiiohts (HI the t nnse of the rresent Piseontents (1770), 
a criticism of the ministerial policy of the I'.nglish government under 
George III. 

Reflections on the Rez'ohttion in hronce (i7 <)oV a severe arraign¬ 
ment of the principles which inspired the revolution and a prophetic 
warning of its c(msei|iienccs. 

Letter to the Pnhe of lyeiiftoti. A I.otter from the Right Hon. 
Edmund liurke. to a Xoblc Lortl. on the attacks made upon him and 
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liis pension, in the House of Lords, hy tlic Duke of Bedford and 

the Earl of Lauderdale, earl)- in llie present session of Larliamcnt 
(1796.) 

Kcyicidc Peace. Three Letters addressed to a Member of the 

Present Parliament, on tlie projjosals fur i)eaee with the regicide 
Directory of France. (1796.) 

P. 188. I'ox, Cliarles James (1749-1S06), the famous Whig states¬ 
man wlio was frec|uently the opponent of Burke and of the younger 

Pitt. 

P. 189. Dr. Johuson observed, in his "Life of Pope" (cd. Birk- 
beck Hill, III, 230): "In their similes the greatest writers have 
sometimes failed: the ship-race, compared with the chariot-race, is 
neither illustrated nor aggrandised ; land aiul water make all the 
difference: when Apollo nmning.after Daphne is likened to a grey¬ 
hound chasing a hare, there is no-thing gained; the ideas of pur¬ 
suit and fliglit are too plain to be made plainer, and a god and 

the daughter of a god are not represented much to their advantage 
by a hare and a dog.” 

a tersoit. Conjecturally Joseph Fawcett. In the essay “On 
Criticism ( ‘ Fable Talk") Hazlitt says: "The person of the most 
refined and least contracted taste I ever knew was the late Joseph 
Fawcett, the friend of my youth. He was almost the first literary 
acquaintance I ever made, and 1 think the most candid and un¬ 
sophisticated. He had a masterly perception of all styles and of 
every kind and degree of excellence, sublime or beautiful, from 
Milton s Paradise Lost to Shenstone’s Pastoral Ballad, from Butler's 
Analogy down to Humphrey Clinker." 

P. 189, n. the comparison of the British Constitution. ‘‘ Letter 
to a Noble Lord," W'orks, ed. Bohn, V, 137. 


MR. WORDSWORTH 

From The Spirit of the Age." Characterizations of Wordsworth 
also occur in the lecture “ On the Living Poets ” and in the Essay 
“On Genius and Common Sense" in “Table Talk.” 

P. 19I- iou’liness is young ambition's ladder. “ Julius Caesar," ii, 
I. 22. 

no figures. Cf. “Julius Caesar," ii, i, 231: “Thou hast no figures 
nor no fantasies Which busy care draws in the brains of men.” 

skyey iniluences. “ Measure for Measure," iii, i, 9. 
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P. 192. iiihil hiinuini. Terence: " Meantontimoroumenos ” i. i, 25. 
the cloud-nif't toieers. “ Tempest." iv, i. 151. 

193 the jttdt/e's rohe, C f. "Measure for Measure." ii, 2, 59: 
" Xo ceremony tliat to j^reat ones 'lont’S. 

Xot t!ie kinj^’s crown, nor tlie (leputecl sword. 

I he marshal s trunclKM>n. nor the jiulgc’s robe." 

Puidar mul .llt wus. (ireek l\ric jjoets. 

(I sense of ji>y. \\ ordswortli s " lo My Sister." 

P. 19^. lienealh the lulls. If. Wdrdswortirs “Excursion." VI. 

531: 

" Amid the groves, under llie sliadowy hills 
The gener.itions are prepared ..." 

r. 19-,. 'I o hnn the inetniest lloieer. " Oile on the Intimations of 
Immortality ■' 

P. kX). (tituinieie wa^ the rcMdence of Worilsworth between 1709 
and 181.T 

Cole-Ortoit was the residence of W ordsworth's friend. Sir George 
Heaumont, to whom he dedicated the 1S15 e<lition oi his poems: 

Some of the Itest pieces were coinptvsed under the shade of yotir 
own groves, upon tlie ck^>^il■ grouml of t ■ «le-( >rttm." 

P. 107. (<//m ioniemtlotion t f. " l.a.ulamia ” : “ falm pleasures 
there .ibiile, inaje>tic p.nns," 

l ull blunted " from eacli indnr:ited heart." Goldsmith’s 
" Traveler." 2^2. 

nnd fit iutdten^e Word>w.uTli .,nole^ this line from "Paradise 
I-ost." VII. in ■ riie kechiM-." 77(1: 

‘lit audience let me find thmieli few!' 

So pr.iyed. more gaining than he a^ked. the Pard— 

In holu‘>t mixnl” 

P. 19S. I he l■.Viur.uon. lla/litt wrote a review oi this poem for 

the b.xannner which imt only aron.e*l Wordsworth’s resentment 

I)nl led to one of his disagreements with Lamb. The review appears 
m the " konml Table." 

toujours fieulri.v. "always partridges." ;dluding to a story of a 
hrench king, wlio. on being reproved by his confessor for faithless¬ 
ness to his wife, punished the offender by eattsing him to be fed on 

nothing but Ins favorite disli, which was partridge. See Notes and 
Queries. Series 1 \'. \’oI Ill. p 3/v 

In his herson. In iSo.t. while on a visit lo the Take Coimtrv. 
Hazhtt had painte.l a portrait of Wordsworth. "He has painted 
Wordsworth." writes Southex. "but so diMuallv. though Words- 
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worths face .s his idea of physiognomical perfection, that one of his 

friends on seeing it, e.Nclaimed, ' .At the gallows-decply affected 

by his deserved fatc-yet determined to die like a man ; ' and if you 

saw the picture, you would admire the criticism." “Life and Cor¬ 
respondence," II, 238. 

His manner of reading. See p. 295. 

a man of no mark. i “Henry IV," iii, 2. 45. 

P. 199. He finds fault will, D.ydcn's j'asinflion. Hazlitt adopted 
this criticism in his lecture "On Pope and Dryden." 

P. 200. Titian (c. 1477-1576). the great Venetian painter. 

Chaucer. Wordsworth's modernizations of Chaucer are “The 

Pnoress's Talc,” "The Cuckoo and the Xightingale," and a part of 
1 roiliis and Cressida." 

a l^ 09 <tdy "The Borderers” was written in 1795-96 but not 

published till 1842. The quotation which follows is from Act iii i 
405, and should read: 

“ Action is transitory—a step, a blow, 

The motion of a muscle—this way or that_ 

Tis done, and in the after-vacancy 

We wonder at ourselves like men betrayed: 

Suffering is permanent, obscure and dark, 

And shares the nature of infinity." 

Wordsworth quoted these lines after the dedication to “The White 

Doe of Rylstone " and later added a note: “ This and the five lines 

that follow were either read or recited by me more than thirty 

years since, to the late Mr. Hazlitt. who quoted some e.xpressions 

in them (imperfectly remembered) in a work of his published sev¬ 
eral years ago." 


P. 2or. Let observation. Cf. De Quincey’s “Rhetoric" (W'orks, 
Masson, X, 128): “ W^e recollect a little biographic sketch of 
Dr. Johnson, published immediately after his death, in which, among 
other instances of desperate tautology, the author quotes the well- 
known lines from the Doctor’s imitation of Juvenal—* Let observa¬ 
tion, etc., and contends with some reason that this is saying in 
effect, Let observation with extensive observation observe man- 
kind extensively:’' Coleridge somewhere makes the same remark. 

Drawcansir. A character in “The Rehearsal” by the Duke of 
Buckingham. 

Let petty kings the names of Parties know: 

Where er I am, I slay both friend and foe.” v, i. 

Waltons Angler. In the fifth lecture of the “English Poets” 
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ll.i/litt writi.' " f\Tlia|>> tlu‘ I»t'l in the 1 incuasc is that 

I'fusc I’ocin. W .ilt'Mi’s ( <niipKlt' An.uK r. I hat \\a 11 krn’wn work 
li.i^ a ln.aMt> and lannaniK' intir».>l ».'t|nal tn it> >iinplicit\, and 
niit of n. In iIk' docnpla'll ul' a h•'hinl;-tackK•. \on per- 
tlu’ pKty and huniamt> ot the aiilhoiA mind. It is to he 
doiilited wIu'IIkt Sanna/arinsA Pi'-catury l'Ah\iine> are eapial to 
the seenc> tleMidied h\ W alton on the l>ank> of the river l.ca. lie 
^^' 1 \e^ tile feeliii'^ n| the open air; we walk with him aU>ni; the dustv 
roadside, or rep-"e on the hanks ot a river under a sh;uly tree; 
;ind in watehin.e t'-r the linn> prey, imhdie wh;it lie heantifully calls 
‘the piitunee and siinpheit> of poor hoiu-'t li-'liermen.' W'e aeconi* 
p.ni\ them to lluir inn at muht. and parted^e of their simiile. hnt 
delk lolls tail : while Maiid, tlu- pietti milkmaid, at her mother's 
di'sire. siiii^'- ihi- eia''sii-,d dittu'' m 1 tlu- pi'it Marlow; ‘tome live 
w ith me. and he m\ love ' " 

William ( i; Id i^'o.^ P a n-'ted theolo-,.:i.m. t t. 'On the 
t leru al t h iraeter ‘ in " Polit leal h \ s " i W ork>. III. I : “ I'his 
s.inie slmttlnm dnine is the s.ime Dr Pale\. who atterwairds etn- 
ployi'il tlu- w hole ol his h U-. and his modi rate s<, eond hand ;ihilitie>, 
in tampering; with rehet"n. morality, and polities.— in trimminij 
hilweeii his i'on\eiiieiue iiid his eoiiseu'iui. in erawhne lu'tween 
hea\in .iml latth. .uni trsiny to cajole hoth. Ills eelehr;iled and 
popnl.ir work on Moral IMiilo'ophy, is ceKhriitid and popnhir tor 
no ('tiler fi'.ison. th.in that it is a s(»mewhai inei-nioits and atniisimj 
apolo^\ tor iMstm^ abuses of .m\- disenptu>n, h\ whuh any thini; 
is to he t;<'t It is a very elahor.ite and coiisi>l.iiory ehicid.ition of 
the text, fhiit oii'ii slii>ulil m*/ ijniirtcl ihriy hiwul ai;,/ butlci. It 
IS not an attempt to slmw wh.it is riyht. hut to (.alliate and find out 
plausihle exeiises for wh;il is wione. It is a work without the least 
value, except ,is a conxetueiU coinmoiii'laee hook or r.n/c Micctoji. 
foi t_\ ro politici.aus .ind \(»uni; dn uu s, tii smootli tlieir pret^rcss in 
the t'hurih or the State. This work is a text hook in the Dniver- 
si!> ; its niorahty is the acknowledged moriliiy of the House of 
omnious. See aKn ( oK ridee's opini-m of Palev on p. _’8S. 

/Va-n/,-. 'I'homas iSjSi. well known wood-engraver, 

// n/cr/oo. Antoine ( KhmM 1070. a I'rench emjraver. painter, ami 
etcher. 

A’em'-unn/p IhirniiUs v;.n Kiiu (Khwioo.V pnuh painter, whose 

mastery of li:Mit and shade was the ohiect oi Ila. htt's special ad- 
tnir.ition. 

r. JOJ. Hi- Ihilcs iiou'/io/.xM-. etc. Sec the lecture "On tiic Livim: 
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art; lie hates chemistry he 
lates conchology; he hates Voltaire; he hates Sir Isaac Xeuton' he 

ates "isdom; he hates wit; he hates metaphysics, which he says'are 

umntelhgil.le ami yc he wouhl he thought to understand them ■ he 

1. tes prose; he hates all poetry hut his own ; he hates the d,a og^'s t 

Shakespeare: he hates music, dancing, and painting- he hates 

Kuhens, he hates Rembrandt; he hates Raphael, he hates Titian- 

le hates \ .uulyke; he hates the anticpie ; he hates the Apollo Bel’ 
Viden-; he hates the Venus of Medicis." 

I^lu-rc one for sense. Butler's " 1 Imlihras,” 11 go. 
t'. 203. hike the (food. Plautus's '• Kiulcns," iv, 7 


iMK. COLERIDGE 

I'runi the " Spirit cjf the Age.” 

P. 205, and thanh. Cl “ Comii<; ” i-A- •• i , 

praise the bounteous Pan." ' " 

a mind reiieeixnij. See p. 3s and n. 

dink rearward. Cf. “ Temnest ” i o -^.“i *1 , , , 

and abysm of time.” 1“‘. - aO. In the dark backward 

P. 206. T/n,/re/,,-,/, reuy. " Antony and Cleopatra,” iv .. g 
qmck, foryetivc. 2 “ Henry ] iv. 3. 107 ’ ^ 

tohat in him is wea/c. Cf. “ Paradise Lost" I 03. “ wpn* • 

■s darkjllumine, what is low raise and support;-' ' ’ 

t'. 20/. and by the force. Cf. '• Macbeth " iii c “ Ac i *u 

''-‘confutn - 

nen stiond. Faerie Qiieenc." Ill, iv. 18 20 

goes sounding. " HaHitt seems to have had' a hazy recollection 
of two passages in Chaucer’s Prologue In his essav nn ‘ M t7- 

Aeguaintance with Poets.' he says.CC s^hlr irChLc^C de 

scribed as going " sounding on his way,'" and in his Leetures on 

‘‘he merchant, as described in Chaucer 

> of him. Soimmge in moral vertu was his speche ’ while the 
merchant, though ' souninge alway th’ encrees of his winning’ is not 
described as going on his way. Wordsworth has a line C Excur 
Sion, Book III), 'Went sounding on a dim and perilous wav but 

Glo'^r IV^ 412 ^* Waller- 
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1’. joS. Ins oXi'ii iiolliinffs. ( <»rii*l.nuis,'’ ii. j, 8l. 

IcHnif/ (i>nli')nl'/utu>n. ( f. i)ycr's “(ironi^.ir Hill.” 26: “till 
coiitfinplatioii have its fill ” 

Sdiliiii/ iK’illi (iiniiiuuni. (ira\'s ” I’roj^rcss of Poesy.” 

//*’ lisped. iVipe’s ■■ I'rtilo^iic to the Satires.” uS. 

Ode (HI ( hiillei ItHL " Monnily t»n the Death <.>1 Lhatterlon,” writ¬ 
ten hy Idieridee in I7'K>. at the .i^e of eif^hlecn. 

i*. i/ained se'i'emi prizes. “At Camliriilite COleriilj^e won the 
Hrouiie (lohl Medal for a (ireek Ode in irgj” W’aller-Cdover. 

.It ( hnsls llospitiil. a London seliool whieh Leieih Hunt and 
Land) attended ahont the same time as loleritl^e. I'he former has 
left a record of its life in his ’ Antohioj^raphy.” and Land) has writ¬ 
ten of It. with >peei il reference to C'oKri«i^e. in his “ Kecollections of 
t hrist s llospiial ” and *'t hrist’s llospitvd hivc-and-I'hirty Years 
Ak",” 

.Stnif/ijlnifi III Viini. “ l•.\cl1rsion.” \'l. 557. 

I‘- Jio, l/tiriley, l)a\id (i7^’5'J757 L author of ” (d)ser\ations t^n 
Man” (1710). and identifKal clnelly with the theory of association. 

( f. I oleridi^e s " Keheions Mn>ines," : “and he of mortal kind 
\\ I'^cst. he first who marked the ideal trihe^ L^p the hue tihres 
through the sentient hram ” 

Pr. rrieslley. Joseph (I 7 .LVI'^ML scientist and philosopher of 
the materialistic schot)l, author of " 1 he Doctrine of Philosojihical 
Xecessity Illustrated (1777). "See! Priestley there, patriot, and 
saint, and sai^e. ’ ” KeliL^ittus Musin^s.” 371, 

liishop Heikeley's fiiiry-uoPd. tieor^e Uerkeley i;5dL ide¬ 

alistic philosopher. ( f. p. JS7. 

Miilebi iiiulie. Nicholas (H\?S-i7LsL author of ” De la Recherche 
de la X'erite ” ( i()7.D. 

Cud:e<>rih_ Ralph (it)i7 author of ” The True Intellectual 

System of the Universe" 11078). 

l-(>id Hiitohs liieitu/lypliini! ihetHies, I'ulke tirovillo. Lord 

Brooke ( 155,4 -i6j 8). friend ami biographer of Sir Philip Sid¬ 
ney. 

HisJiop Huller s .^ermniis. joseiih Butler (ltx)2-i752'l, author 
of I'ifteen Sermons Preachcil at tlie Rolls Chapel” (1726), and 

I he Analogy of Religion. Natural and Revealed, to the Constitu- 
titiu ami C'ourse of Nature” (17.^(>). 

fhuhess of .\ eioeostle. Margaret Cavendish 1162.4 ?-i674't. pub¬ 
lished about a dozen folio volumes of philosophical fancies, poems, 
and plays. In ‘ Mackery End in Hertfordshire ” Lamb refers to her 



i 


Notes 


391 


as the thrice noble, chaste, and virtuous, but again somewhat 

tantastical and ongmal-brained, generous Margaret Newcastle.” 

larke, Samuel (1675-1729), English theologian of latitudinarian 
principles. 

Robert (1634-1716), controversial writer and preacher. 

il/otson, John (1630-1694). a popular theological writer of ra¬ 
tionalistic tendency. 

Pre-estabUshed Harmony. Gottfried Wilhelm Leibnitz 
(1046-1716), a German philosopher, represented the world as con¬ 
sisting of an infinite number of independent substances or monads 
related to each other in such a way (by the pre-established harmony) 
as to form one universe. Cf. Coleridges “Destiny of Nations" 

30 ff-: ' 

" Others boldlier think 
That as one body seems the aggregate 

Of atoms numberless, each organized; 

So by a strange and dim similitude 
Infinite myriads of self-conscious minds 
Are an all-conscious spirit, which, informs 
With absolute ubiquity of thought 
(His own eternal self-affirming act!) 

All his involved Monads, that yet seem 
With various province and apt agency 
Each to pursue its own self-centering end.” 

P. 210, n. And so by many. " Two Gentlemen of Verona,” ii, 7, 30. 
P. 211. hortus SICCUS (dry garden] of Dissent. Burke’s " Reflec¬ 
tions on the French Revolution." Works, ed. Bohn II 287 
John Huss (i 373 ?-I 4 I 5 ). Bohemian reformer and martyr 

Jerome of Prague, a follower of Huss who was burnt for heresy 
in 1416. 

('539-1604), an Italian theologian 
who sought to simplify the doctrine of the Trinity. 

ohn Zisca (i370?-i424), a leader of the extreme Hussite party. 

Neals H,story. Daniel Neal (1648-.743) published his “History 
of the Puritans 1732-38. ^ 

,ST 7 '' ('671-1732) published an “Account of the Min- 

masters^^p of Colleges, and School¬ 

masters who were Ejected or Silenced after the Restoration of 1660" 
(1702 and 1713). 

a Dutch philosopher of Jewish 
parentage, the chief representative of Pantheism, “ the doctrine of 
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niu' inlinitc Mihst.'incc. of wliich all finite existences are modes 

or linnlations." 

II lint he siiii'. ( f. ( oleritlj^e's “ Isemorse," iv. J. loo: 

■■ W hen we saw inni^lit hnt l>eaiity ; wlien wc lieard 
I he voice- of that .\ltnii;hty ()ne who loved us 
In every uale llial hreatiie<l. and wave tliat inunnur’d!” 

riihliis (.}i04S5) and riohinis (J04-J70). jiliiloMipliers of the 
Xeo I’lalonic school. In l*.io”ra(*hia I.iteraria ” (chap. ()) Coleridge 
relers to hi> “early study of IMalo and of Plotinus, with the com- 
nu-ntario and the ’ Ihei'logia I’latoinca ’ of the illu.slrious h'lorcn- 
tine; ot I'lochis. and (iemistius IMelho.’* 

Puns -Se,lilts ( ijf)5 or IJ75-130S) and Ihiinnis .liiuiinis (IJ27- 
IJ74), two great thctilogiau> of the t .itliolie C hurch. 

Jiimh iu'Innni or l>ohiiu- ( 137.^ P*-’.}). a Cu rniau religieuis ni> stic 
who exertetl coiiMdcrahle inlluence on l-'.nglish religious tliought in 
the eighteenth century. In the “ Ihographia I.iteraria" (chap. 9) 

( oleiidge writes; “ .\ nieek iiul shy ipiieti^t. his iutelleetual powers 
were ne\er stiniulateel into feveiou-N energy hy crowels e*f proselvtes, 
or h\ the- aini'ition ut pro^e■l\ting. J.ic»>h Ihhuu-n w^is an enthusiast 
in the slrllte^l se'n>e. a^ not merely distinguisheel. hut as contra- 
ehslingutshe.l from a fanatic. . . , The writings of these Mvstics 
aited ill no slight elegree- to pie-\eut m\ muiil from heing imprisemed 
within the- outline- of an\ single- dogmatic •syste-iu” 

S:v'i‘tli'ithi‘iii, I'maniu-l (i(»SS i77_M, tlu- Sweehsh scieuti.'-t and 

mxstic from whom have- sprung some of the moelern tluMSeiphical 
eiilts. 

AV Musimis, puhlished in his “ Pi>e‘ms em \'arie»us Suh- 

je-e ts " I 1 

Ill,- i/l,iil fiiiisr 0} Jneiny C'f. “Literature e*l the.' Age 

of Ih/aheth." lecture \ ll: “In his writings, the frail stalk of 
liuniaii lile- re-e'hnes on the' Imsom o| eternitx. liis IKih' Living 
and l)\ing is a eliviiu' pastoral, lie- writes ti* the faithful follow- 
eis of I hrist. as the shepherd pipes to his thick. Ho introelucos 
touehing ami heartfe-lt appe-als to familiar life; comlescenels to men 
(d low estate; ami his puuis p;ige hlushes with modesty and 
l>e.ml\, His stHe- IS prisnialic. It uiitidds the cedeiurs of the rain- 
how ; it floats like the huhhle througli the air; it is like innumerable 
de-w ilrops that glitter 011 the f;ice e>f nu>rning, ami tremble as they 
glitter He does not ehg his wa\ umlergrouml, but slieles upon ice, 
bonie on the wingeel car ed fancy. I he elancing light he throws 
uj)on objects is like an Aurora Borealis. pla\ing betwixt heaven 
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and earth. ... In a word, his writings arc more Iil<e fme poetry 
than any other prose whatever; they are a choral song in praise of 
Virtue, anti a h\nin to the Spirit of tlic Universe." 

Bowles. William Lisle (i;6j-i85o), published " l-onrtccn Sonnets" 
in 1789, and a second edition containing twenty-one in the same 
year. Jn the first chapter of the ’* Biographia Literaria," Colerid«'e 
credits the sonnets of Bowles with saving him from a premature 
absorption m metaphysics and theology and with introducing liiin 
to the excellences of the new scliool of poetry. In his enthusiasm 
he went about making proselytes for Bowles and " as my school 
finances did not permit me to jnirdiase copies. I made, witliin less 
than a year and a half, more than forty transcriptions, as the best 
presents I could offer to those, who had in any way won my re¬ 
gard. And with almost ccjual delight did I receive the three or 
four following publications of the same author." Coleridge also 
addressed a “ Sonnet to Bowles," opening 

My heart hath thanked thee, Bowles ! for tliosc soft strains, 
That on the still air floating tremhlinglv, 

Wak'd in me Fancy, Love, and Sympathy!" 

P. 212. John Bull. Crokcr’s John Bull was a scurrilous news¬ 
paper edited by Theodore Hook, the first number of which appeared 
December 17, 1820. 

Mr. Croker, John Wilson (1780-1857), politician and man of let¬ 
ters, one of Hazlitt’s pet aversions, and the same who comes in for 

such a severe chastisement in Macaulay’s review of his edition of 
Boswell’s "Johnson." 


Jnnitts. the mysterious author of a famous scries of political 
letters which appeared in the London Public Advertiser from Janu- 
ary 21,^ 1769, to January 21. 1772, collected as the "Letters of 
Junius in 1772. The name of Sir Philip Francis is the one most 
persistently associated with the composition of these letters. 

Godwin, William (1756-1836), leader of the philosophical radi¬ 
cals in England and a believer in the perfectibility of man, wrote 
“An Enquiry concerning Political Justice” (1793). "Caleb Wil¬ 
liams (1794), and other novels and miscellaneous works. Godwin 
was the husband of Mary Wolstonecraft. and the father-in-law of 
Shelley. Hazlitt wrote a sketch of him in the "Spirit of the Age” 
and reviewed his last novel. “ Cloudesley." in the Edinburgh Re¬ 
view. Coleridge has a Sonnet to William Godwin: 

“ Kor will I not thy holy guidance bless. 

And hymn thee, Godwin! with an ardent lay; 
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For that thy voice, in P.issioii’i? stormy clay 
\\ lien wihl I r<Mm '4 the bleak Heath of Distress, 

Hacie the bright form nf In>tice meet mv wav— 

And told me that her n.ime was Happiness.” 

Soryozes <>} H ('f/rr. a sentimental novel <»f (ioethe’''. the weirk by 
winch he was mo>t .generally kn(»wii in bnis;li>!i readers in Hazlitt’s 
d.i\'. 

liiiKih'd z\.itli luif’i'ltiis. C'f. I’ope’s 1 >nneia»l.'’ !. jj : "Or laugh 
and j'hake in R.d>’lais easv eliair.” 

ZK'itli raf'turc of luif'hiicl. COleridge had visited Italy in 
iSob on his return from a stay in Malta, and liad devoted his time 
there to .a study of Italian art. See p JoS n. 

(iiollo (d. (/liirltiiiiioio. whose real name was Dcnncnico 

Higardi ( 1.440-i-P)4), am! Mtissun io (140J i-ijo) were early b'lorcn- 
tine painters. 

zciniilcfcd info (icniuniy I'oleri<lge‘s visit to (iermany and his 
mlriaiuetion to the leathng (ierinan philosophers dates back to 

iroS-o<) 

kanlciiii f'hi/o.<(>f'hy. Immanuel Kant (1744-1S04') was the leader 
of modtrn ])lidnMij)hy. " The writings of the illustrious sage of 
Konigsberg, the Iniinder id’ the C'rilie.d Phil('S(>phy. more than 
any oilier work, at nnee invigorated and diseijdined my under¬ 
standing. 1 he originality, the deptli. and the compression of the 
thouglit''; the nn\i'll> and subtlety, yet solidity and importance 
of the dolinctioii''; the ad.imanline chain id’ the logic: and I will 
venture to .nld — I par;ido\ as it w ill appear to those who have 
taken their notion of Imm.imiel k.uit from Reviewers and French¬ 
men)— tlie clearness and evidence, ('f the t ritiipie of Pure Reason: 
and Crilitpie of tlu judgment: of the Metaphysical Plemenrs 
of Natural Philosophv ; .md t*f his Religion within the bounds 
of Pure Re.ison. took po-'''essi(Mi of me as with a giant’s hand. 
After fifteen years faniili.irity witli them, 1 still read these and 
all his other pnuhutions with undiminislied delight and increasing 
admiration.” " Hiographia Fileraria.” chap. IX. 

l ichU'. j. (lottlieb (lybg-1814 ). "l ichte's ll'isscnsi haftslchrc, 
or l.c>re of I !tim;ite Science, was to add the key stone ol the arch" 
of K.lilt’s system. Ibid. 

Friedrich Wilhelm Joseph (. 1775-iSjo'). "In Schelling’s 
A(t/f(J'-/ liilosof'htc. and the .\ystt'w tics I ruiiSi'cuiit'i}tolt'}i Ideatis- 
iftiis, 1 first found a genird cmncidence with much that I had 
toiled out for myself, and a powerful assistance in what I had yet 
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to do. . . . Many of the most striking resemblances, indeed all the 
mam and fundamental ideas, were born and matured in my mind 
before I had ever seen a single page of the German Philosopher- 
and I might indeed affirm with truth, before the most important 
works of Schelling had been written, or at least made public. Nor 
IS this coincidence at all to be wondered at. We had studied in 
the same school: been disciplined by the same preparatory philoso¬ 
phy namely, the writings of Kant; we had both equal obligations 
to the polar logic and dynamic philosophy of Giordano Bruno; and 
bchelhng has lately, and. as of recent acquisition, avowed that same 
affectionate reverence for the labors of Behmen. and other mystics, 
which I had formed at a much earlier period." ll)id. 

Lessuuj, Gotthokl Ephraim (1729-1-81), German dramatist and 
critic. 


for joy. Coleridge had in (789 composed some stanzas 

On the Destruction of the Bastille,” hut these were not published 
till 1834. 


would have floated his bark. Coleridge and Southey with some 
other friends had in lygq formed a plan for an ideal colony, the 
Pantisocracy, on the banks of the Susquehanna. 

In Pht/hannonia’s. Cf. Coleridge’s "Monody on the Death of 
Lhatterton." 140: "O’er peaceful Freedom's undivided dale." 

P. 213. Frailty. Cf. " Hamlet." i. 2. 146: "thy name is woman." 

wrihng parayrakhs. Coleridge was connected with the staff of 
the Courier as a sort of assistant-editor for five months in 1811. 
His contributions during this period appeared as the " Essays on 
His Own Times ” in 1850. 

poet-laureate and stamp-distributor are references respectively 
to Southey and Wordsworth. 


bourne from whence. " Hamlet," iii, i, 79. 

tantalized by useless resources. Compare this with Coleridge’s 
own lines of bitter self-reproach addressed "To a Gentleman": 

" Sense of past youth, and manhood come in vain. 

And genius given, and knowledge won in vain.” 

P. 214. one splendid passage. The lines beginning " Alas f they 
had been friends in youth" (408-426). The same passage had 
been singled out for praise by Hazlitt in his lecture " On the Living 
Poets” and in the review of “ Christabel ” which had appeared in 
the Examiner of June 2. 1816. The authorship of this review has 
been disputed but should on internal evidence, despite its failure 
in appreciation, be ascribed to Hazlitt. See Works, XI, 580-582. 
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Ininslatiou of Schiller's IWillenstcui. made by Coleridge in i“oo- 

Kcmorsc. I Ins tragedy was played at the Drury Lane Theatre 
with considerable popular success in 1S13. It was a recast of a.i 
earl\ play entitled "()sorio," composed in 17(^7. 

iV The I rieml; a literary. m.>ral. and political weekly paper. 

excluding personal and party politics ami the events of the day 

( i^xM.Sio), was reissueil in one volume in iSu. and with addi- 

tK)ns and alterations (ratlicr a rifacimento than a new edition) in 
uSiS. 

llic slutcli ill tlu- Spirit (,f tilt- Akc odiioliKlcs with a con- 
triut Iwtwrcn Colcridpr- ami W illiam (.uilwiii. 


MR. SOf rill-V 

llns s.loctinn f.iniis tlir cmuhiM.m cl a skrtcli of Sotitlicy in 
H ■ l'"il «' llu- .\po It illii>tral,s .vfii more slnkinsjlv titan 
tiH Oiaraeler ot Rnrke.' lla/litfs power of ilissoeiatin^ I,is 
JM'lmnenIs from |„s prejmliees. inasnmeli as there hail been c.x- 
I laiipes of raiieoroiis personalities helweeii the two men. 

I _ Jih. / ,/,•,• t/ie /enre.r. Southey’s ” I’he Holly Tree" 

i/.i.v t'U-l. Ill an e^say m the ” Rlain Speaker" "On the I'rose 
Style of Roets," llaHitt elaborates Ins theory that poe s t 

,.-'"Cerent of 

IT sr-siih of poets: not that ,1 is not sometimes t;oo.l nav ex- 

rellent but " ,s never the belter, ami Kener.illy the worse from 
the habit ol writing verse.” 

/--// I./ case rme,t. "As Von I.ike It." ii, 

. ->0. /I/•i„,v-/r„„.</„/oe. Sonihev wrote the " His- 
tTi of l.ra/il, the " History of the IVninsiilar War" the "Book 

' •TlMeil fro.n the S,,amsh the rominees of " Ama.Iis of GanI" 
I almerin of Kngland. ‘ and ‘'The (id" 

I’ ->.0 or Sha.uh-an. ie, nhimsicil. Ritularie sho.tUl 

U camr.se nmlptoo.1 as a refere.iee to Reter Rimbtr, the'name 
ttmhr MiKh John Woleol or.,S-,Sio) wrote his eoarse and 
tt .nMeal satires. Harlitt mentions hmi at the end of his lectures 
On he ( on.ie W riters : " f be bard m whom the nation and the 
mn de lehled. ,s old and blind, but still merry and wise :-re.nem- 
I'c.tng how he has made the world latish in his time, and not re- 
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penting of the mirth he has given; with an involuntary smile 
lighted up at the mad pranks of his Muse, and the lucky hits of 
his pen.” Shandean is derived from Sterne’s novel, “ Tristram 
Shandy.” 

And fo/loiL’s so. " Henry V,” iv. i, 293. 

his /political inconsistency. This is the subject of Hazlitt’s 
attacks on Southey. See ‘‘Political Essays” (W'orks, III, 109-120, 
192-232). 


ELIA 

The last essay in the “Spirit of the Age" is entitled “Elia and 
Geoffrey Crayon.” An edition published at Paris by Galignani in 
1825 omits the account of Washington Irving, and this text, as it is 
in all respects uncxcci)tionable, has been here adopted for the sake 
of coherence. In a letter to Bernard Barton, Ecl)ruary 10, 1825, 
Lamb refers to Hazlitt’s sketch : “ He has laid too many colours on 
my likeness, but 1 have had so much injustice done me in my own 
name, that I make a rule of accepting as much over-measure to 
‘ Elia ’ as Gentlemen think proper to bestow.” 

P. 221. shufHc off. " Hamlet.” iii, i, 67. 

The se/f-af'f^lauding bird. Cowper’s “Truth.” 58. 

P. 222. XciO-boni gauds and girc to dust. “Troilus and Cres- 
sida,”, iii. 3. 1/6-79. 

do not in broad rumor lie. and the two following quotations are 
free renderings of “ Lycidas,” 78-82. 

Mr. Lamb rather affects. Hazlitt had Lamb in his eye when he 
described the Occult School in the essay “On Criticism” (“Table 
Talk ”) : “ There is another race of critics who might be designated as 
the Occult School—verc adchti- They discern no beauties but what 
are concealed from superficial eyes, and overlook all that are obvi¬ 
ous to the vulgar part of mankind. Their art is the transmutation 
of styles. By happy alchemy of mind they convert dross into gold— 
and gold into tinsel. They sec farther into a millstone than most 
others. If an author is utterly unreadable, they can read him for 
ever: his intricacies arc their delight, his mysteries are their study. 
They prefer Sir Thomas Brown to the Rambler by Dr. Johnson, 
and Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy to all the writers of the 
Georgian Age. They judge of works of genius as misers do of hid 
treasure—it is of no value unless they have it all to themselves. 
They will no more share a book than a mistress with a friend. If 
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they suspected their favourite volumes of delighting any eyes but 
their own. they would immediately discard them from the list 
Theirs are superannuated beauties that every one else has left off 
intriguing with, hed-ridden hags, a -stud of night-marcs’ This 
IS not envy or affectation, but a natural proneness to singu- 
Iarit>, a love of what is odd and out of the way. Thev must come 
at their plea>ures uith difficulty, and support admiration bv an un¬ 
easy sense of ridicule and opposition. Thev despise those'qiialities 
in a w..rk which are che.p and obvious. They like a monopoly 
of taste, and are shocked at the prostitution of intellect implied 
in popular |)rodiictions. In like manner, they would cluise a friend 
or recommend <i mistress for gross defects; and tolerate the sweet¬ 
ness of an actress's \oice only for the ugliness of her face. Pure 
pleasure-, are m their judgment chning and insipid— 

■ An ounce of sour is worth a pound of sweet!’ 

NotliMiK K'HS ,lnu„ UMII tlKin l.m wl,,,t is to tiu- miiltitmlc. 

Ihey are eaters of olives and rea<Iers of black letter. Vet thev 

smack of genius, and would be worth am monev. were it onlv for 
the rarity of the thing!" 

P. -JX/hi, ■■ K.says of Plia," •' T|,e S,-nil,-Sea House 

(he clnnu's nt mniiwuiu. _• flctiry l\’." iii. jjS 

J’. gjq. iheese ami f'lf'f'tns. Ibid., v. \ 

1 emple. m " l-.ssa) s of l-lia." 

ton,.-,. llaHu, lotnsolf. It is k„o«n to cvervlnHlv that 
tile fnen.lsh,,, of l a.nh lor lla.-lill sniTernI certain .strains, .atni 
varn.ns a.te,n,,ts I,are luen nKnle to rtness at the provocations. 
Mmnal rcennnnat.ons rcear.l to htcrarv horrouines have been 
l""h;hl to H- rcsponsil.h- for more than one hreaeh. So Mr 
lertram l.oWI, Ins "SHlchehts on l.:„nh." i„„,i„„ 

>■" -i.'Merv ,s .soKcl n, a letter of llarhtfs to the editor of 

tlie l.omlon Maea/tne t ,\,,r,l ,s.-o) eharnnp; l.amh with .ap- 

propnaime |,„ n,, hninre’ Von 

nTter'' "'ll"'' 

■ "I I anluip.ile all inv diseoeeries if I don’t mind ” The 
simdariiv <'f idea hetween I la, hit’s ' Past and l-’ninre ” and I.amh’s 

■ >" ^^.lrs l-re, and the appearance in l.amh’s essav of the 
pl.rase ronnn masters” tnakes ,t clear eno.nMi what MaHitl i.s 

1 errnin to In,, ,ha, either man should have taken the matter 
'.rv .senonslv is hard ,0 heheve. I, ,s easier ,0 look upon HaHitt’s 
express,on as hanter of the same kind that l.amh allowed himself 
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in connection with the essa\- on “ Guy Faux ” alluded to in the 
present sketch. This subject had been proposed by Lamb, as we 
are informed in "Of Persons One W'ould Wish to Have Seen/' 
and had been written up by Hazlitt in the Examiner in 1821 (Works, 
XI, 317-334L Two years later Lamb contributed a paper on 
the same subject to the London Magazine, founded partly on an 
essay in the Retlector tiSii), entitled "On the Probable Effects 
of the Gunpowder Treason.” The essay in the London Magazine 
(Lamb’s W'orks, ed. Lucas, 1 . 236 ff.) opens with a facetious thrust 
at Hazlitt: " A very ingenious and subtle writer, whom there is 
good reason for suspecting to be an ex-Jesuit, not unknown at 
Douay some five-and-twenty years since (he will not obtrude him¬ 
self at M—th again in a hurry), about a twelvemonth back, set 
himself to prove the character of the Powder Plot conspirators 
to have been that of heroic self-devotedness and true Christian 
martyrdom. Under the mask of Protestant candour, he actually 
gained admission for his treatise into a London weekly paper, 
not particularly distinguished for its zeal towards either religion. 
But, admitting Catholic principles, his arguments arc shrewd and 
incontrovertible. [Then follows a quotation from Hazlitt setting 
forth the Catholic standpoint.] It is impossible, upon Catholic prin¬ 
ciples, not to admit the force of this reasoning: we can only not 
help smiling (with the writer) at the simplicity of the gulled 
editor, swallow'ing the dregs of Loyola for the very quintessence 
of sublimated reason in England at the commencement of the nine¬ 
teenth century. We will just, as a contrast, show what we Protes¬ 
tants (who are a party concerned) thought upon the same subject, 
at a period rather nearer to the heroic project in question.” This 
is the kind of resentment we would expect Lamb to show at the 
appropriation of his ideas. That there were not wanting grounds 
for real grievance against Hazlitt may be gathered from a letter to 
Wordsworth, September 23, 1816 (Lamb’s Works, ed. Lucas, VI, 
491) : "There was a cut at me a few months back by the same 
hand. ... It was a pretty compendium of observation, which 
the author has collected in my disparagement, from some hundred 
of social evenings which we had spent together,—however in spite 

of all, there is something tough in my attachment to H- which 

these violent strainings cannot quite dislocate or sever asunder. I get 
no conversation in London that is absolutely worth attending to but 
his.” To one of his quarrels with Lamb Hazlitt owes the finest 
compliment he ever received, and happily it marks the termination 
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of all (liffcri'rues l>ct\\ci‘ii them it occurs in the well-known 

latti r ol I'.lia to Ixohcrt Sonthe_\ '* which Lamh piihlished in the 
l.«in<I<.n Maea/inc when Southey reproached him with his friend- 
shi]i fnr lla/lnt (Wnrks. I. : • 1 stood well with him for 

filUtii years (the proudest of my life), .ind have ever spoke my 
full mind of him to some, to whom hi' panes’yric must naturally 
he least tasteful 1 never in thought swerved from him. I never he- 
tiaw'd him. I ne\er slackened in m> admiration for him. I was the 
same h> him < neither better nor worse) though he eould not see it. as 
in the da\s when he th-meht tit to trust me. .\t this instant, he may 
he preparing fi.r me s«mie compliment, above my deserts, as he has 
spnnkleil man> such am«»nii his a<lniirable books, for which I 
lest his debtnr; or. tor .my ihini^ 1 know, or cm ^uess ti> the con- 
li.iiy. Ill- may bi- about to ri-.nl a lecture on mv weaknesses. He 
Is welcme to them (as he was to my humble hearth), if they can 
<h\erl a spleen, or ventilate a lit of sulletiness. I wish lie would 
not (piaiiel with the world at the r.ite he docs; hut the reconcilia¬ 
tion must be etteetid by himself, mil 1 despair of liviny to see that 
l’’'b l'"’>t ^tiii’-; against much that he has written, and some 
things he i houses (,) ,|o; iiideme him In his conversation which 1 
cnjoved so loin.^. ,ind itlishcd sn dccplv ; or hv his hooks, in tliosc 
{daces wlieii iii ► cb'iidini: passion intervenes—1 should hclio my 
own cmseieme. if I s.ml less. I think W . H. to he, in his 

natiiial and healthy state, one of tlie wisest and rmest spirits 

iireathiim So f.o- liom lumy ashamed of that intimaev. which 
was hetvvist iis. \\ m\ boast that 1 was able tor siv mmy years 

to have preserved it eiittre; and 1 tlimk I shall yo to my yrave 

without lindiny. or ecpectiny to Imd. such another comi>an- 

ion ' 

/*/o/,o/b .Inol.'tny of Mrhnuhofy w.is published in ihji. Its 

M'l.tint prose was often imitated hy l.anio and had a direct ctTect 
on his style. 

Sir //i,.»(,/.( M(H15 pl,v :uul ossavist, author 

ot ■■ U. lii;,.. l'-^oii,lo,l„N,a I'pulanica" 11(146). 

^'iid M V driota|diia or I'rn Ibiri d ’ (i(i'S) 

lullrr's irorilars Ihc ’ iiistorv of the Worthies of Knyland’* 

( is the best known work of I'hoinas I'liller ( Kx'iS-iWvi), an 

l-.nylish divine and writer on ehurcii history. 

d.U's no! inoh,' him i/c.v/'i.vc /k*/','. See p, U'-' 

Ihirnrll. Thomas (KOMnr). In the sixth lecture on the 
"iMiyhsh Toets- ila/lilt savs: ■‘Parnell, though a good-natured. 
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easy man, and a friend to poets and the Muses, was himself little 
more than an occasional versiher." 

Gay, John (1685-1732), is best known by his “Beggar’s Opera” 
(1728) and “Fables” (1727 and 1738). Hazlitt writes of Gay in 
the sixth lecture on the “ English Poets” and has a paper on “The 
Beggar’s Opera ” in the “ Round Table.” 

His taste in French and German. Cf. “ On Old English Writers 
and Speakers ” in the “ Plain Speaker ”; “ Mr. Lamb has lately taken 
it into his head to read St. Evremont, and works of that stamp. 
1 neither praise nor blame him for it. He observed, that St. Ev¬ 
remont was a writer half-way between Montaigne and Voltaire, 
with a spice of the wit of the one and the sense of the other. I 
said I was always of the opinion that there had been a great many 
clever people in the world, both in France and England, but 1 had 
been sometimes rebuked for it. Lamb took this as a slight re¬ 
proach; for he had been a little exclusive and national in his 
tastes.” 

P. 225. His admiration of Hogarth. See note to p. 158. 

Leonardo da l''inci (1452-1519), Italian painter, sculptor, architect. 

fine Titian head. Hazlitt painted a portrait of Lamb in the cos¬ 
tume of a Venetian senator. This portrait now hangs in the Na¬ 
tional Gallery. 

P. 226. to have coined. Cf. “Julius Caesar,” iv, 3, 72: “1 had 
rather coin my heart. And drop my blood for drachmas.” 

Mr. IFaithtnan, Robert (1764-1833), was Lord Mayor in 1823. 

Rosamond Gray, a tale, was published in 1798 and “John Wood- 
vill,” a tragedy, in 1802. The lines in the footnote are from the 
second act of “John Woodvill.” 


SIR WALTER SCOTT 

This selection forms the latter half of the sketch of Scott in 
the “ Spirit of the Age.” The following dialogue between Northcote 
and Hazlitt, “ Conversations of Northcote.” XVI. represents Haz- 
litt’s feelings for Scott: “ N. ‘ You don’t know him, do you? He’d 
be a pattern to you. Oh ! he has a veo' fine manner. You would 
learn to rub off some of your asperities. But you admire him. I be¬ 
lieve.’ H. ‘Yes; on this side of idolatry and Toryism.’ N. ‘That is 
your prejudice.’ H. ‘ Nay. it rather shows my liberality, if I am a 
devoted enthusiast notwithstanding. There are two things I admire 
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■n Sn W.ilu r, Ins opac.ly aii.l liis siini.licity ; which indeed I am ant 
1" tliinic .in- tiuuli flic ■' 

IV -•-7 nnne hrr/y. ( i. .7 iv. 5. j.t; : “it’s ^pritclv. 

ualviMi^'. aiidiijlc, aiul lull c)t vetu.” 

(heir luihils. " llainlft." iii, 4. 

IV Inn on of nnidwardnio and the others mentioned in tliis 
senteiu'e appear in " W'averley.” 

I’nui I c>onc.U' ( r5_>M-i5.S.S). pointer of the \'enetian school 

/m ymo .7 / 7 o/cy and the others in tins sentence appear in 
hi Alcii talil.\. I he ipuitation is 1 lann chapter ^S. 

•l/.-V . 1 /cm/cc.v tn Donutuc Somtson. in -(inv Mannerinj-" 

IV 22<i he. hood lo the east. Ct. -(iny MannennK." diap. is: 

na ! not tliat way. the feet tn the east ” 

Ko}) k'oy In /)/,■ I'enion, in "kid) Uoy." 

Ilf,,/.- ( i. -Maeheth.- v, 38: •• thick-eomins fancies." 

I■ar| oj (,lenallan. ni - Fhe Aniiiinary.” 

/>/.!./■ Dieaif to (noee .hnistrona. in the " klack Dwarf” 

( hi/d.en of the Mrst. in - I.eKcnd of Montrose" 

-/niy (knhsart) and / in “ Kenilworth.” 

(>e»>oe of nonolas. in ■ i'iie Ahhot.” 

I’. n. II,.- /in.-sl s, -(inv .Mannerine." chap, ^ 

‘ -Ml ./ . - Hamlet." in. i. o-, 

hy III.- nil,.nil. ;„,„n y, .\, ,h,'s point Ha.ditt re- 

■' ... iMstor.cal .p.otations m ■' Ivan- 

llii,!.-. „’ul ,I ,See ■■ K.,nli,>e." eh.ip. A.l 
I' ,<ill.< h.i.l.ni.i. 1 Ilenr> l\'." ii, ,(15. 

-ll<i..lil,nii, l..l,u London ( 1 r.iO iS^t)). 

^ .or'Xi'm" ” " "as " Tis Sixty 

• if the Tv i* "I"'i*'i> A'’'’'''''' ri'slish forerunner 

,nto hnT:;;'' ...... 

... -.-. 

refnsd^tfViHv' l'* ’•■''*•^ ''''14 7 an h.neloh patriot who hv his 

Ut.nles II. „a. trted tor treason hy lelYreys. the hatpins judge, and 
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condemned to execution without proof. Sidney is the author of 
“Discourses Concerning Government” in wliich he vindicates the 
right of resistance to the niisrtilc of kings. 

. Somers, John {1651-1716). took an important part in l)ringing 
about the bloodless Revolution which drove James 11 from England 
in 1688. 

P. 233. Red Reiver, in '* The Plack Dwarf." 

Claverhouse, in “ Old Mortality." 

Tristan the Hermit and Petit Andre, in "Quentin Durward." 

but himself. Though Scott composed many of his own mottoes, 
he never quoted his own previous verse but pretended to be using 
an Old Play or an Old Poem. 

P. 234. born for the universe. Goldsmith’s " Retaliation," 31. 

winked and shut. Marston's " Antonio’s Revenge." Prologue. 

P. 235. liAio xoou/d not (jrievc. Ct. Pope's "Prologue to the 
Satires,” 213; 

“Who but must laugh, if such a man there be? 

Who would not weep if Atticus were he?” 


LORD BYRON 

From the “Spirit of the Age." Discussions of Byron's poetry 
. are also to be found in the review of "Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage ” 
(Works, XI, 420-426) and in " Pope. Lord Byron and Mr. Bowles" 
(XI, 486-508). 

P. 236. As if a man. “ Coriolanus,” v, 3, 36. 

cloud-caft. “Tempest," iv. i, 152. 

P. 237. prouder than. Cf. Shakespeare’s “Troilus and Cressida,” 
i. 3 . 380: “ His crest that prouder than blue Iris bends." 

silly sooth. "Twelfth Night,” ii. 4, 47. 

P. 239. denotes a foregone conclusion. " Othello." iii, 3, 428. 

P. 240. in cell 7 nonastic. Cf. “As You Like It," iii, 2, 441: “To 
live in a nook merely monastic.” 

P. 241. thoughts that breathe. Gray’s “Progress of Poesy." no. 

P. 242. Lord Byron does not exhibit a new view of nature. In 
the paper on “Pope, Lord Byron and Mr. Bowles." Hazlitt’s tone 
is more generous: “His Lordship likes the poetry, the imaginative 
part of art, and so do we. . . . He likes the sombre part of it, 
the thoughtful, the decayed, the ideal, the spectral shadow of hu¬ 
man greatness, the departed spirit of human power. He sympathizes 
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not uitli art as a •li>j)lay f»f as the triunii)!) ('f vanity or 

litxiirv. as it is idiiiu’eted with the idh>t. snperhcial. petty self- 
I (iniplaeem y of the iiulixi'lual and the moment ttliese are to liim 
not ■ hiM'ioiis as locusts, imt l)it(er as colo(|uintida *) ; l)ut he syin- 
patln/es with the trnnnplis of rime and I'ate over the proudest 
works of man- with the crumldinK nioiuiments of human j^Iorv— 
with tile dun vestiyis and countless j^eiuratious t»f men—willi tliat 
whiih claims alh uici with llie ^rave, or knulred with the elements 
id' nature." Works, XI. .}■;(). 

f'luiy /;/(•//.\ ( o//(n/(’.s. “Mi rch.int of Wnice," i. J. 14. 

fCdsoiis lii'/h. ■■ I’ar.idisi- I.o^^.■■ 11. 

IV -‘14 / i/l i'onlcnif'liihon. I>\er's "(iroimar Mill." j6. 

lliis htinh'. ■’ Macl'tth.” i. 7. (>, 

IV _’} 4 I III' l.if'ihil : \ ci'sc and l'rt*se from the South, a diiar- 
terl\ puhlislud in Italy hy laiyh Hunt .ind loron, to 

which lla/htt aNo *,'outrihuti.d. In the sicond oi it> four nnmhcrs 
apiuaied I’.yion s " llcavon and kVirth : .\ Myslerv." 

(hr tlihii/i', in ‘llcawn and l•arth.’’ 

Ins itrcrsiini. Sec " Mon Juan." Ill, stan/a r)^; 

A drowsy frow/\ poem, callcil the I''\cnrsion, 
rit in a manner winch is m\ aversion." 

I'oi II III (f i/tii ii'f. In the " I'.ii'.^li'-h Ikird-. and Scotch Isevicwcrs," 
hvi'nii. speakiiiL; of jellrev, refers to “the si.xteenth storv. where 
himself was I'orn." 

I.i lli'i 1,1 III,' l.,hf,'r. 1 he l.etlcr to W illiam Koherts, editor of 

the r.ritish Ucvitw, appeared in the (irsl numher of tlie Uihcral. 

loinis, a restanranl m Ihmd Street. 

I . - i.s. till' i oiih oi'i'isy (il'i>ut See note to p. *iiS. 

X( in I'arquhar s Heanx’ Stratagem." 

y Itih’itihlc. " Much Aiio Ahont Xollnir^," iii, .4. 37, 

IV j.|0. ,1 iluiiiccil lihcKinc. " Henry i. i. 4S. 

IV _'47, {'rouil scits. " 1 wo Noble Kinsmen." ii. J. 

Pid Ihi' hitlt'i- ci'cr it, hhKi'li'dn,' the of'li,/,}lioii Scott wrote 
to llyroii s imblislier, John Murray, Mecember 17. iSji : "1 accept 
with Icelinrts of ^reat obligation, the tlattcrin^ proposal of Lord 
Kvron to pretix my name to the very ^rand and tremendous 
iliaina of Cain, I ina\ l>e partial to it, and you will allow 1 have 
cause: but 1 do not think that his Muse lias ever taken so loftv a 
Ibeht amid her former so;irines." 

/ itrtlu'sl ti'i'tn tlu'm. " Maradisc l.ost,” 1. J47. 

IV J4S. llti' first / i»/ Jiiilniu'iil . tlte one comnosed bv 
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Southey on the occasion of the death of George III, celebrating 

that monarch s entry into heaven and provoking a spirited travesty 
from Byron. 

None blit itself. This line is quoted by Burke in the “ Letters 
on a Regicide Peace,” from a play written or adapted by Lewis 
Theobald, “The Double Falsehood” (1727). Waller-Glover. 
the tenth transmitter. Richard Savage’s “The Bastard.” 

P. 250. Nothiny can cover. Beaumont and Fletcher’s “ The False 
One,” ii, i. 


ON POETRY IN GENERAL 

This is the first of the “ Lectures on the English Poets ” 

P. 251. spreads its s^oeet leaves. “Romeo and Juliet,” i, i, 158. 

P. 252. the stuff. “Tempest,” iv, i, 156. 

mere oblivion. “As You Like It,” ii, 7, 166. 

mans life. “ King Lear," ii, q, 270. 

P. 253. There is warrant. “ Richard III," i, 4. 112. 

such seething brains. “ Midsummer Night’s Dream.” v, i, 4. 

Angelica and Medoro. Characters in "Orlando Furioso.”' 

P. 254. which ecstacy is very cunning in. “ Hamlet,” iii, 4. 138. 

Poetry, according to Lord Bacon. Cf. Bacon's "Advancement 
of Learning, Book II; “Because true Historic representeth Actions 
and Euents more ordinarie and lesse interchanged, therefore Poesie 
endueth them with more Rarenesse and more vnexpected and 
alternatiue Variations: So as it appeareth that Poesie serueth and 
conferreth to Magnanimitie, Moralitie. and to delectation. And 
therefore it was euer thought to haue some participation of 
diuinesse, because it doth raise and erect the Minde, by sub¬ 
mitting the shewes of things to the desires of the Mind, whereas 

reason doth buckle and bowe the Mind unto the Nature of 
things.” 

P- 25s. Our eyes are made the fools. “ Macbeth,” ii i 44 

That if it would. “ Midsummer Night’s Dream.”’v i 19 

The dame o’ th’ taper. “ Cymbeline.” ii, 2. 19.’ 

P. 256. for they are old. Cf. “Lear.” ii, 4, 194. 

Nothing but his unkind daughters. Cf. “King Lear” iii a 72- 
“ Nothing could have subdued nature 
To such a lowness but his unkind daughters.” 

P. 257. The little dogs. Ibid., iii, 6, 65. 
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I am. Ibitl., iv. 7, 70. 

O now, for ever. *' Otlu-llo." iii, 3. 347. 

Never, la<jo. iii. 3, 453. 

258. lint there. Ihid., iv, 2, 57, 

'/o he (lisenrded theneef Tlic first edition at tliis point adds: 
i his is like that (me stroke of pathos in ‘ Paradise Lost,' where 
Milton makes Adam say to lAe, 

Should (jod create another h've, and i 
Another rih alTord, \et lo^s of thee 
Would never from mv lieart ! * ” 

Imhassioneil ptu'try is an einanalion of the moral and intelleetnal 
{■an of onr nature. Cf. - On People ,.f Sense" in " Plain Speaker”: 
■■ Poetry acts hy syinjiathy witli iKitnre, tliat is. with the natural 
imimises, customs, and imaKinalions of men. and is. on that account, 
.dvvays popular. delifj;ht ful, and at tlie same time instructi\ e. It is 
nature morali/in^ ami ideaiizintf for us; inasmuch as, liv showing 
ns things as they ,are. it implicitly teaches us what they ought to he; 
and the grosser feelings, hy p.issing through the strainers of this 
imaginary, wnle extended experience, accpiire an involuntary tend¬ 
ency to higher ohjects. Sliakspeare was. in this sense, not only 
one of the greatest poets, hut (.nu* of the greatest moralists that 

we have. I hose who read him are the happier, better, and wiser 
for it." 

M^oore. 1 -Mward (1712-1757). author of "The Gamester" (i753>. 
iV 250. ./.V Mr. Hurke observes, in "A Philosoidiical inquiry into 
the Origin of Onr Ideas of the Sublime and Heautiful." Part 1 . 
Section 15; "( hoose a ilay on which to represent the most sublime 
and aftecting tragedy we have; appoint the most favourite actors: 
s|>are no cost upon the scenes and decorations; unite tlie greatest 
eltoi-ts of ptvtry. painting, and music; and when you have collected 
your audience, just at tlie moment when their minds are erect with 
expectation, let it he reported tliat a state criminal of high rank¬ 
le on the point of being executed in the ailjoining square; in a 
moment the emiUmess of the theatre would demonstrate the com¬ 
parative weakness of tlie imitative arts, and proclaim the triumph 
ot the real sympathy." 

Masterless {>assion. Gf. "Merchant of \’enicc." iv. 1. 51; "For 
alfection. Mistress of iiassion. sways it to the mood." etc. 

P. 260. satisfaction to the thoiioht. "Othello," iii. 3.97. 

Now iiif/ht descendinif. See p. 128. 

Throw him. Collins's ” Ode to Fear." 


Notes 


407 

Ingratitude. Cf. “King Lear,” i, 4, 281: “More hideous, when 
thou show’st thee in a child.” 

P. 261. both at the first. “Hamlet," iii, 2. 23. 

P. 262. And visio)is. Hazlitt uses this quotation in his paper on 

“ Wordsworth’s Excursion ” in the " Round Table ” witli the change 

of poetic to prophetic. "This couplet occurs in a letter from Gray 

to Walpole ( Letters, ed. Tovey I, 7-8). The lines are apparently 

a translation by Gray of Virgil, ‘ .^:neid/ VI, 282-84.” Waller- 
Glover, XII, 504. 

P. 263. Doctor Chahners's Discourses. Thomas Chalmers (1780- 
1847), a celebrated divine and preacher of Scotland, published in 
1817 “A Series of Discourses on the Christian Revelation, Viewed 
in Connection with Modern Astronomy." 

bandit fierce. Milton’s " Conuis,” 426. 

our fell of hair. “Macbeth.” v. 5, ii. 

Macbeth . . . for the sake of the music. Some copies of the first 
edition misprint Machcath, the name of the leading character in 
Gays Beggars Opera. In writing “On Commonplace Critics,” 
in the “ Round Table," Hazlitt represents the commonplace critic as 
questioning whether any one of Shakespeare’s plays, “if brought 
out now for the first time, would succeed. He thinks that ‘Mac¬ 
beth ’ would be the most likely, from the music which has been 
introduced into it.” The reference is to the music written for 
D Ayenants version of the play, produced in 1672. According to 
Waller-Glover (I, 436). "this music, traditionally assigned to 
Matthew Locke, is now attributed to Purcell”; but Furness, in the 
Variorum edition of “ Macbeth,” accepts the conclusion of Chap¬ 
pell in Grove’s “Dictionary of Music,” “that Purcell could not 
have been the composer of a work which appeared when he was 
in his fourteenth year.” especially as “ the only reason that can be 
assigned why modern musicians should have doubted Locke’s au- 

thorship is that a manuscript of it exists in the handwriting of 
Henry Purcell.” 

P. 264. Between the acting. “Julius Caesar,” ii. i, 63. 

. 265. Thoughts that voluntary move. "Paradise Lost.” III. 37. 
Jhe words of Mercury. Cf. “Love’s Labour’s Lost,” v. 2. 940: 

he words of Mercury are harsh after the songs of Apollo.” 

So from the ground. “Faerie Queene.” I. vi, 13. 

2m. the secret [hidden] soul. Milton’s “ L’Allegro.” 

R- 267. the golden cadences. “Love’s Labour’s Lost.” iv. 2, 126. 

atltng With supreme dominion. Gray’s “ Progress of Poesy.” 
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somii/int/ a/:K\tys. See p. J07 n 

.Mw 7 '/ ( t. ■■()n the l’r(.>e Style of Vovls” in the “Plain 

S|ieaker “What is a little extraordinary, there is a want of 
thytinnus and ea<lenee in what they write without tlie help of 
nietneal rules, lake persons who have keen aecu^tonied to sin^ to 
iuii'>K, thi'\ <ire at a loss 111 the ahserua’ »*f the hahitual aceonipani- 
nuiit and ^uide t(. their jud-ment. 'I'heir style halls. t*-tters, is 
loose, disjotiitid. and without expressive pauses or rajiid tnove- 
luenls. 1 he nuasuri'd ea<lenee and regular simi-soni/ (if rhyme or 
Id.ink verse have destioved. as it were, their natural ear for the 
mere t liaraeleriNtie harmony whieh ouLjht to sidisisi hetween the 
souml and till- seii'e. I should almost etHs. the ,\uihor of W’aver- 
lt> to he a writer of amldim; verges from the desultiiry vaeillation 
and want of firmiuss in the niareh of his style. 'I'here i.s neither 
tnoniriiliiiit nor elastu ity m i| ; I mean as to the ,«< m r. or effect upon 
the e.ir lU- has inijproved since in his other works: It) he sure, lie 
h.is had practitf eiiouei). I'otls either i,,;et intt) this incoherent, 
uiidetei milled, slnillhne si vle. in.nle up ol ' unple.isim^ llats ami 
sharps.* of unact ountahle starts atid pauses, of tlouhtfui odds and 
ends, Ihrled ahoul like straws m a ctust ,.f wlml: or. to avoid it and 
deadv themseivts. mount into .1 sustained and measured pr.)se (like 
the tiaii'lation ol < Issi.m s Poems, or some parts of Shafteshurv's 
( haraett ristics 1 w hu h is more odious still. ,md as had as hein^ 
<it sea m ,1 lalm Ma/litts v u vv s on this ipiestion are peculiar, 
thoiieh his examples .ue well chosen The more common tipinion 
IS that voiced hy I olerid-e in his remarks “On Style"; "it is. in- 
de<.i. worthy ,.f remark that all our -feat poets have iieen good 
prose writers, as ( hancer, Speiistr. .Milton; and this proh:d.ly arose 
(roin their just snisrof metre l or a true poet will never eonfoimd 
verse and prose; where.is it is .dmost characterislie of indilTcrent 
ptose writeis that tlu \ shoid)! he Constantly slijvping into scraps of 
metre." Works. 1 \'. ,viJ 

IV .Iiliiison’s ( iintMi.ni 11:03). written in honor of Marl- 

Itorough’s vietory .it Pdenheim. w:is descrihed as ’‘that g:izettc in 

rhyme" hy Joseph Wat Ion tirjjiSu.) in liis " Essav on the 
W ritin.gs and (ieiiins of Pope." i. j<). 

( hniurr. Cf. A W. Poll,id’s "( hancer." p, 33; "To Poccaccio’s 
Itscidc and I'ilostialo. he was imlehtid for something more 
than the groundwork of two t)l his most important poems; and he 
was also ac.piainled with three of his works in Latin prose. If. 
as is somewhat hardily maintained, he also knew the /Lvumcrp/ir. 
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and took from it, in however improved a fashion, the idea of his 
Canterbury Pilgrimage and the plots of any or all of the four 
tales (besides that of Grisilde) to which resemblances have l)een 
traced in his own work, his obligations to Boccaccio become im¬ 
mense. \ et he never mentions his name, and it has l)cen con¬ 
tended that he was liimself unaware of the authorship of the poems 
and treatises to which he was so greatly indebted." 

Drydcn. flis translations from Boccaccio arc “ Sigismonda and 
Guiscardo,” “Theodore and llonoria," “ Cymon and Iphigenia." 

P. 2(yg. married to immortal trrsc. “ L’Allegro." 

John Bunyan (1628-1688), author of “Pilgrim's Progress" (1678). 

Daniel Defoe (c. 1659-1731), journalist and novelist. His mas¬ 
terpiece, "Robinson Crusoe," appeared in 1719. 

dieted in deies. Cf. T. I Icy wood's “ Ben Jonson, though his 
learned pen Was dipt in Castaly, is still l)ut Ben." 

Philoctetes. The story of the Greek hero who, on the voyage to the 
siege of Troy, was abandoned on an uninhabited island, is the sub¬ 
ject of a play by Sophocles. 

els I zvalkcd about. “ Robinson Crusoe," Part I, p. 125 (ed. G. A. 
Aitken). 

P. 270. give an echo. “Twelfth Night," ii, 4. 21. 

P. 271. Our hoesy. “ X^^^ion of Athens,” i, i, 21. 

P. 272. all plumed. Cf. i “Henry I\’," iv, i. 98: 

“ All plumed like estridges that with the wind 

Baited like eagles having lately bathed; 

Glittering in golden coats, like images; 

As full of spirits as the month of May. 

And gorgeous as tho sun at midsummer; 

Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls." 

If zve Hy. Psalms, cxxxix, 9. 

P. 275. Pope Anastatius. “ Inferno,” xi, 8. 

Count Ugolino. Ibid., xxxiii. 


Ossian. James Maepherson (1736-1796) published between 1760 
and 1765 what he alleged to be a translation of the ancient Gaelic 
hero-bard. Oisin or Ossian. Tlie poems fed the romantic appetite 
of the generation and were translated into practically every Euro¬ 
pean language. In Germany especially the influence of “ Ossian " 


wrought powerfully through the enthusiasm it aroused in the young 
Goethe and in Schiller. In England, the poems, immediately upon 
their appearance, gave rise to a long controversy as to their au¬ 
thenticity, Dr. Johnson being among the first to attack the belief 
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in their antiquity. The truth seems to be that, though there really 
is a legendary hero answering to Ossian. no such poems as Maepher- 
son attrihntcd to him were ever transmitted. The whole work is to 
all intents tlic original creation of Maepherson himself. The sup¬ 
posed (iaelic originals, which wore published i»y the Highland So- 
ciet\ of I,nnd(ni in 1807. Imve been proved by philologists to be 
spurton^. to be nothing in fact but translations into bad Gaelic from 
Maepherson s good I',nglisb. This conclusion is further supported 
by the mass of borrowings from the Hil)le and tlie classics which 
Itave been found in - Ossian.” See J. C. Smart: ” James Maepher¬ 
son. .\n l-.pisode in Literature” (kx>5). 

I’. J76. /unu'iitatioii of Schna. Lament of L'olma in “Songs of 
Selma. Ossian. ed. W illiam Sharp, p. 410. 

An// on. C f. ibid., p. 417: “ye l>ring no joy on yotir course! 


M^■ I lKS r .\t OILMXT.WGK WITH POLTS 

I I he identification of quotations has licen omitted for this essay 
in order to allow students an opportunity to try it for themselves.] 

I lie third and fourth paragraphs of this essay had appeared in 
a letter of lla/hit’s to the i-xaminer (Works, III. 152). The entire 
essay was first pnl>li^hed in the tliird numi>er of tlie Liberal (see 

note t«> p J44 ). 

IV J77. /I — iti, W eni. 

I. jNi. .l//f»77/f> (if>i7 itiSj) and I r/tisi/uec ( 1590-1 btx:)) are the 
two greatest Spain'.!! painters. 

notlinio - like Tc/ju/ /,,■ has tionc. In the essay “On Depth and 

Suj.erlKtaltly " (“ Plain Speaker”), llazlilt characteri/es Coleridge 
as a great but u.^eIe^^ thinker.” 

IV -*Sg. ./,/,;»! Smith (17-MI7‘K>). founder of the science of 
l">htical ec.monu, anth.-r of "The Wealth of Nations " (1776). 

Innie fohos. In the essay “On iVdantry ” (“Round Table’*) 
lla/litt writes: In the library of tlie family where we were brought 
up, sto.vl the rrotres roloni; and we can never forget or describe 
the feeling with which not only their appearance, but the names 
ot the authors on the outside inspired us. Pripscovius, we remem¬ 
ber. was one of the easiest \o pronounce. The gravitv of the con¬ 
tents seemed in prtq.ortion t.. the weight of the volumes: the im¬ 
portance of the subjects increased with our ignorance of them.” 
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P. 283. n. Hazlitt’s father was tlic autlior of “ Discourses for tlie 
Use of haniilies on the Advantages of a Free Enquiry and on the 
Study of tlie Scriptures” (i;qo) and of "Sermons for the Use of 
Families” in two volumes (1808). 

P. 284. Mary irolsloiiccraft { 175 ^ 9 -^ 797 ), author of the “Vindica¬ 
tion of the Rights of Woman” (1792). 

Mackintosh, Sir James (, 1765-1832), wrote " \'indici;c Gallicre. a 
Defence of the French Revolution and its English Admirers against 
the Accusations of the Right Hon. Edmund BurUe.” Hazlitt writes 
of Mackintosh in the " Spirit of the Age ” as " one of the ablest and 
most accomplished men of the age, both as a writer, a speaker, and 
a converser,” and comparing him with Coleridge, he remarks, "They 
have nearly an equal range of reading and of topics of conversa¬ 
tion; but in the mind of the one we see nothing but fixtures, in 
the other every thing is fluid.” 

Tom Wedgwood (1771-1805) was an associate of some of the 
literary men of his day. 

P. 285. Holcroft, Thomas (1745-1809), actor, dramatist, novelist, 
a member of Godwin’s group of radicals. His chief writings are 
“The Road to Ruin” (1792), "Anna St. Ives" (1792), and 
"Hugh Trevor” ( 1794 - 97 )- Holcroft’s "Memoirs,” written by 
himself, were edited and completed by Hazlitt and published in 
1816 (Works, II). 

P. 286. Hume, David (1711-1776), historian and sceptic philoso¬ 
pher, described by Hazlitt as " one of the subtlest and most meta¬ 
physical of all metaphysicians.” His chief writings are " A Treatise 
on Human Nature, being an Attempt to Introduce the Experimental 
Method of Reasoning into Moral Subjects” (1739-40). "Philo¬ 
sophical Essays” (1748). "Four Dissertations” (1757). 

P. 287. Essay on Vision. Hazlitt calls this " the greatest by far 
of all his works and the most complete example of elaborate 
analytical reasoning and particular induction joined together that 
perhaps ever existed.” (Works, XI. 108). 

Tom Paine (1737-1809), an influential revolutionary writer, au¬ 
thor of “Common Sense” (1776), a pamphlet advocating Ameri¬ 
can independence, “Rights of Man” (1791). a reply to Burke’s 
“ Reflections on the French Revolution,” and “ The Age of Reason ” 
(1795). He also took an active part in both the American and 
French revolutions. 

prefer the unknown to the known. Cf. the first essay " On the 
Conversation of Authors”: “Coleridge withholds his tribute of 
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;ip|)I.Miso frnin every person, in whom any mortal hnt liiniself can 
'lesers the lea^t tilimpse of understamlinK. He would he thon^ht to 
I'*"k farther ini,, a millstone than any hodv else. Me wonUriiavc 
others see witli his exes, and take their opinions from him on 
trust, in spile (*f their senses. The more ohsenre and defective 
the indications of merit, the greater his sagacity and candour in 
hem- the lirst to point them out. Me looks upon what he nick¬ 
names ,/ ui.ni of f,cnins. hnt as the breath of his nostrils, and the 
clay in the potter’s hands. If any such inert, unconscious mass 
under the fostering care of the modern I’rometheus. is kindled into 
life.—herons to see. speak, and move, so as to attract the notice of 
(.ther people.—our jealous palroniser of latent worth in that case 
tl.rows asnie. scorns, ami hates his own handy-work; and deserts 

Ins mtellecuial oHs,,rm,Lr from the moment they can -o alone and 
Sin 11 for I lU'tnst h 

a ,/isn,rr,y „„ //„• il.,/lin's I'.rM |.,.l,|ication, “On 

tlic I ruKiplcs o| IliujMii Actioo.'* 

St .l> ( I lam SiH-ala r ) : “If „h,,t I wri.c- at present is worth 

' ni;. at hast ,t rosi^ mr notlirni;. Mm it cost me a ^reat deal 

taken httle ron, ,t I ' unfold the hook an,I cdu.ne of the hrain' 
•tt.d transcrd.e the char.uters 1 see there as mechanieallv as any 
one t.UKht co|,y ,he letters in a sa,n,der. 1 ,h. not say they came 

I. il 77 ia,“ 7 h 7 o. ■ ' “Hiographia 

/h.i/ olher r,si„„ of .In,l.imc,II. I'.yron's 

S ,r.v, Jnnio. “ The Constitutional .Association or as it 

7 " ‘'•',.7 sup,k7 , '‘-''k-' S't-fct (u.ng,' founded in 

a,,,If,. I f I tttippressms seditious publications 

j;;„,o ... 

I. J()0. ,;/ 'I cii'kcshinv. In the essav “ r.- t 

MiMift , .1 • • , • C.omti a Journev.’ 

II. t^htt refers to tins episode as ocenrring at IVi.lgeeyater ■ “I ^e- 

t'K-m -er sitting up half the night to rea.l Paul anel 7ir.!|nia 
^ iiel. pieked up at an inn in Bridgewater, after being drencheel 
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in the rain all day; and at the same place I got through two 
volumes of Madame D’Arblay’s Camilla." 

Paul and I'irginia (1788), a sentimental novel by Bernardin St. 

Pierre (1737-1814). 

P. 291. Camilla (1796), a novel by Fanny Burney (1752-1840). 

<7 friend of the foet's. " This is a mistake. Wordsworth paid 
£23 a year for .\lfoxden. The agreement is given in Mrs. Henry 
Sandford's ‘Thomas Poole and Ilis Friends,’ I, 225.” Waller- 
Glover. 

P. 292. In the outset of life. Alongside of this paragraph should 
be read the essay "On the Feeling of Immortality in Youth," 
Works, XII. 150. 

P. 294. Cliantrey, Sir Francis (1781-1842). His bust of Words¬ 
worth is now at Cole-Orton. 

Haydon, Benjamin Robert (1786-1846), a celebrated English 
painter who was intimate with many literary men. In the picture 
referred to Haydon also introduced a portrait of Hazlitt. 

Monk Levels. Matthew (iregory Lewis (1775-1818) wrote among 
other things a sensational novel. "The Monk" (1705). which 
gained him his nickname. " The Castle Spectre" was originally 
produced at the Drury Lane Theatre in 1797. 

P.295. Tom Poole (1765-1837), friend and patron of Cole¬ 
ridge. 

P. 296. Sir Walter Scott's, etc. Probably a reference to the 
banquet given to George IV by the Magistrates of Edinburgh and 
attended by Scott, August 24. 1822. 

Blackii’ood, William (1776-1834), the Edinburgh publisher. 

Gasfar Poussin (1613-1675). His real name was Dughet. but he 
changed it out of respect to his brother-in-law, Xicholas Poussin. 

Domenichino or Domenico Zampieri (1581-1641), a painter of 
Bologna. 

P. 297. Death of Abel (1758). an idyllic-pastoral poem by Solomon 
Gessner (1730-1788), a Germ^m poet of the Swiss school who en¬ 
joyed a wide popularity in the eighteenth century. 

P. 298. since the days of Henry II. As Henry IT lived in the 
twelfth century, and as neither Coleridge nor Wordsworth ever 
refer to the language of Henry II as their standard, the statement 
in the text may probably be considered as a blunder of Hazlitt's. 

He spoke with contempt of Gray and with intolerance of Pope. 
Cf. " Biographia Literaria,” ch. 2: “I felt almost as if I had been 
newly couched, when, by Mr. Wordsworth’s conversation, I had 
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fteen inducecl to re-examine with impartial strictness Gray's cele- 
hraterl FJcrv. I had lonR before detected the defects in The 

Flarfi; hut the hdesy I had considered as proof against all fair 

attacks: and to tins d.i\ I can not read either without delight, and a 
portion of enthusi.isin. At all events whatever pleasure I may have 
lost hy the clearer perceptinn of the faults in certain passages, has 
heen more than repai<I to me by the additional delight with which 
I read the remainder." In his “Table Talk," October 23, 1833, 
< oleridge sa_\ s again : I think there is something \ crv majestic in 

(jray's Installation Ode; but as to the liard and the rest of his 

lyrics. I must say I think them frigid and artificial.” Of Pope 
and Ins followers he writes (" Hiographia Literaria," ch. i); “I 
was not Iilind to the merits of this school, yet. as from inexperience 
of the world, and consequent want of sympathy with the general 
subjects of these poems, they gave me little pleasure, I doubtless 
undervalued the kind, and with the presumption of youth withheld 
from its masters the legitimate name of poets. I saw that the 
excellence of this kind consisted in just and acute observations on 
men and manners in an artificial state of society, as its matter and 
substance, and in the logic of wit. conveyed in smooth and strong 
epigrammatic cmiplets, as its form : that even when the subject was 
addressed to the fancy, or the intellect, as in the Rape of the 
Lock, or the l*.>say on Man; nay, when it was a consecutive 
narration, as in that astonishing product of matchless talent and 
ingenuity. Pope’s Translation of the Iliad; still a point was looked 
for at the end of each second line, and the whole was, as it were, a 
sonfrs. or. if I may exchange a logical for a grammatical metaphor, 
a conjunction disjunctive, of epigrams. Meantime, the matter and 
diction seemed to me characterized not so much by poetic thoughts, 
as by thoughts translated into the language of poetrv.*’ 
hi' ihou,,ht litfic of Juuius ns a -orifer. Cf. Coleridge's “Table 
Talk, jiily 3. 1833; “ The st\lc of Junius is a sort of metre, the law 
of which IS a balance iT thesis and antithesis. When he gets out of 
his aphorismic metre into a sentence of five or six lines long, noth¬ 
ing can e.xceed the slo\enIiness the Knglish." 

(iislihe for nr. Johnson. Cf. “Table Talk." Julv 4, 1833: “Dr 
Johnson’s fame now rests principally upon l^oswcll. It is impos¬ 
sible not to 1h' amused with such a hook. But his hoii'-zcozv manner 
must have had a good deal to do with the effect produced. . . 
As to Burke s testimony to Johnson's powers, you must remember 
that Burke was a great courtier; and after all, Burke said and 
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wrote more than once that he thought Johnson greater in talking 
than in writing, and greater in Boswell than in real life.” 

opituon of Burke. Cf. “Table Talk,” April 8, 1833: “Burke was 
indeed a great man. No one ever read history so philosophically as 
he seems to have done. . . . He would have been more influential 
if he had less surpassed his contemporaries, as Fox and Pitt, men of 
much inferior minds, in all respects.” 

He liked Richardson, but not l-'idding. On this subject Coleridge 
evidently changed his mind. Cf. " Table Talk,” July 5, 1834; “ What 
a master of composition Fielding was! Upon my word, I think 
the CEdipus Tyrannus, the Alchemist, and Tom Jones the three 
most perfect plots ever planned. .-\nd how charming, how whole¬ 
some, Fielding always is! To take him up after Richardson 
is like emerging from a sickroom heated by stoves into an open 
lawn on a breezy day in May.” 

Caleb Williams, the chief novel of William Godwin. 

P. 298, n. He had no idea of pictures. See p. 212. 

Buffamalco. Cristofani Buonamico (1262-1351'), also known as 
Buffalmacco. a painter of Florence. 

P. 300. Elhston, Robert William (1774-1813), actor and later man¬ 
ager of the Drury Lane Theatre. 

still continues. See p. 224 and n. 

ON THE CONVERSATION OF AUTHORS 

This is the title of Essays III and IV of the “Plain Speaker.” 
Our selection begins with the last paragraph of the first, which 
forms a fitting introduction to the account of one of Lamb’s cele¬ 
brated Wednesday evenings. Lamb tells us that his sister was accus¬ 
tomed to read this essay with unmixed delight. 

P. 301. When Greek meets Greek. Nathaniel Lee’s “Alexander 
the Great,” iv, 2. 

C -. Coleridge. 

P. 302. small-coal man. Thomas Britton (i654?-i7i4), a dealer 
in small coal, who on the floor of his hut above the coal-shop held 
weekly concerts of vocal and instrumental music, at which the 
greatest performers of the day. even Handel, were to be heard. 

And, in our flowing cups. Cf. “ Henry V." iv, 3, 51 : 

“ then shall our names 
Familiar in his mouth as household words 
Be in their fiowing cups freely remember’d.” 
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P- 303. ihe cartoons. See Hazlitt’s acconnt of Raphael’s cartoons 
in “The Pictures at Hampton Court” (Works. IX. 43). 

Donne. John ( 1573-163* K poet and divine. Hazlitt in the “Lec¬ 
tures on the English Poets" confesses that he knows nothing of 
him save "some hcautiful verses to his wife, dissuading her from 
accompanying him on his travels abroad (see p. 3181. and some 
rpiaint riddles in verse, which the Sphinx could not unravel." V, 

P- 304 Acf/ r -. Eduard Phillips. Lamb speaks of him as 

"that poor card-playing F'hillips. that has felt himself fur so many 
years the outcast of F'ortune.” (Works, ed. Lucas. \ ll. 

Captain -. Rear-.\dniiral j.imes liurney (ir5o-i8.M). brother 

of I-anny nurney the novelist, author of a "Chronological Flis- 
tory of the Voyages and Discoveries in the South Sea or I'acihc 
Ocean" m five volumes (iSo 3 -iSi 7 >. “The captain was himself 
a character, a (me. noble creature—gentle, with a rough exterior, 
as became the associate of Captain Cook in his voyages round 

the world, and the literary historian of all these acts of circumnavi¬ 
gation. ( rabb-Robinson’s [)iar\. 1810. 

Jem IPhite. James W hite ( 1775-(T whom I.amb has left 

us a sketch in the essay “On the FVaise of Chimney-Sweepers"; 

He carried away half the fun of the world when he died." He 

'f supposed with some cooperation from F.amb. the 

Original letters, etc, (»f Sir John l-aLtatT and his FTiends" 

(t 7 <X)). which were described by Lamb as "without exception the 

best mutations I ever saw.” (Works, ed. Fmeas. VI, 2.) A review 

of this hook by I.amb. consisting chielly of specimens, appeared in 

Ihe Examiner in 181,> (Works, ed. laicas. I. igi iT 1 

turnim, lU-c the latter en,l. This phrase occurs in one of the 

extracts m F.amb’s review of l-alstalT’s l.etters inst mentioned 
(p. 

drrr-iS^S), I,u,sic;,l critic :,iul director 
of li.c K.nKs Theatre in the llay.narkct. In the letter of Eli.a 
o Kohert Southey (I.amh’s Works, 1, ...,ol he i.s .spoken of as '•the 
last aiul steadiest left me of that little knot of xvhist-plavers, that 
iisci to assendde weekly, for so many >ears, at the Queen's Gate." 

./r,r. A , Mrs Reynolds, who had been l.amh's school- 
mistress. 

^ 1 /.^/,'. Martin Charles Hnrney, son of .\dmiral Rurney. "Mar- 


.'ft . . 

tin Hnrney is as odd as eyer. ... IK- eame down here, and 
.nsistcd on rea.hng Virgil's ' Eneid ' all through with me (which 
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he did.) because a Counsel must know Latin. Anotlier time he 
read out all the (iospei of St. John, because Biblical quotations 
arc very emphatic in a Court of Justice. A third time, he would 
carve a fowl, which he did very ill-favorcdly, because ‘ we did not 
know how indispensable it was for a Barrister to do all those sort 
of things well. Those little things were of more consequence than 
we supposed.’ So he goes on. harassing about the way to pros¬ 
perity. and losing it. With a long head, but somewhat wrong one- 
harum-scarum. W hy does not his guardian angel look to him? He 
deserves one—: may be. he has tired him out.” Lamb’s W^orks VII 

855- 

Aullior of the Rood to Ruin. Thomas Ilolcroft. 

P. 305- Critique of Pure Reason, by Kant. 

Btographia Literaria. Coleridge’s account of his literary life 
published in 1817. ’ 

Jliose days are over! The event here referred to may be 
Waterloo. Mr. Lucas thinks that Hazlitt's share in Lamb’s gath¬ 
erings "ceased after an unfortunate discussion of Fanny Burney's 
W anderer, which Hazlitt condemned in terms that her brother the 
Admiral, could not forgive.” (Lamb’s Works, I, 482.) It is likely 

‘ statement in Crabb- 

Robmson s Diary to the effect that Hazlitt used to attend Captain 

Burneys whist-parties "till he affronted the Captain by severe 
cntieisms on the works of his sister,” presumably by his article in 
the Edinburgh Review m 1814. Hazlitt commemorates Lamb’s even¬ 
ings in the Pleasure of Hating ” (“ Plain Speaker ”) : " What is be- 
come of • that set of whist players,’ celebrated by Elia in his notable 

"a 1 ‘ that for so many years 

called Admiral Burney friend?’ They are scattered, like last year’s 

sriow. Some of them are dead-or gone to live at a distance-or 
pass one another m the street like strangers; or if they stop to 
speak, do It as coolly and try to cut one another as soon as pos¬ 
sible. Some of us have grown rich—others poor. Some have got 

rsr,*:” sjt' "" >- -i »'■» 

Like angels’ visits. Cf. Blair’s “ The Grave ” s8. • “ T ik. .1, 
of angels, short and far between.” Hazlitt was fo'nd 
out this source for Campbell’s famous 110^“ Uke an^ I ° 
and far between,” and of ins sting thilhe^a’ltLrn's;:;::, 
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ilurily lie is saiil to have incurred Cainpliell's hitter 

Ito^tililv. 

IV .!//-. />n/n c. I raitcis ( 1757-iS ). Shakespearian scholar 
and keeper of the inannscripts in ilu- Itrilish Mnsenni. 

L. //-. Leiyh Hunt. There is a sketch of him in the “Spirit 

of the Aj^e.” 

aUquiUuio sumiumuarnins cn\t. "lie sometimes had to be 
ciiecked. ■ ^ I his is a (piotation from Seneca which Hen Jonson in 
“ nmiter” (cd. Schellmj*. p. ) I,ad applied to Shakespeare. 

T. 307. I he hiiiu iihn-. I.ci;^h Hunt’s most >nccessfnl scries of 
essays, which began their run in iSic>. 

Mr. Xorthcotc. James (1746-1831). the painter of whose talk 

Hazhtt has left an entertaining record in the "Conversations of 

James Xorthcote" (1830). a hook which inspired Cralih-Rohinson 

t.. say. " 1 <lo not believe that lioswell gives st> much good talk in an 
CM|iiaI c|nniuity of his life of JoluiscJii/' 

1 . 308. .Sir Joshua's. Sir Joshu.a Reynolds ( 1743-170J). the 
famous I'.nglish painter. 

I’. 300. llon,c Tookc (i;3r.-i.Sij>, politidaii an<l author of a 
cclchralc'd pliilolopual voluim-, - IIr- Divtr.ions of Purlcy" (i;86, 
if*o5). Ills portrait imhiikal In the “Spirit of the Age": "He 
was without a rival (almost) in private eonversation, an expert 
puhlie speaker, a keen politieiau. a lirst-rate grammarian, ami the 
hnest gentleman (to s.iy the least) of his own party. He had no 
imagmattoii (or he would not have scorned it!)-no delicacy of 
taste, no rooted iirejudices or strong attachments: his intellect Was 
like a how of polished steel, from which he shot sharp-pointed 
poisoned arrows at his friends in private, at his enemies in public" 
hear a s,„nul sa fine. J. S. Knowles's " X'irgiidtis." v, 2. 
r. 3)0. Alienee,I a leameil pio/e.cmr. Of. " Spirit' of’th'e Age " • 
Me used to plagtie l-useli by asking him after the origin of the 

Tu,tonic dialects, .and Dr. I'arr. hy wishing to know the meaning of 
the commun ctipulativc. is." ^ 

Ireind''' /;’'"’ '’'i'''”"' "' ‘of Parliament from 

J reland, orator and wit. 

drrmal'' , ''^'''V"'^''’r''' '''W'’''""’ "'S-*’'«->' ■ a well-known actress, 

group of Wiliam .Odwm, and her hest-known works are "A 
Simple Story and " Nature and Art." 

from noou to tlncy c:v. “ Paradise Lost." I. 7^^ 

Mrs. M -. Mrs. Montagu, wife of 'Basil Montagu. In the 
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“Pleasure of Hating’’ (“ Plain Speaker") there is another allusion 
to Mrs. Montagu “ whose dark raven locks made a picturesque 
background to our discourse." 

H — t’s. Leigh Hunt’s. 

N — 's. Northcotc’s. 

H — yd — n's. Ha^ don’s. 

Doctor 'I roiu'hin. Theodore Tronchin, a physician of Geneva, 
figures in Rousseau’s “Confessions." 

P. 3 I-- l'of*}inij I'liittcr, a character in George Lthercge's 
comedy. “The Man of Mode." 

hor wit is like a rest. " Master Francis Beaumont's Letter to 
Ben Jonson." For kl^'ycrs read goiiicslcrs. 

came down tnlo the country. Charles and Mary Laml) with a 
few of their friends paid a visit to Hazlitt at Winterslow in 1810. 
Like the most capricious poet. "As You Like It." iii, 3, 8. 
zvalked gowned. Lamb’s "Sonnet Written at Cambridge, August 

15. 1819.” 


P. 3 ' 3 . the Person I mean. George Dyer (1755-1841), an amiable 
hack-writer and a friend of Lamb. He figures prominently in two 
of the Essays of Elia. “Oxford in the Vacation" and “Amicus 
Kedivivus. and in many of Lamb’s letters. " To G. D. a poem is 
a poem. His own as good as any bodie’s. and god bless him, any 
bodies as good as his own. for I do not think he has the most 
distant guess of the possibility of one poem being better than 
another. The Gods by denying him the very faculty itself of dis¬ 
crimination have efTectually cut off every seed of envv in his 
bosom. Letter to Wordsworth (Lamb’s Works, ed. Lucas. VI 


OF PERSONS ONE WWLD WISH TO HAVE SEEN 

Wednesdav*^ Preceding essay, is a record of one of Lamb’s 
Momh^ ^ Published in the New 

is repLI ^826. from which the present text 

P- 3I0. Come like shado-ws. “.Macbeth,” iv. i in 
<Ufeoee 

Never so sure. Pope’s “ Moral Essays.” II, 51. 
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-. W illiam Avrton 

V 3t6. in his habit. " flamlet." iii. 4. 1.^3. 

IV 417. .///</ call nf^ Inin. " II IV-ii-icro'^c'*.’’ lo'). 
li'ishcd that inanbind. lirounc's ■' Mcdui," Part 11 . sec¬ 

tion (>. 

I’rolotincs .\/'i>bcn. See Proln.i^ne t'» I nlke CirevilleS trai^edv «>f 
Al.diani. " 

P. 41S. idil cditii’ii. Mr. \\ . (. . Il.j/liil Mt.uue-'t^ tli.it it is the edi¬ 
tion of itio'j of wliieh L.inih owned a copy, *’ M<.tnoir> of lla/litt.'* 

r. J 7 f>. 

l/i'ic lies. "An !• pith.d.union on the l.ad> Ih/.d'eth and Count 
Pal.itine.” Muses' Lihrar\. I. 8(). 

/>y (nir f'nsl slrain/c. " 1 ‘de^y on his Mistress." I, 141) 

P. .^jo, lisf'i'd in numbers. 1 ‘ope’s • Proloiiue to S.itires,” ijS. 

//is mcclinif uith /'cliaish. t h.incer w.is in Italy in hut 

his nieetinvr with Petrareh is onl> .1 in.liter of eomecture. 11c 
prohahly did not mett Poee.ieeio. the author of the *' Decame¬ 
ron.'' 

I '<ndin<). See jr J75. 

I'fairati cf .hiostt*. Il.i/Iitt prol>ah|y refers to the Portrait of 
a Poet in the X.iti'Mi.il (iailer>. now asorihed to Palma. 

P. d-i. the inn/hty dcitd. lh(*mson s " W inter." 4^-’. 
cycaltnc of the tdcmcnl I f "('onins;* j.).,; 

"Of s.tine Lta\ i reatures of the element. 

Ih.it in till- etth»rs t.f tin.- rainhow li\e. 

.\nd pi i> i' the phehted clouds." 

/hat 7 i'tis .hion. " h.ieri^- Oiuetu’," 1 \^. i\. jv 

/ or ( aftain C . 1 /. C . .Miss /> . " l.iterary Kem.iins" supplies 

Admiral Pairney. M.irtin P.nrney, Miss Kevnolds. 
ii'ith fat b luster cvi’. "As ^ ou I. ike It. 11, 7, ji. 

P. yj2. his (onif'limcnis. See p. r.’o, 

1 *- /'!(/ 7 chy then fubhsh. " Proloj^ue to Satires," 1^3. 

rt’/.w’A'. "Mr. Popes Welcome from lireece" (ed. Muses’ 
I.ihrary, I, 407). 

1. ,U* 4 - /■ In l.iler.iry Kcniains " the name supplied is 

I-'.rasmus Phillips. pn>h.d>l\ a mistake for lalward Phillips. 

nti/h sfliei ed tn heaven. Ci>llinss " Oile ctu the Poetical Char¬ 
acter." 66. 

(tarrieb, Da\id ( 17 I 7 -I 77 '>M the celehrateil actor. 

-■ Accordin;^ to "l.iterary Kcmaiiis." ICirron I'icld OrS6- 

1840), Lamh’s friend aiul corrcspoiulciU. 
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Handel, George Frederick (1685-1759), the musical composer 
German by birth but naturalized in England. 

P- 325- IVildair, in Farquhar’s comedy "Sir Harry Wildair’’ 

Abel Drugger, in Ben Jonson’s “Alchemist,” was one of Gar¬ 
rick’s famous parts. 

P. 3-^6. auihoy of Mustafha. Fulke Greville. 

Kit Marlozve (1564-1593), the most brilliant writer of tragedy 
before Shakespeare. He wrote " Tamburlaine the Great,” "'rhe 
Tragical History of Dr. Faustus,” "The Jew of Malta” and “Ed¬ 
ward the Second." In the " Age of Elizabeth " Hazlitt says of him. 
There is a lust of power in his writings, a hunger and thirst 
after unrighteousness, a glow of the imagination, unhallowed by 
any thing but its own energies.” 

Webster, John, wrote during the first quarter of the seventeenth 
century. His chief' plays are "The White Devil” and the 
Duchess of Malfy.” Dekker, Thomas (c. 1570-1641). “The 
Shoernaker’s Holiday," “The Honest Whore.” and "Old Fortu- 
natus are his best plays. In the third lecture of the "Age of 
Elizabeth” Hazlitt thus compares Webster and Dekker: "Webster 
would, I think, be a greater dramatic genius than Deckar, if he had 
the same originality; and perhaps is so, even without it. His 
White Devil and Duchess of Malfy, upon the whole perhaps, 
come the nearest to Shakspeare of anything we have upon record- 
the only drawback to them, the only shade of imputation that 
can be thrown upon them, ‘by which they lose some colour,’ is, 
that they are too like Shakspeare, and often direct imitations of 
him, both in general conception and individual expression. 

Deckar has, I think, more truth of character, more instinctive depth 
of sentiment, more of the unconscious simplicity of nature; but he 
does not, out of his own stores, clothe his subject with the same 
richness of imagination, or the same glowing colours of language 
Deckar excels m giving expression to certain habitual, deeply-rooted 
feelings, which remain pretty much the same in all circumstances 
the simple uncompounded elements of nature and passion Web¬ 
ster gives more scope to their various combinations and changeable 
aspects, brings them into dramatic play by contrast and comparison 
flings them into a state of fusion by a kindled fancy, makes them 
desenbe a wider arc of oscillation from the impulse of unbridled 
passion, and carries both terror and pity to a more painful and 
sometimes unwarrantable excess. Deckar is content with the 
histone picture of suffering; Webster goes on to suggest horrible 
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imayiiiings. The pathos of tlic one tells home and for itself: the 
other adorns his sentiments with some image of tender or awful 
beauty. In a word. Deckar is more like Chaucer or Boccac¬ 
cio; as W ebster’s mind a[)pears to have been cast more in the 
mould of Shakespeare's, as well naturally as from studious emula- 
tion. 

Ucyxi'ood, Thomas (d. c. 1650), a prolific dramatist who excelled 
in the homely vein. His best-known play is “The W'oman Killed 
witl) Kindness.” 

lU'iiumont, l-'rancis {1584-1616). and riclchcr. John (1579-1625). 
composed their dram is in collaboration. In the “Age of Eli/abetli ” 
lla/litt calls them lyric an<l descriptive poets of the first order, 
but as regards drama “ the (irst writers who in some measure de¬ 
parted from the genuine tragic style of the age of Sbakspeare. 
(hey thought less of their subject, and nuire of themselves, than 
some others, 1 hey luul a great and uiu|ueslioned command over 
the stores both of fancy and passion; but they availed themselves 
toil often of commonplace extiM\agances and theatrical trick. . . . 

1 lie example of preceding or contemporary writers had given thejn 
facility; the fre(|Uency of dramatic exhibition bad advanced the 
Iioiuilar taste; and this facility of iiroduction. and the necessity for 
appealing to popular applause, tended to vitiate their own taste, 
and to make them willing to pamper that of the public for novelty 
and extraordinary ettect. There wants something of the sincerity 
and modesty of the oliler writers. They do not wait nature’s 
time, or work out her materials patiently and faithfully, but try to 
anticipate Iier, and so far defeat themselves. They would have a 
catastrophe in every scene: so that you have none at last: they 
would raise admiration to its height in every line: so that the im¬ 
pression of the whole is comparatively loose and desultory. They 
pitch the characters at lirst in too high a key. and exhaust them¬ 
selves by the eagerness and impatience of their efforts. We find 
all the prodigality of youth, the confidence inspired by success, 
an enthusiasm bordering on extravagance, richness running riot, 
beauty dissolving in its own sweetness. They are like heirs just 
come to their estates, like lovers in the honeymoon. In the economy 
of natures gifts, they ‘misuse the bounteous Pan. and thank the 
Gods amiss.’ Their productions shoot up in haste, but bear the 
marks of precocity and premature decay. Or they arc two goodly 
trees, the stateliest of the forest, crowned with blossoms, and 
with the verdure springing at their feet; but they do not strike 


Notes 


423 

their roots far enough into the ground, and the fruit can hardly 
ripen for the flowers!” 

Jonson, Ben (1573-1637), was the originator of the “comedy of 
humors.” Hazlitt, in discussing him at length in the second lecture 
on the “Comic Writers,” confesses a disrelish for his style, "lie 
was a great man in himself, but one cannot readily sympathise with 
him. His works, as the characteristic productions of an individual 
mind, or as records of the manners of a particular age, cannot be 
valued too highly; but they have little charm for the mere general 
reader. Schlegel observes, that whereas Shakspcare gives the 
springs of human nature, which are always the same, or suffi¬ 
ciently so to be interesting and intelligible; Jonson chiefly gives 
the IiKtfiours of men. as connected with certain arbitrary and con¬ 
ventional modes of dress, action, and e.xpression, which are in¬ 
telligible only while they last, and not very interesting at any time. 
Shakspeare’s characters are men; Ben Jonson’s are more like ma¬ 
chines, governed by mere routine, or by the convenience of the 
poet, whose property they are. . . . His portraits are caricatures 
by dint of their very likeness, being e.xtravagant tautologies of 
themselves; as his plots are improbable by an excess of consistency; 
for he goes thoroughstitch with whatever he takes in hand, makes 
one contrivance answer all purposes, and every obstacle give way 
to a predetermined theory. . . . Old Ben was of a scholastic 
turn and had dealt a little in the occult sciences and controversial 
divinity. He was a man of strong crabbed sense, retentive memory, 
acute observation, great fidelity of description and keeping in char¬ 
acter, a power of working out an idea so as to make it painfully 
true and oppressive, and with great honesty and manliness of feel¬ 
ing, as well as directness of understanding: but with all this, he 
wanted, to my thinking, that genial spirit of enjoyment and finer 
fancy, which constitute the essence of poetry and wit. . . . There 
was nothing spontaneous, no impulse or ease about his genius: it 
was all forced, up-hill work, making a toil of pleasure. And hence 
his overweening admiration of his own works, from the effort they 
had cost him, and the apprehension that they were not proportion- 
ably admired by others, who knew nothing of the pangs and throes 
of his Muse in child-bearing.” Works, VHI, 39-41. Of Ben Jon¬ 
son’s tragedies Hazlitt held a higher opinion than of his comedies. 
“The richer the soil in which he labours, the less dross and rub¬ 
bish we have. . . . His tenaciousness of what is grand and lofty, 
is more praiseworthy than his delight in what is low and dis- 
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aprecahic His pedantry accords Iictter with didactic pomp than 
with illiterate ami vulpar gahhle; his learning engrafted on romantic 
tradition nr classical history, looks like genius. . . . His tragedy 
of the l-all of Scjaniis. in particul.ir, is an admirable piece of 
ancient mosaic. . . . The depth of knowledge and gravity of 
expression sustain one another throughout: the poet has worked 
out the historian’s outline, so that the vices and passions, the am- 
l)itif>n and servility of public men. in the heated and poisonous 
atmosphere of a luxurious and despotic court, were never described 
in fuller or more glowing colours.” Works. \’. 262-3. 

(/ rast sf'Ci'ics alone. Cowley's ” The Praise of Pindar.” 

(/'-. Godwin, according to ” Literary Remains." 

l)nitnini))td of Ilau'llionnlen. W’illiam nrummond (1585-1640), 
tile poet who recorded his conversation with Ben Jonson on the 
occasion of a visit paid to him by the latter in i(ii8. "He has not 
<lonc himself or Jonson any credit by his account of their conver¬ 
sation,” says Hazlitt in the ‘Lectures on the Age of Elizabeth.” 
Works, \', 2i)0- 

Jiuf/ene .ham was hanged in 1759 for a murder he had com¬ 
mitted several vears earlier. 

. Idmirahle James Crichton (i5(>o?-i582). a Scotchman 

of noble birtli who. in a brief life, gained the reputation of universal 
genius and concerning whose powers many legends arose. 

P. 327. //-. Hunt, according to "Literary Remains.” 

Hohhes, Thomas (15S8-1670L the bhtglish pliilosophcr. His 
chief work is " Leviathan, or the Matter, b'orin. and Power of a 
Commonwealth, luclesiastical and Civil” (1651). Hazlitt vindi¬ 
cated the superiority of Hobbes as a thinker at a time when his 
fame was overshadowed by other reputations. He calls him the 
founder of the modern material philosophy and maintains that 
“the true reason of the fate which this author's writings met with 
was that his views of things were too original and comprehensive 
to be immediately understood, without passing tlirough the hands 
of several successive generations of commentators and interpreters. 
Ignorance of another's meaning is a sutheient cause of fear, and 
fear produces hatred.” Works, XL 25-4S. 

Joitalhaii lidti'otds (1703-1758). In writing “On the Tendency 
of Sects" in the ” Round Table.” Hazlitt had alluded to Edwards as 
an Englishman and had spoken of his work on the Will as 
“written with as much power of logic, and more in the true spirit 
of philosophy, than any other metaphysical work in the language.” 
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P. 327. n. Lord Bacon, Francis (1561-1626), statesman, scientist, 
and man of letters. His chief works arc the “Essays” (1597), the 
“Advancement of Learning" (1604), “ Xoviim Organum ” (1620), 
“History of Henry \’II " (,1622). 

P. 328. Dtiyald Stewart (1753-1828), Scotch philosopher. 

Duchess of Dolton. Lavinia Fenton (1708-1760), the original 
Polly in Gay’s “ Beggar’s Opera,” married the Duke of Bolton in 

1751- 

P. 329. Raphael, Sanzio (l 4 ^^ 3 -I 5 ^o). the greatest of all the Italian 
painters. 

Lucretia Borgia with calm golden locks. This sounds like a 
striking anticipation of Landor’s fine line. “ Calm hair meandering 
in pellucid gold ’’ in his poem “ On Lucretia Borgia’s Hair.” Or had 
Hazlitt seen the poem before it was published? 

Michael Angelo (1475-1564), poet, painter, architect, and sculptor, 
the most famous of the great Italian artists. 

Correggio (1494-1534), Giorgione (1477-1510). Guido (1575- 
1642), Cimabue (1240-1302), I’andyke (1599-1641). The other 
painters are mentioned elsewhere in this volume. 

whose names on earth. In his review of Sismondi’s “ Literature 
of the South" (Works, X, 62) Hazlitt cites among the proofs of 
Dante’s poetic power “ his description of the poets and great men 
of antiquity, whom he represents ‘ serene and smiling,’ though in 
the shades of death, ' because on earth their names in fame’s eternal 
records shine for aye.’ " As these lines have not been located in 
Dante, they have been ascribed to the lying memory of Lamb, from 
whose lips Hazlitt learned them. 

P. 330. Mrs. Hutchinson, Lucy (b. 1620), whose life of her Puri¬ 
tan husband. Colonel Hutchinson, had appeared in 1806, presum¬ 
ably shortly before the conversation recorded in this essay. 

one in the room. Mary Lamb, the sister of the essayist. 

Ninon de Lenclos (1615-1705), for a long time the leader of 
fashion in Paris and the patroness of poets. 

Voltaire (1694-1778), the sceptical philosopher of the Enlighten¬ 
ment; Rabelais (1490-1553), the greatest French humorist, author 
of “ Gargantua and Pantagruel "; Moliere (1622-1673), the master of 
French comedy: Racine (1639-1699), the master of French classic 
tragedy; La Fontaine (1621-1695), author of the “Fables"; La 
Rochefoucauld (1613-1680), celebrated for his book of cynical 
“Maxims," which Hazlitt imitated in his “Characteristics”; St. 
Evremont (1610-1703), a critic. 
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p- 231. ]'our }Hi>st exquisite reason. Cf. “Twclftli Xight.” ii, 3. 
* 55 - 

Oh. ei'er rif/ht. “ C orinlanus.” ii, i. j(\S. 

-• I l»is speech is attnhuted to i.atnh in l.iterary Remains.” 

hut uTonyK so according to \\ aller and (dover “ hecause, in the 
first ()laee, the speech seems more characteristic of limit than of 
1 -ainh. and. secondls, hecause the \itlmne of tile New Moiuhlv in 
which the essay appeared contains a list of errata in which two 
corrections (one of them relalin^^ to initials) are made in the 
essay and yet this ‘11-' is left imcorrected ” 


OX RKADlXt. 01 . 1 ) HOOKS 

This essay was first piihlLslicil in the London Map;azinc for 
l-'ehniary. iSji. and repuhlishet! in the “ Plain Speaker.” 

J • d,t 3 / hate ti> reail iieie fuuihs. It would lake t«io K>ni* to 
rec.ill till the passajics in which lla/htt x'oices his sentimental at- 
tathnieiU to the writers with whom he first hecame acquainted. 

I he greatest ple.isure in life.” he s.iys in one essav. “is that of 
reading; when we are youn^\" and at the conclusion of his lectures 
on the .\yeol I'li/aheth he remarks: “ Were I to ]i\e much Ioniser 
th.m I ha\e an> chance of doin;^. the hooks which I read when I 
was youn^^ I can never forget." Patmore's statement concerning 
Ha/litt s later reading may he exaggerated, hut it is interesting 
in this connectii>n : “I do not believe lla/litt ever rcail the h;ilf of 
any work that he reviewed —not even the Scotch novels, of which 
he read more than of any other modern proiluctions. and has written 
better perhaps, than an\' other of tluir critics. I am certain that 
of man\ works that he h.is re\iewed, ami of many writers whose 
general pretensions he has estimated better than anyhodv else has 
done, he never reail one tithe." " M\ l-'rieiuls and .Acquaintances" 

HI. IJJ. 

I'ales of my Lamilord. Scott's. 

Morqau ( i7S3?-iS5<>), a writer of Irish stories, of which 
the he>t-known is •'The Wild Irish t'.irl " (iSiVH. She is also the 
autiu'ir of Certain miscellaneous proiiuctions, among which is a 

Life of Salvator Rosa ’ reviewed by ILizlitt for the Edinburgh 
Review, jiily. iSjq. Works. X. 276 310 

Anastatius, an h-astern rom:ince by Thomas Hope (1770-1830. 

Pelthinc (i8oj). a novel by Madame De Stael (1706-1817). the 
celebrated ITcnch bluestocking. 
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in their nexsjest gloss. “ Macbeth,*' i. 7, 34. 

Andrew Millar (1707-1768), the publisher of Thomson’s and 
Fielding's works. 

Thurloe's Slate Patters. “A Collection of State Papers” (1742) 
by John Thurloe (1616-166S), Secretary of State under Cromwell. 

Sir Godfrey Kncllcr (1648-1723), a portrait painter of German 
birth whose work and reputation belong to England. 

P- 335 - for thoughts. Cf. “Hamlet,” iv, 5, 175: “There’s 
rosemary, that’s for remembrance; pray, love, remember: and there 
is pansies, that's for thoughts.” 

Fortuuatus's Ulshing Cap, in Dekker’s play of “ Old Fortunatus.” 

Bntscauibille. “Tristram Shandy,” Bk. HI, ch. 35. 

the masquerade. “Tom Jones,” Bk. XllI, ch. 7. 

the disputes. Bk. Ill, ch. 3. 

the escape of Molly. Bk. IV, ch. 8. 

Sophia and her muff. Bk. V, ch. 4. 

her aunt's lecture. Bk. VII. ch. 3. 

the puppets dallying. “ Hamlet,” iii, 2, 257. 

P- 336. ignorance ivas bliss. Gray’s ” Ode on a Distant Prospect 
of Eton.” 

Ballantyne press. The printing firm of John and James Ballan- 
tyne in Edinburgh with which Scott was associated, and in whose 
financial ruin he was so disastrously involved. 

Minerva Press. The sponsor of popular romances. 

P. 337- Mrs. Radcliffe, Anne (1764-1823), a very popular writer 
of novels in which romance, sentiment, and terror are combined 
in cunning proportions. Her chief novels are “The Romance of the 
Forest” (1791), "The Mysteries of Udolpho" (i 794 ) and “The 
Italian” (1797). Hazlitt writes of her in the lecture “On the 
English Novelists.” 

sweet in the mouth. Revelation, x, 9. 
gay creatures. “ Comus,” 299. 

Tom Jones discovers Square. Bk. V, ch. 5. 

where Parson Adams. “Joseph Andrews,” Bk. IV, ch. 14. 

P. 338. Chubb’s Tracis. Thomas Chubb (1679-1747), a tallow- 
chandler who devoted his leisure hours to the deistic controversy. 
His "Tracts and Posthumous Works” were published in six 
volumes in 1754. 

fate, free-tvill. “ Paradise Lost,” II, 560. 

Would I had never seen. Marlowe's “ Dr. Faustus,” Scene 19. 

P. 339- New Eloise. “Julie, ou La Nouvelle Heloise ” (1760), a 



428 


Notes 


Iiy till- I'rt'nch scntimemalir-t. Jean Jacques Rousseau 

(i^ij wli" u.as the most powerful personal force in the 

rex ointion.iry iiioxeinent c*f the ei^liteenth centurx and xviiose writ- 
iii^s liaxe left a deep impression i»n the political ami educational 
systems of the nineleentli. Ilis other important works arc “The 
Social (. oiitract ” and “ Ixmilc “ (,1762) and the “Confessions" 
(17SJ). Ila/litt has a " Character of Rousseau” in the “Round 
Table ' ( see p. xlix. n ►. 

siiUtchui /f/.c sirtiy-oifIs. W’ordswortli’s “Stray Pleasures." 

.S/r lof'/iihi I hilti'r. m Sir (ieorj2e luhere^e’s cometly “The Man 
of .Mode ' l I (» 7 f) I - 

1*. xVt. n. (I fncud. ( harles l.amh. 

P. 4-10. U'lini' dr diif^r. .1 decoy. 'I'lie exi)ressii>n occurs in the 
fourth hook of RoUs>eau s “ C onfes>ions.“ 

(/ load l<> suiL- ii lurry. " llenry X'lll.” iii, j. 3S4. 

Mart uni ( ohnnui is a diiintv luud-. Lamh's “ Sx^nnet to the 

Author of Poems I'uhlished umler tile X.unc of P>arrv Cornwall." 

P. 4-11. Keats, lla/litt sh.ired the popular conception of Keats as 
an effeminate poet. lie concludes the essav “On Kffetninaev of 
( haracter “ in “ ral)Ie I alk “ with a reference to Keats: ”1 cannot 
help thinkinj.; th.it the fault of .Mr. I\eat^’s poems was a deficiency 
in iiMsculine enerj.:y oi style. Me had heauty. tenderness, delicacy, 
in .in uncommon de^iree. hut there was <i want x'f strength ami siih- 
siama. Mis Ivmlymion i?, a xery deliiihtful de''Cription of the 
illusions of a xonihinl ima.uin.itixui, ^iven up to airy dreams—we 
haxe Ih.wers. clouds, rainhows. moonliijht, all sweet sounds ami 
smells, and (tre.uls .iml Mrxads flitting hy -hut there is nothing 
langihle in n. nothing' m.irked or p.dpa!>le—we have none of the 
li.irdy spirit or rigid forms of anliipiity. Me painted his own 
thoughts and eh.iracter; and <lid not transport himself intxx the 
fahul oils ami luToic ages. There is .1 want of actix'ii, of char- 
actxT. ami s<» far, of imagination, hut there is exipiisitc fancy. All 
is soft and lleshy. without Inxnc or muscle. We see in him the 
youth, without the manhoxnl of piH'try. Ilis genius hreathed 
‘vernal deliglit and j(\v.'—‘ I.ike Maia’s sxm he stooxl and shook his 
plunu'S, with trigr.ince Idled. Mis miml was roxlolcnt of spring. 
Me h.id not the fierceness of summer, nor the richness of autumn, 
and winter he seemeil not to have known, till Ue felt the icy hand 
of xleaih!” .\gain in the introiluction to the “Select Pritish 
Poets (Works. \. 478). he says that Keats “gave the greatest 
pri>mise x>f genius x>f any poet oi his xlay. Me displayed extreme 
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tenderness, beauty, originality, and delicacy of fancy : nil he wanted 
was manly strength and fortitude to reject the temptations of 
singularity in sentiment and expression Sotne of his shorter and 
later pieces are, however, as free from faults as they are full of 


beauties." 

Come nice shadozes. “ iMacbelh," iv, i, ill. 

Tiger-moth's zoings and Blushes zoith blood. Keats's "Eve of St. 
Agnes." 

Words, zn’ords. " Hamlet." ii, 2, 194. 
the great frcachcr. Edward Irving. 
as the hart. P'salms, xlii, i. 

Giving my stock [sum). “As You Like It,” ii. i. 48. 

P. 342. Valentine, Tattle and True, characters in Congreve’s 
“Love for Love" (1695). 

knozv my cue. Cf. “ Othello,” i, 2, 83. 

Intiis et in cute. See p. 163. 

Sir Uumf>hry Davy (1778-1829), the celebrated chemist. 

P- 343 - zviih every trick and line [line and trick). “ .All’s W ell 
That Ends Well," i, i, 107. 

the divine Clementina, in Richardson’s “ Sir Charles Grandison." 
that ligament. Sterne’s “Tristram Shandy.” Bk. VI. ch. 10. 
story of the hazvk. “ Decameron," Fifth Day. ninth story. 
at one frond [fell] szooof. " Macbeth." iv. 3, 219. 

P. 344. zvith all its giddy [dizzy] raptures. Wordsworth’s “Tin- 
tern Abbey,” 85. 

embalmed zvith odours. " Paradise Lost,” II, 843. 
the German criticisju. See p. 112. 

His form. “ Paradise Lost," I. 591. 

Falls Hat. Ibid., I. 460. 

P- 345 - ^or Dr. Johnson’s and Jujiius’s style. See pp. 147-9, 186, 


190. 

he, like an eagle. “ Coriolanus," v, 6, 115. 

An Essay on Marriage. “ No such essay by W'ordsworth is at 
present known to exist. It would seem either that ‘ Marriage ’ is a 
misprint for some other word, or that Hazlitt was mistaken in the 
subject of the essay referred to by Coleridge. Hazlitt is probably 
recalling a conversation with Coleridge in Shropshire at the be¬ 
ginning of 1798 (cf. ‘My First Acquaintance with Poets’), at 
which time A Letter to the Bishop of Llandaff (1793) was the 
only notable prose work which W'ordsworth had published.” W’al- 
ler-Glover. 



430 


Notks 


P- 345 . II. /.? this the trcscfit carlf "James Maitland, eighth 
I'.arl of Lauderdale ( 175 *)->‘^3*>L succeeded liis father in August 
’ W aller-(il<)\ er. 

V. 346. ivorfhy of al! accefiatiou. i Tiniotliy. i, 15. 

CUircudou. Kdward Hyde. I-Iarl of Clarendon (1600-1674). Eng¬ 
lish statesman and author of the " History of the I\cl>eIlion’’ (1704- 

1707). 

I-roisstirf, Jean (1338-1410), the chronicler of the Hundred 
^'ears' War. 

Ilolinshrd. Ralph (d. 1580?). author of "Chronicles of England, 
Scotlande. and Irelande" (1378). 

Stou-e. John ( 13-’5 ?-iCk;> 3 ), author of " Englysh Chronicles” 
(1561). 

Thucydides (4ho?i[.r.-3(>4M. the historian of the Peloponnesian 
War. 


Giiicciardim. Francesco (14831540). Italian statesman and author 
of a "History of Italy from 1404 to 133^." 

H 347 - ^ he I.ores of Tersdes and Sioisuiuudu, the last work of 

Cervan'.cs (translated into laiglish in 1610) ami Gtihilea, his first 
work (1383). 

another Furroif. i f. Wordsworth’s "Yarrow Revisited.’’ 
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